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Cliicngo'g Queer Indian. 

An English man of 'rank and money 
Visited Chicago recently afnd with him 
came his private secretary, a young, 
fresh faced, jolly fellow just out of 
Oxford university. The secretary 
brought letters of introduction to a 
Chicago man from a well known Lon
don actor and an equally prominent 
man of letters. The Englishman came 
.direct to Chicago, making no stop in 
New York. The secretary called upon 
the Chicago man to whom he had let
ters and who did a little entertaining, 
inviting three city friends to meet the 
private secretary at luncheon at a not
ed restaurant. 

It was after the cigars were lighted 
that the conversation turned upon 
things American. The Chicagoans 
knew that the Britons were credited 
With believing that they could shoot 
buffaloes under the shade of the Audi
torium and shoot grizzlies along the 
Shokie, but they were hot quite pre
pared for what was to come. The lit-

?tle luncheon party had been waited 
upon by a coal black negro with crisp 
hair curled tight to his head. The sec-

•V retary throughout the repast had eyed 
, the attendant with interest. When the 

waiter finally had left the room, the 
English guest turned to his host and 
said: 

"Mr. Nelson, it seems to me that I 
read somewhere that the American In
dians had straight hair. The hair of 
the one who waited on us curls like 

-astrakhan."—Chicago Tribune. ' 

Married With a Bump. 
Tlie marriage customs of the Negulos 

are peculiar. The youug man who 
'' seeks a bride first obtains the favor of 

her parents and then pursues her, 
catching her in his arms. She breaks 
loose and runs and does not yield until 
he has caught her several times. Final
ly he leads her in triumph to iter home. 
Here her father drags the youth up a 
ladder to,her floor of their hut. The 

, mother drags up the maiden. They 
, i are then made to kneel, and the fa-

I ther pours over them a cocoanut shell-
of water. He then bumps their 

• beads together, and the ceremony is 
completed. They spend their honey
moon in the depths of the mountains 
and for five days and nights are lost 
to sight, after which they come back 
to everyday life. 

There .is another marriage custom 
ywhich is worth describing. Instead of 
ltbe youth and maiden being dragged 

, lup the lyit ladder they are made to 
I,: {climb two saplings that grow near 

each other. Then an elder of the group 
grasps the saplings and draws them 
together until the hea,<Js of the young 
couple touch, with a K$SgQf»r a bump, 
according to the force used. This 
makes them man and wife.—Forum. 

#s,v' " Taking Umbrage. 
A few Idlers (no very unusual thing) 

(Were lounging in front of the shop of 
the bailie of the burgh, among whom 
the laird espied the village Aesculapius, 
who Was his political oracle, and thus 
<4dressed him: ' 
"Tttow's a' wi' ye the day, doctor? 
Ony political news?" 

"Nothing very particular," replied 
the doctor; "only it Is said that the 
Dutch have taken umbrage at"— Here 
the doctor got a touch on his shoul
der from his shop boy, who acquaint
ed him that a valuable patient was 
waiting for him, and he broke off 
bruptly from his political laird. 
"Ta'en Umbrage!" exclaimed the 

laird. "Mercy upon us! Hae they 
ta'en Umbrage? Bailie, ken ye if it's 
a wa'ed town or no?" 

"A wa'ed town!" said the bailie; 
"nae sic thing. It's a sugar island 
and ane o' the sweetest o' them. The 

'Mfirtlcle's up already, but ye shall hae 
Y'"iL stane weight haine wi' ye at the auld 
I price."—Cornhill. 

: W'rtM. 
An Expensive Knife. 

An old man went into a cigar store 
rhere pocketknives are on sale. He 

had a fancy for one of the knives, b;it 
thought the price, 75 cents, too high. 
After a parley with the proprietor he 
concluded to wager 75 cents against 
the knife and play a'game of poker.' 
He lost the money and then that much 

.again. He continued to lose until he 
lost $121, all the money he had, but 
Jhe proprietor made him a present of 
ie knife. 
In the afternoon he returned, saying 

be was dissatisfied with the knife. He 
lad' paid $121 for it, but would will
ingly exchange it for a $1 article. The 
dealer kindly made the exchange, and 
(the man wept his way rejoicing. He 
liad no money to trouble him, but he 
had a knife, and, afte:' all, a knife is a 
good thing to have.—Arizona Repub
lican. 

(' ^ Significant Sigma. 
j Itbas been insinuated that the Apple-
ton-O'Bryanne wedding is off. If you 
Vant to know, go past the Appleton 
jouse. The sound of a half dozen sew-
ng machines can be heard there from 
laybreak till late at night. When a 
parriage is give^up for good, the sew
ing machine is Idle, except when patch
es must be put on the old man's un
derclothes.—Atchison Globe. 

. L The DrueKfHt'ii Work. -
i There is a druggist in one of the sub-

rban districts who advert.ses: 
"The doctor prescribes; we execute." 
Such advertising cannot fail to ap

peal to those who desire to be execut
ed.—Boston Journal. 

."AN IRISH ROSE. 

He Needed No Help. 
"Help, help!" cried the man who was 

jeing relieved of his valuables. 
"Calm yourself, my friend," said the 

easy going footpad. "I can take care 
of-this job without any assistance."— 
Ohio State Journal. 

Settling; Down. 
"I'm anxious to get married and set 

tjie down," said the tagged bachelor 
tyso that I can pick out one good clul 
\nd stick to it."—Philadelphia Norti 
American. 

I will fend a rose across the sea. 
All tn a letter smoothly pressed; • • r 

She will take the red, red rose from 
And hide it in her breast. 

Her smiles will flash, her tears will start* 
As if she saw her own loved shore, 

And a little thorn will pierce her heart 
For the pleasant days of yore; 

For the pleasant days and the dear home ways* 
Her father's voice, her mother's smile. 

And Aier e-yes will turn with a furoff gaze 
To the pensive, low greeq. isle. 

For the stranger's land is not the land*)• -
However fair it be and bright! 

We carry the old home in our hand, 
Our eyes reflect its light. 

And the rose that grew by the cottage door, 
The old home garden's joy and pride, 

She will prize it more and love it more 
Than all earth's flowers beside. 

I will not waste one crimson leaf 
Nor pluck one thorn from the prickly stem; 

It shall bloom in an exile's crown of grief 
A pure and perfect gem. 

—Youth's Companion. 

I don't know what can have made us 
all take Frank Pilsbury for a fool, but 
1 am sure we did so judge him. Some 
of them, if I were to name them here, 
might arise in their indignation and 
effrontery and deny that they were 
ever mistaken about Pilsbury's mental 
caliber, but it would be the height of 
insincerity on their part. As for me, I 
freely confess that I thought him au 
extremely simple youth until these 
tilings happened which I am going to 
telV And yet I do not know why we 
took him for a fool unless it .was be
cause of several outward indications 
which we observed—to wit: 

He parted his hair In the middle and 
brushed it smooth on his forehead, 
which was not high. 

Ho wore kid gloves all through the 
summer. 

He would talk earnestly with a girl 
for an hour at a time, giving her points 
about boW to trim a hat. 

But that is thp worst of these dudes. 
You never know quite for certain 
whether they are fools clear through 
or only on the surface. 

This mistake of ours was set right 
about the close of the war with Spain 
or a little before its close. And it hap
pened as follows: 

Late in the spring of 1898 Jeannette 
Brennan was showing signals of dis
tress, and she let it be understood 
that the cause of her distress was 
Frank Pilsbury. It appeared that he 
was making love to her, chiefly by giv
ing her a great deal of bis society— 
with advice on millinery matters—and 
also by presenting her with flowers, 
not artificial millinery flowers, but 
real ones. All this bored Jeannette, 
and as Jeannette was a good sort of 
girl we boys said that it ought to be 
put a' stop to. Besides, Jeannette was 
by public opinion assigned to be the 
fate of one Robinson, who was not at 
all a fool, like Pilsbury, and was a 
general favorite. 

About this time it was reported that 
Letitia Helmund had at last yielded 
to the persistency of Fred Stimms' 
wooing and had allowed him to call it 
an engagement. Then a number of 
the boys enlisted for the war, Fred 
among them, Frank Pilsbury not. Ev
erybody slapped Fred on the back and 
called him a good fellow. Everybody 
felt sorry for1 Letitia Helmund be
cause Fred had gone to Tampa and 
was being eqten by mosquitoes, and 
everybody felt sorry for Jeannette be
cause Frank would not expose'his per
fect complexion to the ravages of these 
spiteful insects. 

Letitia Helmund was present one 
day when somebody said: "Can't we 
make Frank Pilsbury go off to the 
war? Can't we bring public opinion to 
bear on him?" 

I.etitla sighed, thinking no doubt of 
poor Fred broiling and being eaten at 
Tampa. Then she said in her gentle, 
musical way, "If everybody wants 
poor Frank Pilsbury out of the way, 
why not get him to go to Tampa?" 

"Do you think he could be persuaded 
to go that far?" 

"I think he might," said Letitia. 
Why was it that nobody had thought 

of this before? Frank Pilsbury was, by 
eminence, the squire of dames among 
us. Letitia's plan was simply to go off 
herself to Tampa so as to be near poor, 
heroic Fred, and to make Frank go 
with her as escort. Jeannette thanked 
her with tears of gratitude. Everybody 
called the plan an inspiration of genius 
and also a huge joke. The idea of mak
ing pretty Frank go to that abomina
ble den of mosquitoes and hold a sun
shade over Letitia's head so that Fred 
might make love to her In peace be
tween drills! 

And Frank consented like a lamb. 
And the two started together amid the 
cheers, and also the jeers, of all the 
girls and of all the boys who had not 
gone to the front before them. 

The next we heard of those three 
was by letter. First from Letitia to 
Jeannette, like this: 

"Frank Pilsbury has proved a devot
ed and useful escort. I don't know 
what 1 should have done without him 
Fred laughs at him and wonders what 
he does with himself down here, but 1 
tell Fred that if it had not- been for 
'my little dude,' as he calls him, I could 
not bo here. And it is a great thing to 
be near one's soldier boy, isn't it? So 1 
have much to thanii 'my little dude' 
for." 

Then from Fred Stimms: ^ 
"Letitia is up at the" hotel, and I see 

her about every day. Frank Pilsbury 
is all right. He keeps out of the way 
when Letitia and 1 are together, which 
is what he's here for, 1 guess. We call 

J 

him the chaperon. I don't know how 
he puts in his time, except its loafing 
on the hotel veranda and about the Cu
ban settlement. They say he talks 
Spanish like a dago." 

Just before the transports started for 
Cuba—the second week in June—who 
should turn up at home but Letitia! 

Everybody said she had done right 
not to stay till the very last. The part
ing would have been too severe a trial 
for her riBtves. She did not bring back 
Frank Pilsbury with her. She seemed 
to have mislaid him somewhere and 
could not tell where he had got to. 

About the end of July the news from 
Cuba was becoming very exciting—ttye 
news in the papers. Privately the fol
lowing came from the United States 
camp near Santiago. It was dated 
"Daignon, June 27." It was a letter to 
a mutual friend of Stimms and myself. 
This is a true copy: 

Dear Con—I am not well. A good many ofus 
In camp here are in the same fi.-.. It iaiit^Uie 
miss of my regular meals that hurts me; it is 
the shock I have had. A lot of Garcia's soldiers 
met us on the beach when we landed. They were 
cheering for "los Americanos." One of them, in 
a big straw hat and a little less ragged shirt and 
trousers than the others, with a revolver and a 
big machete, came forward and shook hands with 
me. Then he said, "How is Letitia?" Then I 
saw that it was Frank Pilsbury. He sneaked off 
from Tampa three weeks ago with some sort of 
dispatches for the Cubans, and they sijy he landed 
at Matanzas and made his way right across the 
island. I couldn't believe it, but Garcia has pho
tographs that he took on the way. Frankie has 
one of those little dinky "Slap Bang" cameras 
with him. The Cubans are afraid of him and 
think he is the president's eldest son. The Span
iards took him for an English tourist. Now they 
are going to fit him out with decent clothes and 
send him to Washington. How he did it all I 
don't know. I suppose,-it was his Spanish and 
getting so chummy with all those stiff dudes up 
at the hotel. I can't write any more. The shock 
seems to have given me a chill. I believe we 
shall be fighting tomorrow. Hope I may get 
killed. Yours, FRED STIMMS. 

This letter set us all in a ferment 
of excitement. Everybody went aod 
asked Letitia for information. Every
body felt that there must be more mys
tery behind this. Letitia smiled and 
said she had lost sight of Frank during 
the latter part of her stay at Tampa. 
She supposed the government must 
have sent him on some special mission 
to Cuba, because he had traveled there 
before the war was ever thought of 
and knew the country a little. 

I think we all felt somewhat annoyed. 
Jeannette unaccountably got down
right angry and began treating Robin
son, who had been obliged to stay at 
home on account of bis mother and sis
ter, very unkindly. 

Poor Fred had one consolation, and 
that was that Frank was not at Santi
ago on the 1st of July—had, in tact, 
started home with bis mysterious dis
patches several days before that. 
Fred's friends also had the consolation 
that Fred, in spite of his own gloomy 
ambitions, came out of all that fighting 
without a scratch, though be did go to 
grass later on with a severe attack of 
fever. 

By the Fourth of July Frank came 
home a little browner and less plump 
than before, it is true, but with his 
hair still smooth and parted plumb In 
the middle. When wd' him' t«v 
tell us $bout bis mys^M^ii^ gulngsoia, 
be said'he was sick •«$.. tired of' aiif 
that. The Cubans, h$flald, 
dirty. Then he wandered off into a 
discussion of the metropolitan fashions 
in millinery. 

The next thing he did was to rent a 
small house. 

Then the local papers printed an au
thorized statement of the mavriage of 
Frank Pilsbury and MIbs Letitia Hel
mund at Tampa, Fla., on the 22d day 
of May, 1898, with full particulars. 

When somebody asked him what he 
meant by breaking the heart of Jeai*-
nette Brennan, he answered: "Her 
heart is not broken. Ask Robinson. 
That was a ruse, you know. Public 
opinion was against my marriage with 
I&titia, so we had to elude public opin
ion. Ask Letitia." 

Letitia, being examined, said: "I nev
er gave Mr. Stimms authority to say 
we were engaged. He chose to give it 
out, and it was not my business to .con
tradict him. Yes, the Matanzas expe
dition was my idea. Still, Frankie 
isn't half such a fool as he looks." 

Fred came home an Invalid long be
fore the other soldier boys. For three 
weeks we all conspired to keep the 
news from him, so that the shock 
might not kill him. When he heard 
the whole truth, he packed up and 
went to the Pacific coast.—San Fran
cisco Call. 

The Wrong Slot. . 
A. nice looking elderly, gentleman, 

with long white whiskers, stood on the 
Rush street bridge one evening holding 
a letter in his hand and gazing perplex
edly up and down the thoroughfare. 
He was looking for a post box. There 
was none in sight. 

"I don't like ter go very fer away," 
he'muttered, "because that thar pesky 
boat's likely ter light out most any mo
ment." 

Suddenly his eyes lighted np, and he 
chuckled to himself, and, hurrying 
across the bridge, was seen a moment 
or two later leaning far over the bow 
of the black hulled steamer that lay at 
the wharf. Luckily a deckhand appear
ed on the scene in time to save the old 
gentleman from a watery grave. And 
after the old gentleman had got his 
breath back he waved his letter in the 
face of the astonished deckhand and 
panted: 

"What kind of a letter box is that, 
>'d like ter know? Hey! Do you think 
I'm a akribat er a kontorsh'nist, do 
yer? Iley! What say? What letter 
box? Why, that one thairf" 

He pulled the deckhand to the rail 
nud pointed to the hawser hole in the 
ship's bow. Near it, In great yellow 
letters was the inscription, "U. S. 
Mail."—Chicago Inter Ocean.,*.f 

—————————— ** 
Getting Under Jt. " 

"There's a mountain of evidence 
against you." said the young lawyer to 
his first client. 

"Tunnel it, my boy, .tunnel it!" cried 
the old sluice robber.-^Cleveland Plain 
Dealer. 

The Fr«ig and the Judge. 
"I had been living alongside of Sil

ver lake for 15 years," said the judge, 
"before I concluded to go fishing. I 
suppose I had seen five carloads of 
fish taken out of the lake during tbose 
years, and so I anticipated a great 
catch when 1 got around to. it. One 
day I got out hook and line and set 
off in my boat. It was right after din-
taer, and I let the boat go drifting. The 
hook was baited with a frog for bass, 
and I distinctly remember of giving 
frog and hook a whirl and a cast. Then 
of course I waited for a bite." 

"And you got one?" queried the man 
witht tile new patent reel. 

"I can't say that I did," replied the 
Judge. "No, I have never been able to 
satisfy myself that I did." 

"But what did you do?" 
"Just floated around for five hours. 

I think I was busy most of the time 
preparing a case to come off the next 
week, but had a bass taken hold of 
that frog I must have felt it." 

"But didn't^you pull in your line at 
all?" 

"I don't think so. If I did. it escap
ed my memory. Should 1 have done 
so?" 

"Why, of course." 
"For what reason?" 
"To see if the frog was on the hook 

all right." 
"Oh! There was no reason then," 

smiled the judge. "It seems that as 
soon as I cast him overboard he swam 
back and climbed into the boat, and 
at the end of five hours he came hop
ping over to me, as if to ask If I hadn't 
had all the fun I wanted. I decided 
that I had, and 1 unhooked him with 
apologies and rowed home."—Chicago 
News. 

Bounced the Bill of Fare. 
Stories of the generosity of Judge 

Poland of Vermont are constantly com
ing to light. One of the prettiest is 
about an old farmer, whom the judge 
invited to dine with him one dajp at 
the hotel in Lyndon, Vt. 

The old man's shabby garments and 
uncouth manners did not prevent his 
host from being heartily glad to see 
him, and he was ushered into the din
ing room with all the deference that 
could" have been shown the judge's 
most distinguished friend. 

It was the farmer's first experience 
at a hotel, and when the waiter laid 
the menu card before him he asked 
quickly, "What's that?" 

"The bill of tare, sir," replied the 
waiter. 

"Take it away!" said the old man, 
with a look of triumph on his brown 
face. "Judge Poland isn't the sort 
that invites folks and then lets 'em pay 
their own bills. I've known him, boy 
and man, young feller! Perhaps you 
didn't know I'm a-vis'ting Judge Po
land today." 

The waiter bowed with the aspect of 
a graven Image, but the judge and his 
guest smiled at each other in mutual 
friendliness and pleasure, and then the 
judge proceeded to order for two.— 
Youtb'0 Gtottpaoion« 

completing his medical education in 
Chicago. Cannibalism ended in his 
tribe, be says, when Bishop Selwyn 
converted his grandfather, but be tells 
some-stories of it which have a dis
tinctly humorous flavor. For instance: 

It is said that once a chief captured a 
missionary who was anything but a 
toothsome morsel, as he was old and 
thin and looked as if his flesh would be 
tough. The missionary warned the 
chief that he would not ma^e a good 
dinner and, pulling up his trousers, 
cut a slice off the calf of his leg and 
offered it to the chief. 

The chief tasted it, said he didn't 
like it and passed it to a subchief. The 
sub tasted it, made a wry face and 
passed it on. The next man who took 
a bite of it spat it out. The missionary 
was released. After he had gone it 
was discovered that he wore a cork leg. 

The Fada of Author*. 
How novelists write will always be 

of interest to readers. Each seems to 
have some favorite place for attacking 
the muse. Roe wrote "Near to Na
ture's Heart," Hay "At the Seaside" 
and Besant "All In a Garden Fair." 
Verne 'wrote "Twenty Thousand 
Leagues Under the Sea," Dryden "In 
Sunny Lands" and Auerbach "On the 
Heights." 

While Gibbon wrote "For Lack of 
Gold" and Payne "In Peril and Priva
tion," Black wrote- "In Silk Attire" 
and Haven "Out of Debt, Out of Dan
ger." 

Horatio Alger wrote "Slow and 
Sure," Williams "On and Off" and Pike 
"Every Day." 

Most curious of all were Bellamy, 
who wrote "Looking Backward," and 
Parker, who wrote "Upside Down."— 
Puck. 

From Hand to Month. 
"I'll never speak to him again!" ex

claimed the young woman in the pale 
blue jacket. "He called me his queen 
and asked if he might kiss my bund. 
I said yes, and—and after that he kiss
ed me on the lips without asking." 

"I suppose," said the young woman 
In the yellow. buskins, "he followed 
along the line of least resistance."— 
Chicago Tribune. 

Worth Ilia While to Flatter. «« 
Art Critic—Your portrait of Snag-

gins, the multimillionaire there, has 
a fine technique, but it doesn't look the 
least like him. 

Fashionable Portrait Painter—Hush! 
How could 1 ever get $2,500 for it if it 
(lid?—Boston Transcript. 

Orthodox Mohammedans nre forbid
den to make or use any "graven im-
Hge." Consequently their chessmen 
have no lesembiance to human figures. 

M. A. HARDING 
WiH be found in the shop formerly occupied by 

Thos. Bateman, next door to Laub's livery barn, 

where he will be pleased to meet any of his oleifctime 

customers for Horseshoeing and General Jobbing. 

» \A11 work guaranteed first-class and-prices reasopabl. 

CHARLES TABOE, 
^ ' 4 DENISON, IOWA, • 

••••••••a** 

TO LOAN, 5 
LONG TIME. 

LOWEST RATES. 
OFFICE OVER MeHENRY'S BANK. 

49M0NEY»|Kr 

3 H. W. RANDALL, I 

^TDainter,- Paper Hanger, ; 
^ and Decorator. * 

r» " Wall tinting and glazing a specialty. 
. Satisfaction guaranteed. t 

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

3  H . W . R A N D A L L  
h Telephone No. 152. The Denison Decorator. 
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V cnurcn, SGHOOI 
- and Plattorm , 

FURNITURE 
And Supplies. • Natural 
Slate Blackboards a Spec-

* ialty. American Flags, 
School and Factory Bells. 
The best goods. Estimates 
furnished. Bids made. Save 
money by addressing 

Wm. Marshall, 

L. M, SHAW, Pres, O. P. KUEHNLE, Vice-Pros. C. L. VOSS, Cash 

BANK OF DENISON. 
.General Bankino Business Conducted. 

Exdiasei tni. Sold, tine ud SUrl Tins Loans at Lorest 

• • . ' v Paid Qrt Time Deposits. ̂  ̂  

Accounts ot alt branches of Business Conducttu^ ' 
(' • ^ .... 

Personal attention given to investments for local patrons. Business con- * 
ducted in English or German. 

SHAW, KUEHNLE & BEARD, ! 

LAWYERS^ 
REAL ESTATE LOANS AT LOWEST RATES. 

Concentrated Mi# 

boiled down, pressed to
gether is what you get in 
the New Werner Edition 
of the ENCYCLOPEDIA 

(BRITANNICA. The facts 
I contained therein are reli
able, the statements author
itative. The index which • 

f§ accompanies each set of 
books enables you to find 
the information you want 
quickly, and you can rely 

updn it, for even the" courts do not question its state
ments. You can secure the entire set, complete in 
thirty superb octavo volumes, of the 

Encyclopedia Britannica 

'xMM for One Dollar Cash if 
and the balance in small monthly payments. . ^ 
FOR SALE BY -' 

^ U. G. JOHNSON & OOP 

* If r man sows tlie wind, he Is liable 
to entch a cyclone In his self binder 
some day.—York (^Nob.) Times. 

> * CHGRIS CHRISTENSEN, „ „ 

Gpral fachiTiitti! PloWvIM, Wagon, .Carjiage and 
,V,V • REPAIR SHOP - - •••• f tZih %  v -  -  -  l <  A  I  K  N  H 1 )  K  -  -  -  ^ - i & \  p  

HORSF SHOEING, PLOW WORK, ETC. 
=- i 
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