
spen King ti,ngnsn;. -ro return to your 
bonne It is unhealthy to lie down here. 
Moreover, when the boat returns, you 
will moat certainly be rifled nt. " He 
stood over me in the dim light of the 
dawn chuckling and laughing to him
self Suppressing my first impulse to 
catch the man by the neck and throw 
him on to the quicksand. I rosa sullenly 
and followed him to the platform be
low the burrows. 

Suddenly and futilely, as I thought 
while I spoke, I asked, "Gunga Dass. 
what is the good of tho boat if I can't 
get out anyhow?" I recollect that even 
in my deepest trouble I had been specu
lating vaguely on the waste of ammu
nition in guarding an already well pro
tected foreshore. 

Gunga Dass langlied again and made 
answer' "They have the boat only in 
daytime. It is for the reason that there 
:s a way. I hope we shall have the 
pleasure of your company for a much 
longer time. It is a pleasant spot when 
you have been here some years and eat
en roast crow long enough.'' 

I staggered, numbed and helpless, to
ward the fetid burrow allotted to me 
and fell asleep. An hour or so later I 
was awakened by a piercing scream— 
the shrill, high pitched scream of a 
horse in pain. Those who have once 
heard that will never forget the sound. 
I found some little difficulty in scram
bling out of the burrow. When I was 
ia the open. I saw Pornic, my poor old 

loraic, lying dead on the sandy soiL 
llow they had killed him I cannot guess. 
Snu^a Dass explained that horse was 
better than crow, and "greatest good 
of greatest number is political maxim. 
We are now republic. Mr. Jukes, 
and-you are entitled to a fair share of 
the beast. If yo;i like, we will paas a 
vot,e of thanks. Shall I propose?" 

Yes, we were a republic indeed—a 
republic of wild beasts penned at the 
bottom of a pit. to eat and fight and 
sleep till we died! I attempted no pro
test of any kind, but sat down and 
stared at the hideous sight in front of 
me. In less time almost than it takes 
me to write this Pornic's body was di
vided, in some 'unclean way or other. 
The men and women had dragged the 
fragments on to the platform and were 
preparing their morning meal. Gunga 
Dass cooked mine. The almost irresisti
ble impulse to fly at the sand walls un
til I was wearied laid hold of me 
afresh, and I had to struggle against it 
with all my might. Gunga Dass was 
offensively jocular till I told him that 
if he addressed another remark of any 
k\nd whatever to me I should strangle 
him where he sat. This silenced him 
till silencs became insupportable and I 
bade him say something. 

"You will live here till you die like 
the other Feringhi." he said coolly, 
watching me over the fragment of gris-
tle that he was gnawing. 

"What other sahib, you swine? 
Speak at once, and don't stop to tell me 
a lie." 

"Ee is over there." answered Gunga 
Dass. pointing to a Lurrow mouth about 
four doors to the left of my own. "Yon 
can see for yourstlf. He died in the 
burrow as you will die and I will die 
and as all these men and women and 
$>e old child will also die." 

"For pity'8 sake, tell me all you know 
about him. Who was he ? When did he 
come, and when did he die?" 

This appeal was a weak step on my 
part Gungn Dass only leered and re
plied. "I will not—unless you give me 
something first. " 

Then I recollected where I was and 
struck the man between the eyes, par
tially %tunning him. He stepped down 
from the platform at once and, cringing 
and fawning and weeping and attempt
ing to embrace my feet, led me round 
to the burrow which he had indicated. 

"I know nothing whatever about the 
gentleman. Your God be my witness 
that I do not. He was as anxious to es
cape as you were, and he was shot from 
the boat, though we all did all things to 
prevent him from attempting. He was 
shot here." Gunga Dass laid his hand 
on.his lean stomach and bowed to the 
earth. 

"Well, and what then? Goonl" 
"Arid then—and then, your honor, 

we carried him into his house and gave 
him water and put wet cloths on the 

. wound, and he lay down in bis house 
and gave up the ghost." 

"In how long? In how long?" 
"About half an hour after he re

ceived his wound. I call Vishnu to wit
ness," yelled the wretched man, "that 

.1 did everything for him. Everything 
which was possible, that I did I" 

He threw himself down on the ground 
and clasped nay ankles. But I had my 
doubts about Gunga Dass' benevolence 
and kicked him off as ho lay protest
ing. 

"I believe .you robbed him of every
thing he had. But I can find out in a 
minute or two. How long wua the sahib 
here?" 

"Nearly a year and a half. I think 
he must have gone mud. But hear me 
swear, protector of the poorl Won't 
your honor bear me swear that I never 
touched an article that belonged to 
him ? What is your worship going to 
do?" 

I had taken Gunga Dass by the waist 
and bad hauled him on to the platform 
opposite tho deserted burrow. As I did 
so I thought of my wretched fellow 
prisoner's unspeakable misery among 
all these horrors for 18 months and the 
final agony of dying like a rat in a hole 
with a bullet wound in the stomach. 
Gunga Dass fancied I was going to kill 
him and howled pitifully. The rest of 
the population, in the plethora that 
follows a full flesh meal, watched us 
without stirring. 

"Go inside, Gunga Dass," said I. 
."and fetch it out." 

I was feeling sick and faint with 
horror now. Gunga Dass nearly rolled 
off the platform and howled aloud. 

"Bat I am Brahman, sahib—a high 
cast(i Brahman. By your soul, by your 
father's soul, do not make me do this 
thing!" 

"Brahman or no Brahman, by my son! 

ana Dy ray intner s soul, in you goi" i 
said. and. seizing him by the shoulders, 
I crammed his head into the mouth of 
the burrow, kicked tho rest of him in. 
and. sitting down, covered my face 
with u:y hands. 

At the end of a few minutes I heard 
H rustle and a creak, then Gunga Dass 
in a sobbing, choking whisper speaking 
to himself, then a soft thud—and I un
covered my eyes. 

The dry sand had turned the corpse 
intruKted to its keeping into a yellow 
brown inumniy. I told Gunga Dass to 
stand off while I examined it. The body 
—clad in an olive green hunting suit 
much stained and worn, with leather 
pads on the'shoulders—was that of a 
man between 80 and 40, above middle 
height, with light, sandy hair, long 
mustache and a rough, unkempt beard. 
The left canine of tho upper jaw^ was 
missing, and a portion of the lobe of the 
right ear was gone. On the second fin
ger of the left hand was a ring—a shield 
shaped bloodstone set in gold, with a 
monogram that might have been either 
"B. K." or "B. L." On the third fin
ger of the right hand was a silver ring 
in the shape of a coiled cobra, much 
worn and tarnished. Gunga Dass de
posited a handful of trifles he had ] ick-
ed out of the burrow at my feet. ;-ud. 
covering the face of the body w;*h my 
handkerchief. I turned to examine these. 
1 give the full list in the hope that it 
uiay lead to the identification of the un
fortunate man 

1. Bowl of a brier wood pipo, serrated 
at the edge, much worn and blackened, 
bound with string at tho screw. 

2. Two patent lever keys, wards of 
both broken. 

8. Tortoise shell handled penknife, 
silver or nickel name plate, marked 
with monogram "B. K." 

4. Envelope, postmark undecipher
able, bearing a Victorian stamp, ad
dressed to "Miss Mon"—(rest illegi
ble)—"ham"—"nt." 

5. Imitation crocodile skin notebook 
with pencil. First 45 pages blank, 4J^ 
illegible, 15 other filled with private 
memoranda relating chiefly to three 
persons—a Mrs. L. Singleton, abbrevi
ated several times to "Lot Single," 
"Mrs. S. Maj" and "Garmison," re
ferred to in places > as "Jerry" or 
"Jack." 

6. Handle of small sized hunting 
knife. Blade snapped short. Buck's 
horn, diamond cut, with swivel and 
ring on the butt; fragment of cotton 
cord attached. 

It must not be supposed that I inven
toried all these things on the spot as 
,fully as I have here written them down. 
The notebook first attracted my atten
tion, and I put it in my pocket with a 
view to studying it later on. The rest 
of the articks I conveyed to my bur
row for safety's sake, and there, being 
a methodical man, I inventoried them. 
I then returned to the corpse and or
dered Gunga Dass to help me to carry 
it' out to the river front. While we 
were engaged in this the exploded shell 
of an old brown cartridge dropped out 
of one of the pockets and rolled at my 
feet. Gunga Dass had not seen it, and 
I fell to thinking that a man does not 
carry exploded cartridge cases, espe
cially "browns," which will not bear 
loading twice, about with him when 
shooting. In other words, that cartridge 
case had been fired inside the crater. 
Consequently there must be a gun some
where. I was on the verge of asking 
Gunga Dass. but checked myself, know
ing that he would lie. We laid the body 
down on the edge of the quicksand by 
the tussocks. It was my intention to 
push it out and let it be swallowed.up, 
the only possible mode of burial that 
I could think of. I ordered Gunga Dass 
to go away. 

Then I gingerly put the corpse out 
on the quicksand. In doing so—it was 
lying face downward—I tore the frail 
and rotten khaki shooting coat open, 
disclosing a hideous cavity in the back. 
I have already told you that the dry 
sand had, as it were, mummified the 
body. A moment's glance showed that 
the gaping hole had been caused by a 
gunshot wound. The gun must have 
been fired with the muzzle almost 
touching the back. The shooting coat, 
being intact, had been drawn over the 
body after death, which must have been 
instantaneous. The secret of the poor 
wretch's death was plain to me in a 
flash. Some one of the crater, presum
ably Gunga Dass, must have shot him 
with his own gun—the shot that fitted 
the brown cartridges. He had never at
tempted to escape in the face of the 
rifle fire from the boat. 

I pushed the corpse out hastily and 
saw it sink from sight literally in a 
few seconds. I shuddered as I watched. 
In a dazed, half conscious way I turned 
to peruse the notebook. A stained and 
discolored slip of paper had been insert
ed between the binding and the back 
and dropped out as I opened the pages. 
This is what it contained: "Four out 
from crow clump; 8 left; 9 out; 2 
right; 8 back; 2 left; 14 out; 2 left; 7 
out; 1 left; 0 back; 2 right; 6 back; 4 
right; 7 back." The paper had been 
burned and charred at the edges. What 
it meant I could not understand. I eat 
down on the dried bents, turning it 
over and over between my fingers until 
I was aware of Gunga Dass standing 
immediately behind me with glowing 
eyes and outstretched hands. 

"Have you got it?" he panted. 
"Will you not let me look at it'also? I 
swear that I will return it." 

"Got what? Return what?" I asked. 
"That which you have in your hands. 

It will help us both." He stretched out 
his long, birdlike talons, trembling with 
eagerness. 

"I could never find it," he continued. 
"He bad secreted it about his person. 
Therefore I shot him, but nevertheless 

i I was unable to obtain it." 
i Gunga Dass had quite forgotten his 
; little fiction about the rifle bullet. I re-
' ceived the information perfectly calm-
| ly. Morality is blunted by consorting 
, with the dead who are alive. 
I "What on earth are you raving 
i about ? What is it you want me to give 
vout" ,• 

"The piece of paper in the notebook. 
It will help us both. Oh, you fool! You 
fool! Can you not see what it will do 
for us? Wo shall escape." 

His voice rose almost to a scream, 
and he danced with excitement before 
me. I own I was moved at the chance 
of getting away. 

"Don't skip 1 Explain yourself. Do 
you mean to say that this slip of paper 
will help us? What does it mean?" 

"Read it aloud! Read it aloud! I beg 
and I pray to you to read it aloud." 

I did so. Gunga Dass listened de
lightedly and drew an irregular line in 
the sand with his fingers. 

"See now! It was the length of his 
gun barrels without the stock. I ham 
those barrels. Four gun barrels out 
from the place where I caught crows— 
straight out; do you follow me? Then 
three left. Ah. how well I remember 
when that man worked it out night aft
er night! Then nine out, anrl so on. 
Out is always straight before you ucroF«» 
the quicksand. He told me so before I 
killed hiiu." 

"But if you knew all this why didn't 
you got out before?" 

"I did not know it. He told rue that 
he was working it out a year and a half 
ago, and how he was working it out 
night after night when the boat had 
gone away and he could get out near 
the quicksand safely. Then he said that 
we would get away together. But I was 
afraid that he would leave me behind 
one night when he had worked it all 

out, nnd en I «hot him. Besides, it ia 
not advisable that the men who once 
get in here should escape. Only I, and 
I am a Brahman." 

The prospect of escape hod brought 
Gunga Dass' caste back to him. He 
stood up. walked about and gesticulated 
violently. Eventually I managed to 
make him talk soberly, and he told me 
how this Englishman had spent six 
months night after night in exploring, 
inch by inch, the passage across the 
quicksand;' how be had declared it to 
be simplicity itself up to within about 
20 yards of tberivor bunk after turning 
the flank of the left horn of the horse
shoe. This much he had evidently najt 
completed when Gunga Dass shot him 
with his own gun. 

In my frenay of delight at the possi
bilities of escape I recollect shaking 
hands effusively with Gunga Dass after 
we had decided that we were to make 
an attempt to get away that very night. 
It was weary work waiting throughout 
the afternoon. 

About 10 o'clock, as far ae I could 
judge, when the moon had just risen 
above the lip of the crater, Gunga Dass 
made a move for his burrow to bring 
out the gun barrels whereby to measure 
our path. All the other wretched in
habitants had retired to their lairs long 
ago. Tho guardian boat drifted down 
stream some hours before, and we were 
utterly alone by the crow clump. Gunga 
Dass, while carrying the gun barrels, 
let slip the piece of paper which was to 
be our guide. I stooped down hastily to 
recover it, and as I did so I was aware 
that the diabolical Brahman was aim
ing a violent blow at the back of my 
head with the gun barrel It was too 
late to turn round. I must have received 
the blow somewhere on the nape of my 
neck. A hundred thousand fiery stars 
danced before my eyes, and I fell for 
ward senseless at the edge of the quick
sand. 

When I recovered consciousness, the 
moon was going down, and I was sensi
ble of intolerable pain in the back of 
my head. Gunga Dass had disappeared, 
and my mouth was full of blood. 1 lay 
down again and prayed that I might 
die without more ado. Then the un
reasoning fury which I have before 
mentioned laid hold upon me, and I 
staggered inlaud toward the walls of 
the crater. It seemed that some one 
was calling to me in a whisper, "Sahib! 
Sahib! Sahib!" exactly as my bearer 
used to call me in the mornings. 

I fancied that I was delirious until a 
handful of sut.d fell at my feet Then I 
looked up and saw a head peering down 
into the amphitheater—the head of 
Dunnoo, my dog boy. who attended to 
my collies. As soon as he had attracted 
my attention he held up his hand and 
showed a rope. I motioned, staggering 
to and fro the while, that he should 
throw it down. It was a couple of 
leather punkah ropes knotted together, 
with a loop at one. end. I slipped the 
loop over my head and under my arms; 
heard Dunnoo urge something forward; 
was consciors that I was being drag
ged, face downward, up the steep sand 
slope, and 'he next instant found my
self, choked and half fainting, on the 
sand hills overlooking the crater. Dun
noo, with his face ashy gray in the 
moonlight, implored me not to stay, 
but to get back to my tent ajt once. 

It seems that he had tracked Pi<rnic's 
footprints 14 miles across the sumla to 
the crater; had returned and told my 
servants, who flatly refused to meddle 
with uny one, \yhite or black, once 
fallen into the hideous village of the 
dead, whereupon Dunnoo had taken 
one of my ponies and a couple of punkah 
ropes, returned to the crater and hauled 
me out, as I have described. 

To cut a long story short, Dunnoo is 
now my personal servant on a gold 
tnohur a month, a snip which I still 
think far too little for tho services ho 
has rendered. Nothing on earth will in
duce me to go near that devilish apt i 
again or to reveal its whereabouts moic 
clearly than I have done. Of Gunga 
Dass I have never found a trace, nor do 
I wish to do so. My sole motive in giv
ing this to bo published is the hope that 
some one may possibly identify, from 
the details and the inventory which I 
have given above, the corpse of tho 
man in tho olive green hunting suit 

Windstorm at Halting*. 
HASTINGS, Neb., May 26.—A heavy 

windstorm struck Hastings last night 
and did considerable damage. One 
whole row of sheds just south of the 
St. Joseph and Grand Island track was 
completely demolished and several 
small buildings were blown over. 
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SEARS MCHENRY, Cashier. 

(JUUIiCII DIRECTORY. 

ST. ROSE OF LIMA—Catholic. ,, 
bervlces every morning at 7:30. First and 

inlia Sundays in each month services at 10:3(1. 
* [.9 ,, school in connection taught by Sisters 

of St. Francis. Everybody invited. 
REV. M. J. FAHKELLT. 

0EKMAN M. E. CUUKCH. 
SSfvicee every Sunday. Sunday School 9:30 

u> 10 :d0. Preaching at 10:30 a. m. and 8 p. in. 
Class meeting 11:30, Prayer meetings every 
Wednesday evening. 

REV. G. CLAUSSEJT, Pastor. 

IIETIIOD1ST CHURCH. 
/B1 dass meeting at 0:30 a. m. Preaching at 
lu :.JU and 7 :ao. Sunday School at 11:45. Junior 
League at 3:00 p.m. Epwoith Lrasue at a :30. 
1 rayer meeting Thursday evening. Teachers' 
meeting following prayer meeting. 

Ui-.v. E. E. ILGENFKITZ, Pastor. 

GERMAN EVANGELIC A i.-Luthe;.m. 
Kegiilar services at 10:30 a. m. on Sundays 

Sunday School at 9 :0o a. m. 
REV. F. LOTHRINOER, Pastor. 

'APTIST. 
B Preaching services at 10 :30 a. m and 7 :30 
P* m. Youiig People's Union Monday evenings 
at 7:30. Prayer meetings Thursday evenings at 
7 :30. Ladies' prayer meetings Fridav after-t :30. ——. — r**.,'u, ..invnugo A'i.UUJ tiiici* 

noons at 3 :00 o'clock. Covenant meetings before 
first Sunday of each month. Sunday School at 
11:50. KKV. F. W BATESON. Pastor. 

PRESBYTERIAN. 
Sabbath services after first day of May at 

10:30 a. m, and 8 p. in. Sabbath School at 11:45 
a, m. and I'oung People's christian Endeavor 
at 7:00 p. m. Weekly prayer meetings Thursday 
at 7:30 p.m. Bible class ai>d Teacherss' meet-
lug immediately after prayer meeting. Choir 
practice Friday at 7 :30 p m. Ladies Aid every 
third Wednesday at 3 o'clock, and Ladies' Mis
sionary Society every second Friday of the 
month. REV. A. G. MAUTYN, Pastor. 

6HCRCH OF JESUS CHItlST-L. D. 8, 
Services every Sunday at 11 :«)0 a. m. aud 

7:00 p.m. Sunday School at 10:00 a. m. 
J. T. TUIINKH, Pastor. 

Deloit. Iowa. 

EPISCOPAL. 
Services on Fourth Sunday evenimt by R»v. 

Talbott. Services Tuesday evening alt r -econd 
Sunday of each month by Rev. Allen .J u- .d. 

FIRST CHURCH OF CHRIST—scientist. 
Services every Sunday at 10:30 ai d Wednesday 

evening at8 o'clock. Services In McKim Hall. 
Reading room in connection. Open from 3 to 
0 pm. The public Is invited to call and ac-

Suaint themselves with the teachings of Chris-
an Science. 

VENISON FRATERNITIES. 

DOWDALL LODGE NO. 80, KNIGHTS OF 
PYTHIAS. Meets every Monday evening at 8 
o'clock, McHenry hall. Visiting members al
ways cordially welcome. 
W. C. ROLLINS, J. F. GLKNN, 

U. c. K. R. & S, 

SYLVAN LODGE, NO. 507. A. F. & A. M. 
Regular meeting Tuesday evening on or before 
full moon. Special* meetings 2d Tuesday fol
lowing, l.aub'g Hall. Visiting members in the 
city are urged to attend. 
A. OSWALD, W. M. C. M. STALKY, Sec'y. 

8YLVAN CHAPTER. NO. 207. O. E. 8. 
Regular meeting first Tuesday evening xfter full 
moon in Laub's Hall. Visitors welcome. 
MRS. J. B.ROMANS. W. M. MAX SISR, Sec'y. 

DELOIT CAMP. NO. 5381. M. ;W. Deloit, 
Iowa, Regular meetings every Saturday night, 
Visiting Woodmen always welcome. 
STAMLKY BKOWN. Clerk. U.K. WILEY, V. C. 

DENISON CAMP. NO. 315, M. W. A., fieul-
sou, Iowa. Regular meetings Thursday night. 
Visiting Woodmen tendered a cordial welcome. 
K. Guucc, Clerk. W. J. IIORTON, V. C. 

DENISON LODGE. NO, 628,1.0. O. F. 
Meets every Wednesday evening at 8 o'clock In 
Laub's Hall. Odd Fellows visiting in the city 
are especially invited. 
A. G. STUEBER. N. G. CHAS. FLINT, Sec'y. 

SIDONIA LODGE. NO. 393. I. O. O. F, (Ger 
mar.) Meets every Friday night, in Laub's Hall 
at 8 o'clock. Visitors especially welcomed. 
FRED CLAUSKN, N. G. PETER KRAUTS, Sec'y 

HAWKEYE CAMP NO. 78, WOODMEN OF 
THE WORLD. Meets every Saturday evening 
at 8 o'clock In Laub's Hall. Visiting sovereigns 
invited. 
C. E. WALKER. C .C. J. T. CABBY, Clerk. 
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| O GREEN, PROP, ! 

| High Grade Building Brick. | 
i The use of latest improved ma- i 
[ chiuery makes our brick of ] 
[ the best durable quality. 
i For rates inquire or write to i 
i i 

i C. GREEN! DENISON, IA J 
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W. A. MCHENRY, Pres. 

First National Bank. 
CAPITAL AND SURPLUS, - $120,000.00. . ? 

DEPOSITS, - - - - 350.coo.oo. 

LOANS, - ~ - 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 three per cent for 
six and four per cent for twelve months. We make a specialty of 
loaning money on cattle to be fed for market. Money to loan on 
short time. 

Also make first m< rtgage loans on improved farms at current rates. 
We sell lands, town lots, furnish abstracts ol title and sell steamship 
tickets for foreign parts. Our officers speak German. We solicit 
your patronage. 

W. J. HORTON, 

1 

Plans, Specifications and Estimates 
Furnished on Short NotiGe. 

flii Work Guaranteed. 
Stair Building a Specialty. furnished with any or nil bids if desired. 3 

Call and g> 1 y.-ur job work aone. Shop second door west ol Baptist Church, Denison 

Deposits, 9300.000* Capital 9100,000. 

Grawtord Conntu state Bant. 
-DZErtrisonsr, . 

Tho M SecuritT for Dneiiion. Farm Loass at Fire Per Cant' Interest. 
This Bank is incorporated under the laws of the State of Iowa. This gives the 

best security to all depositors, not only to the amount of stock, but the per- • 
sonal property of each share-holder is holden to the amount of his share 

for any loss to the bank. Incorporated banks are under the control 
of the State Auditor, who can at any time examine the business, and ac

cording to his his investigation the published statements are made. Deposi
tors in an incorporated bank have more security than the confidence imposed in 

the officers. They have the best security, because the capital stock can not 
be used at pleasure for outside speculation and investment. The Craw- • 

ford County State Bank is best incorporated banking institution 
in the County, A general banking business done. 

Passage Tickets Sold. Insurance Written. , JLoansN egotiated. 
GBORGB NAEVE, M,OE. JONES, C. ",I. KBMMINQ. ' T, 

V-President. w Cashier. • Ass't Cauhier. 
L. CORN WELL. 

President. • 

Directors •> Jj\.CorS,w,8"' Geo- NaBve- F. Schwartz, 
I Chas-. Tabor , J. P. Connor 

Victor Bicycles 
These wheels are the Standards of the World. No 

loud talk is necessary to sell them. The best tires; best 
bearings; best construction. Cost 110 more than wheels 
of doubtful reputation. When you buy. get the best, you 
will find it the cheapest. - - j, 

Bargains in Second-Hand Wheels. 
1898 Model. Just as good as new;; ;; Sold last j'ear 

for $100 and $125. If you are interested, call and inquire 

for "Bargains in Model Columbias," or address 

FRED BERG, Denison, Iowa. 

The United States Cream Separator, 
with its tripple current, 
will make your yield 30 
per cent, greater than 
the gravity or old sys
tem. Can furnish you 
machines of sizes suita
ble for from ten cows 
up. Also are headquar
ters for gasoline engines. 
Dog and' pony powers 
and dairy machinery 
and supplies. 

6®" Write for Catalogue. JV. E. WE SCOTT, Denison, Iowa. 
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RANDALL & COURTRIGHT, 

Painters, Paper Hangers; 
: and Decorators. 

Wall tinting and glazir.n a specialty. 
Satisfaction guaranteed. " 

Special attention to country work. • ; 
For estimates call on or address • 5? 

RANDALL & COURTRIGHT, V 
Telephone No. 152. The Denison Decorators, t 
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CITY HORSESHOE R 
AMU 

All Work Guaranteed. 
location—South of North Star Barn. 

General Blacksmith 
Prices Reasonable. 

GIVE US A VAL.1. 


