
Lincoln's 
Birthday... 
will soon be here, and all over 
this great land his sterling 
worth will be remembered, 
the memories of his wonderful 
life revived, and new inspiration 
will be drawn from the glorious 
example he set. 

••Sterling Worth." Do 
you realize the deep significance 

of those two 

M 

words? 
; They de

fine "SELZ SHOES" exactly. 
They are honestly built footwear. 
Good to look at. Good to wear. Easy to 

buy. 
We have them in all sizes and styles. Come 

and see. 

Shoes. 
Are for sale at 

I i THE BOYS,''Store, 
. where you will find a complete line of Men's, 

: Women's and Children's Shoes and Over- • • , 
shoes. They will be pleased to have * 

. you call on them, and they are 

Sure to Please Yoi? in Price and Quality. 

I) 

CRAWFORD 60UNTY 

Real Estate Exchange 
E. GULIGK Mnao'r. -

Denison, u-v « • Iowa. 

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 S100 
Apply to E. Gulick, Room No. 3, Gulick & Solomon block 
Denison, Iowa, 

FOR SALE Several choice improved farms, close to school and market. Call 
on or address E. Gulick. the leading real estate agent, Denison, la. 

FOR SALE Choico resident properties and unimproved town lots on easv terms 
to E. Gulick, real estate and loan agent, Denisen, Iowa. 

wnt 

QUICK WORK 

A SPECIALTY 

WILCOX STEAM. 

..LAUNDRY 
Improved Macmnerur-. 

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

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

First National Bank. 
• CAPITAL AND SURPLUS, 

DEPOSITS, 
$115,000.00. 

310.ooo.oo. 

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. 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. 

jnwmitiiiiiiimiiimiiiiMiiii,,,! 
J. F. BURK, the Druggist, 

• Oomplat* lino of 

@rugs, (Patent i 

2r 2= 

[i 

IE 

JAedicines, <3biUt 

Articles,-Stationery, 

(Blank (Books, =p • 

(Pai/its, Oils, White Lead, ^Brushes, Eta, 

DENISON, IOWA. 

»' - •  

ovfioui nnoion. 

COUJFTT OHIOBRS. 
Stat# Bnnw .,1. a. MlfflB 
Representative THKO. BLTJMB 
< ounty Treasure* ....A. B. LOBENZKK 

, County Auditor JOHN T. C UiEY 
I O erk of Ooort ....BUII. KRUUKlt 

• oumy Kacorder O. M. ORI8WELI, 
1 O'Unty Attorey R. BHAW VAN 
! County Bberiff HI WHY BILL 
1 County Superintendent a. Q. IIxBRS 
' County Surveyor H. HUNTINGTON 
1 County Coroner J. H. OliOUOH 

BOARD Or MJPERVISORB. x 

Fred Jepien, Chairman 1 w. W. Rhodenbavgh. 
Q. W. Langley, Jowpb White and Otto Hlnk. 

• TERMS OF COURT. 
1JW—April 18. October 10. ! member It. 
UW—Februa'7 13, April 17, October ». DM. 11. 

Zala A. Churcu and s 11. lillwood, Judges. 

II ay o> 
City Clerk 
Oity nolioitor. 
Treiteurer 
Aiseasnr 
(Vclghma«t't. 
Nlghtwaich. 
Uarabal 

Pint Wa*d.. 
Hecond Ward, 
third Ward... 

CITY OFFICES. 
CBAS. KBMMINQ 
L. M. OA8SADAY 

Q. T>. WRIGHT 
B. 8. PLIMPTON 

. . . A .J.BOND 
GEO. A. SMITH 

I.. M. BAKR 
HT. ROUGH 

ALDKRMFN. . 
...........E Ou iok and 8.1 

.F. O. neni »nri J. P JON 
..JB. t'cu ,g* and Mux St: 

PROFESSIONAL DIRECTORY. 
ATTORNSTB. 

*. r. oomrsa, 
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW, 

, MKISOM, IOWA. 

Kz-Diitrtet Jadg*. ofioe over tlM ) 
OWwty State Baak. 

r. s. 0. LALLY, 

ATTORNEY-AT-LAW, 
OIKIBOH. IOWA. 

Iwm eiiii. jT-ir—.. <3#* 
mm itwu Crawford County MuM Baa a. 

W. A. Goldsclimid t. Wm. M. McLennan 

GOLDSCHMIDT & McLENNAN, 

LAWYERS, 
DENISON, . . . IOWA. 

Practice In all state courts. Collections and 
Insurance a specialty. English and German 
spoken. Office over Haugh & Kemming's. 

PHYSICIANS. 

XSXXXVaEB, K. 

PHYSICIAN AND SURGEON. 
DENIBON, IOWA. 

Oatli attended day or H|ht Offlsa ay Mat* 
•w Botk'a drug atera. 

\ O. H. BOXXSe, K. 9., 
PHYSICIAN AND SURGEON 

BBRISOH, IOWA. 

Baanapaltle. Tmwip* j*e*oi 
kal ealla. OBea eaat af wunoii Heuaa. 

vr. W. B0UCE8, 

PHYSICIAN AKD SURGEON. 
DBMBON, IOWA. 

(FUiN m Vain Btraei. 

Afttl VOLSOK, X. X>, 

PHYSICIAN AND SURGEOll 
osnsoif, IOWA. 

OdliannM prnvOr, OflM 

B. A. BOYLE, K. 

PFYSICIAN AND SURGEON, 
BUnnH. IOWA, 

•Boa la OMMUI'I drag Mar*.. 

WM. T. WRIGHT, M. O., 

F'HYSICIAN AND BURGEON. 
DENISON, IOWA. 

Office orar Shaw A Knehnle'e Bank. 
lanca tecondhouaa north of city ball. 

DZIT7Z878. 

i. O. SOBINSON, D. B. a, 

SURGEON DENTIST, 
Dairuov, IOWA. 

rnm mata Vplrtrtlty of I«rwa, |ra«tutfe trm 
lle«ttiw«atara UntTeralty Dental Gollece,UMea*l 

(i froB mata Board of Dental "— r'nn |l 
•ilp*t<n. Satiafactlon ruaianteod. 

WtrOfBaa over Burk'i LTrug atarn. aa 

B. W. 7HZLBK00S, 

RESIDENT DENTIST, 
DBHISON, IOWA 

•Mk «i»da Dental Work. Teaffc iuiaiia( 
«S{M pais. Offloa ortr Bank of Dentaaa, 
(VBotraaee alther on Broadway *r Mate M. 

i^zaoEZXAirEovfl. 

BXTLXiOOK * DVNBAS, 

BROKERS AND COLEECTORS 
DENISON. IOWA, 

Wa fknrfih ear awa taaaii and ga te 10 aaa 
ti dta eounty (or eollaoUoua. 

0 azsvxBa * aov, 

HARNESS AND SADDLES, 
Kobet and Fua Coait, 

WMAIOON. .... IOWA 

PENN MUTUAL LIFE IN8URANOI 
IITAILIIHED 1B4T-

ALL. FORMS OF LIFK IN>UB> 
ANCE. 

» M. A N. RUMICY, OINCRAL MINT! 
Daa Motnaa, Iowa. 

•OHM (MIOINL Looai Anai 

If You Are Going to llic Pacific 
Coast 

Don't complete arrangements until you 
have secured information regarding the. 
personally conducted excursions to San I 
Francisco, Los Angeles and Portland1 

via the Union Pacific. These excur-1 

sions leave Chicago,Minneapolis and 8t. 
Paul every Thursday, and Omaha every 
Pridav in elegantly upholstered Pull-1 
man Tourist Sleepers; illuminated by 
Pintsch light; healed by steam, ling-
gage checked through from starling 
point to destination. Prompt and satis
factory service. Manv hours quicker 
time than anv other line 

For full particulars cull on or address' 
J. W. TlMiTUC, 

401 Walnut Street. 
l)es Moines, fa. 

Pen'ou midden weurily. 
"Tha doesn't miuil ica smoaking, do 

ye?" said the other, pulling out a cigar 
of doubtful aspect. 

"Not at all," said Fenton, hoping 
this •would keep his companion quiet. 

"Maybe you'd like a smoak yersenr" 
said the Yorkshireinan, who was gener
ously disposed. 

"Thanks, no," said Fenton. "I'M 
not much of a smoker." 

"That's reet. A young feller should 
reserve his strength so as he can enjoy 
his smoak when his trouble comes." 
And pleased with this philosophic senti
ment the old fellow puffed away at his 
rank cigar. 

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

"Yes, I've been up toLunnon on biz-
ness—very pertikeler bizness. Ah'll tell 
ye all about it, as ye seem 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 compassion. 

"Young feller," said he solemnly, 
"ye're wet through to the skin. " 

Fenton did not deny it. 
"See 'ere," said the other/getting 

np and inspecting bis own wraps. 
"Just ye put on this 'ere watterproof. 
It'll keep ye warm ovverneet. It's 
downright daft of ye traveling in nowt 
but gimcracke like them, as wouldn't 
turn a summer shower.'' 

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

In vain did Fenton try to follow his 
companion into oblivion. Sleep refused 
to come. For a few minutes he felj 
into a fitful slumber, but his brain re
fused to rest. Again he stood over the 
dead body of the woman he loved; again 
he saw her 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 crowd. Quick down there, or he 
would be caught! Faster! Faster! O 
God, they are gaining on bim! And 
with a cry of terror he awoke, trem
bling from head to foot. 

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

And so that interminable night wore 
on. It was not till the gray morning 
came in through the carriage windows 
that the thought flashed across 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. Had he 
been recognized in the chase that fol
lowed? Hardly likely. Then he was 
safe. Why run away? If a ghost of a 
suspicion lodged against him, he was 
only accentuating it by absenting him
self, He ought never to havo 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 bo back by 
noon, and it would be easy to account 
for his absence—such occurrences were 
not infrequent. At Manchester, at any 
rate, he could buy an early paper aud 
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, at last, when the sky was 
turning to crimson, George Fenton 
sank into a deep sleep. 
• • • • • • a 

"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," ho said to the Yorkshire-
man. "I don't know what I should 
have dono 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, aud he soon got hold of a news
paper, which he opened with palpitat
ing heart. 

"Great heavens!" be cried as bis 
eye found tho column ho wanted. Thero, 
in large capitals, stared him in the 
face: 

HORRIBLE MURDER IN MAYFAIR. 
ARRiCaT OK A NAVAL OFFICER. 

His Mood ran cold as he read the last 
line, fur ho at once grasped that if Brett 
had been arrester], owing to some ab-
tiiitJ i. . INK-- 1 ,J the part cf (lie pr.licv 

in" order perhaps to save his own life 
he would be bound to reveal all he 
knew of the murder. He read through 
the account that followed, but that gave 
him little further information. There 
were simply the particulars of the find
ing of the body, Brett's arrest, with the 
subsequent trouble, aud the conveyance 
ol' him aud the corpse to the police sta
tion. The paper fell from Fenton's 
hand in dismay. Now, at any rate, it 
would be simple folly on his part to re
turn before ho knew that no suspicion 
rested upon him. In the meantime he 
ought to make his own position as se
cure as possible by further movements. 
He crossed over to the Exchange station 
and looked at the list of departures. At 
7 o'cIocK a train wrfuld leave tor Leeds, 
and by thie train Fenton decided to 
travel. At 9 o'clock he stepped out on 
the Leeds platform. 

His first act was to get telresnment, 
far he bad tasted nothing for 12 hours, 
and was, moreover, suffering acntelv 
as the result of wearing ms wet clotn-
ing. He was ravenously hungry, and he 
made a substantial meal. Once more 
the blood seemed to course in his veins, 
and bis courage revived. For a long 
time be 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 to dispose 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 
lor the snit he was wearing. 

"Dress shoots are nodings moosh in 
my line, and Bhtill less so ven dey are 
sboiled mit mud and wed. De glosh on 
dis shoot is debarded forever, and my 
fr'en's only wants gloshy dress shoots." 

Gloss or no gloss, Feuton 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 someshiug for 
you. I dort it was monish vat you vant-
ed. See here. Dis is a vinding in 
shecks. You could blay shess or dravts 
on de design ven you was dat vay in
clined." 

Fenton explained he did not feel 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, mit vioh to attend your own 
vuneral." 

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

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

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

"Horrible Tragedy Iu Mayfair—The 
Murderer at Large," met liis eyes, aud 
with trembliug heart he read of "the 
release of the naval officer" and of the 
chase after himself the previous night, 
the discovery of the hilt of the dagger, 
and, O God, of his own departure ta 
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 clothcs, a light 
overocat and a bowler hat." 

Fenton's head whirled as he read 
these lines, and he looked round in ter
ror, half expectiug to see some one al
ready identifying him, despite his hav
ing disposed of some of the damning 
details. They were on bis track, and at 
any moment he might be arrested. He 
must be off again, and that immediate
ly. Once more ho must take train in 
the hope cf baffling his pursuers. He 
walked into Wellington station an;l 
found that a train started in a few min
utes for Skipton. He bought a ticket 
furtively, dully wondering why the 
clerk did i:ot eye him suspiciously. 

Ho was sit Skipton within the hour. 
What was I. o to do now? He had some
thing less tl::n) a Eovereigu in his pock
et, so he could not aiford another jour
ney by train. Besidus, he must shun 
the haunts of news readers. The coun
try would be the, best place for hir:i 
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 bis soul to enable him to in
quire about the surrounding conutry 
from a garrulous bar ranger. As a re
sult of his inquiries ho determined to 
take to the Oracoe road, hoping to 
reach Grassington and tho scattered 
villages beyond, where newspapers were 
few and the population illiterate. 

Then he set out. Tho brandy saw 
him. through a milo or two, but the ex
citement was telling upon him, and his 
bodily pain was increasing, and soon 
ho could scarcely crawl along. Ho rest
ed many a time aud oft by the way, I 
and it was dark when the glimmer o£ . 
tho lights of Hylstouo village met his 
eyes. Here ho determined to pass tho 
night. Ho eould go no farther. He did 
not dare to put up at any public house 
for fear of ultimate discovery, so ho 1 

cast about him for a roof for shelter. 
By tho moouligbtjli" e.^niod an old shed 

niwigsine some staining, and tlfither ha 
repaired. Not having even strength 
enough to search for litter for a bed, he 
threw himself down ou the ground and 
fell into a broken sleep. 

Ho awoke in the early morning with 
pains and aches shooting all over bis 
body, but with mind clear enough to 
appreciate the exigencies of the situa
tion. Ho must be up and away before 
the sleuthhouuds could scent him. Ha 
dragged his unwilling limbs out of the 
shed and gained the highway. But now 
the want of food was beginning to tell 
heavily upon him, and his legs almost 
refused to move. Long before he reach
ed Cracoe he was overtaken by a coal 
cart. He hailed the driver aud asked for 
a lift. The mau looked at him doubt
fully, but the offer of coin produced the 
desired effect. Lying full length on a 
sack on thb 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 
feltitwould be impossible togo farther. 
He staggered into the village inn, which 
stood invitingly near. Suddenly a look 
of terror overspread his face and be 
turned sharply off the main road. He 
had seen 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 would 
be there in a minute to add his link to 
the chain of evidence that was gradual
ly being forged around him. 

Fear galvanized his stiffened limbs 
into action, and down that lonely lane 
Fenton pelted with blind hurrv whiti). 
er he Knew not nor carea. The spurc did 
not last long, and he soon dropped into 
his old shamble. To make things worse, 
the rain, which had been threatening 
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 could even reach what refuge 
that afforded the pitiless rain bad 
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 dusk oame, he 
ventured forth again in queEtof food 
and lodging, which he muEt have if he 
wished to keep mind and body together. 
He struggled on for a couple of hours, 
covering littlo 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 bis 
appearance, but fate was dead against 
him. The rain had ceased now, but it 
had left the ground thick with slush, 
through which the weary fugitive strug
gled like a drunken man. The lights he 
was making for seemed ever to recede 
like willro'-the-wisps, and Fenton grew 
dimly conscious he could not reach 
them. 

Thero was no other building at hand, 
no roof to 6beltor him, but he could go 
no farther. His legs refused to move, 
his head was bursting, and with a cry 
of awful helplessness aud despair he 
sank down upon the clammy ground, at 
last unconscious of all his woes, i 
• • * • • • a 

It was two days afterward when Fen
ton regained consciousness. When be 
opened bis eyes, he was in a strange 
bedroom. He gave a feeble cry of sur
prise, and, aa 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 
onoe. But doan't ye talk now. Just ye 
drink this aud goa to sleep. T' maister 
will tell yo all about it when 'e comes 
'oarn." 

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 bad 
traveled with him from Willesden! 
Fenton could not repress a cry of aston
ishment. Tho 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 uivver thowt 
of seeing ye ag'in, and two days after
ward I finds ye in my three acre pasture 
in a pretty fever. I knew'd ye at onct, 
although ye'd changed yer togs and 
shaved yer mustash. Ye've been in 
trouble, lad. I could tell fro' yer rav
ings. But uivver mind. No onfe's heard 
'em but me and t' missis, 'cept our 
Joames, who helped 1110 to carry ye in; • 
and I'vo squared Jeames not to let on." 

"What did I say?" anxiously asked 
Fentnn. 

"Ye talked a strange lot of stuff, 
lad, abalit a girl—thcar's generally a 
woman at bottom of moust things; and 
yo seemed to bo torribly fond of this 
un. And then yo called out 'Murder!' ' 
—ay, 'Mnrdor!' aud spoke of a glass 
dagger, or somo such silliness. Then ye 
seemed to be running away, and it was 
as much as tho three of us could do to 
hold yo iu the bed." 

Feuton started up exoitodly. "Good 
God!" ho cried. "I am lust!" 

"Lay yo down ag'in, lad," said tho 
farmer, pushing him back with roujeh 

/ 


