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Uneeda Blscuit—
the only biscuit of which
this can be truly said.
It’s the package, a new
5 cent air tight, dust
proof, moisture proof
package that keepsthese
wonderful new biscuit up
to the highest grade
through all weathers.

3.3 3 ¢ £ 3.3 3 & 3.8 8.3 ¢ %
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[iscuit

Are made from the best wheat flour, so
thev're body building food. They’re
skilliully baked so as to be palatable.
They’re never heavy or soggy, so they
are never indigestible.  Order
from your grocer.

them
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'K BARBER SHOP.

JASPER WOODLAND, PrOp.

Two Expert and Experienced Barbers to take care of
your trade. Not only a good clean shave, but the
best hair cutting establishment in the city.

fl Porcelain Bath. Gome In

The only one at the service | And get a good shave and
of the public in Crawford | hair cut and a nice hot
county. Always neat | bath and you will feel
and clean and partic- | like a new man. It
ular pains is taken | is the best place

to keep it so.|in the city.

0. K. BARBER SHOP,

Under Drybread & Co., Drug Store, Main St, Denison, Ia.

AALALLARAARAAL AL AL AL AALAL LALLM

WWWWWW“WNMMW“

The United States Cream Separator,

with its tripple current,

7 y‘jljfw\«,&% per cent. greater than
il e s the gravity or old sys-
t\ﬂ:“w@‘i tem. Can furnish you
“~==——== machines of sizes suita-

ble for from ten cows
up. Also are headquar-
ters for gasoline engines.
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and dairy machinery
and supplies.

N. E. WESCQOT1, Denison, Iowa.
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One 174} acres, nearly all m enltivation, & & 1i¢

wehard, good large Ti

barn nicely arranged, {ecd heds, good ho with large rooms, good well i

3 and two cisterns.  Price 24500— Part 8

Farm of 160 acres in fine state o od huuw 'lnnn andont- 54

building, all fenced, guml orck ity of wood.  Price $27 per acre— Ei

Part on time. r;;

Farm of 20 acres, } of a mile from court hous huﬂ land, good house, i

fine flowing well, some fruit, a fine place for w cken or hog Taising as ..

there is tu0u~und~s of acres of timber joining. Price y.nu—l’.nt time. 4

A. HARTNEY, v&=rmes
. = Morgan County, Missouri.
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 GRAWFORD GOUNTY
ESTATE EXCHANGE.
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E. GULIGK Mang'r.
Denison, - - lowa.

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

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

t 1,000,000, but a few $100
MONEY TO LOAN on Real Estate, socqrlcy: No™'s,"Gullok & Solomon block

Denison Iowa,

farms,
Chom%m(]}?xrl?;l?dthe leading real estate agent,

close to school and market. Call

FOR SALE 98"9?8-1 Denison, Ia.

n or address

fes and unimproved town lots on easy terms.
FOR SALE Cholc&;ﬁéﬁegéaﬁrg&e;& and loan agent, Denison, Iowa.

will make your yield 30

Dog and pony powers

e

CHRIS CHRISTENSEN,

General Blacksmith, Plow Work, Wagon, Camiage ~and
.- - REPAIR SHOP
HORSE SHOEING. PLOW WORK ETO.
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[CONTINUED.]

“No; it never seems so to me,” she
answered,
The sun had dipped now below the

hills, and the boy. suddenly remember-
iug the ewes and lawbs, started to his
feet.

*Let us also o to the house and see
who has come,” said wm as the boy
shuilled away to rejoin his flock, while
Doss ran at his heels, snapping at the
ends of the torm trougers as they flut-
tered in the wind.

CHAPTER III.
*] WAS A STRANGER, AND YE TOOK ME
IN.”

As the two girls rounded the side of
the “kopje” an unusual scene present-
ed itself. A large group was gathered
at the back door of the homestead.

On the doorstep stood the Boer wom-
an, a hand on each hip, her face red
and fiery, her head nodding fiercely.
At her feet sat the yellow Hottentot
maid, her satellite, and around stood
the black KafHir maids, with blankets
twisted round their half naked figures.
Two, who stamped mealies in a wood-
en block, held the great stampers in
thelr hands and stared stupidly at the
object of attraction. It certainly was
not to look at the old German over-
seer, who stood In the center of the
group, that they had all gathered to-
gether. His salt and pepper suit, griz-
zly black beard and gray eyes were as
familiar to every one on the farm as
the red gables of the homestead itself,
but beside him stood the stranger, and
on him all eyes were fixed. Ever and
anon the neweomer cast a glance over
his pendulous red nose to the spot
where the Boer woman stood and
smiled faintly.

“I'm not a child,” eried the Boer wo-
man in low Cape Dutch, “and 1 wasn’t
born yesterday. No; by the Lord, no!
You can’t take me in! My mother
didn’t wean me on Monday. One wink
of my eye, and 1 see the whole thing.
I'll have no tramps sleeping on my
farm!" cried Tant’ Sannie, blowing.
“No. by the devil, no, not though he
had 60 times six red noses!”

There the German overseer mildly in-
terposed that the man was not a
ttamp, but a highly respectable indi-
vidual, whose horse had died by an ac-
cident three days before.

“Don’t tell me!” cried the Boer wom-
an. “The man Isn’t born that can take
me In. If he’d had money, wouldn’t
he have bought a horse? Men who
walk are thieves, liars, murderers,
Rome's priests, seducers! I see the
devil In his nose!” cried Tant’ Sannje,
shaking her fist at him. “And to come
walking into the house of this Boers
child and shaking hands as though he
came on horseback—oh. no, no!”

battered chimney pot. and disclosed a
Lald bead, at the back of which was a
little fringe of curled white hair, and
lie bowed to Tant® Sannie.

“What does she remark, my friend?”

} he Inquired. tur ning his crosswise look

Ing eyes on the old German.
The Gerwan rubbed his hands and

1
hesitated.

“Ah — well — ah — the — Duteh—you
know—do not like people who walk—
In this ecountry—-ah!”

“My dear friend,” said the stranger, |
laying his hand on the German's arm,
“I should have bought myself another
horse, but crossing,
full river, I lost my purse—a purse
with £500 in it. 1 spent five days on
the bank of the river trying to find it
—couldy’t; paid a Kaffir £9 to go In
and look for it at the risk of bLis life—

couldn’t find it.”

The German would have translated
this Information, but the Boer woman
gave Do ear.

“No, no! He goes tonight. See how
he looks at me, a poor, unprotected
female! If he wrongs me, who Is to
do me right?”’ cried Tant’ Sannie.

“l think,” said the German in an
undertone, “if you didn’t look at her
quite 80 much it might be advisable.
Bhe—ah—she—might—imagine that you
liked her too well—In fact—ah”—

“Certainly, my dear friend, certain-
ly,” said the stranger, “I shall not look
at her.”

Baying this, he turned his nose full
upon a small Kaffir 2 years of age.
That small naked son of Ham became
instantly so terrified that he fled to his
mother’s blanket for protection, howl-

i ing borribly.

Upon this the mewcomer fixed his
eyes pensively on the stamp block,
folding his hand on the head of his
cane. His boots were broken, but he
still had the caue or a gentleman.

“You vagabonds se Engelschman!”

'said Tant’ Sannie, looking straight at
! him.

This was a near approach to plain

. English, but the man contemplated the

block abstractedly, wholly unconscious
that any antagonism was being dis-
played toward him.

“You might not be & Scotechman or
anything of that kind, might you?”’
suggested the German. *It Is the Eng-
lish that she hates.”

“My dear friend ™ sald the < -anger,

“1 am Irish, every inch of tuther
Irish, mother Irish I've 4 wrop of
English blood in

adu Jou 1,
might you? persisi Ve

“1f you Lad a wike &

&F@U@AN FARN

A TALE OF LIFE IN THE
BOER REPUBLIC.

| filled and empty grain bags.
The stranger took off his hat, a tall |

bags and stones, and on the wall hung

five days ago, a |
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puren people do not like those who are
not married.”

“Abh.” said the stranger, looking ten-
derly at the block, *'1 have a dear wife |
and three sweet little children, two
lovely girls and a noble boy.”

This information having been con-
veyved to tlic Boer woman, she, after
some further conversation, appeared |
slightly moilified, but remained firm to
her coaviction that the man’s designs |
were evil. '

YFor, dear Lord,” she cried, “all |
Englishmen are ugly! But was there
ever such a red rag nose thing with
broken boots and crooked eyes before?
Take him to your room!” she cried to |
the German. But all the sin he does 1
lay at your door.”

The German having told him how
matters were arranged, the stranger
made a profound bow to Tant’ Sannie
and followed his host, who led the way
to his own little room.

“l thought she would come to her
better self soon,” the German said joy-
ously. “Tant’ Sannie Is not wholly
bad—far from it, far.” Then, seeing
his companion cast a furtive glance at
him, which he mistook for one of sur-
prise, he added quickly: ‘Ah, yes, yes,
we are all a primitive people here—not
very lofty. We deal not in titles.
Every one I8 Tanta and Oom—aunt
and uncle. This may be my room,”
be said, opening the door. “It Is
rough; the room is rough—not a pal-
ace, not quite. But it may be better
than the fields, a little better,” he said,
glacecing round at his companion.
“Come in, come In. There 18 some-
thing to eat, a mouthful, not the fare’
of emperors or kings, but we do not
gtarve, not yet,” he said, rubbing his
hands together and looking round with
a pleased, half nervous smile on his
old face.

“My friend, my dear friend,” sald
the stranger, seizing him by the hand,
“may the Lord bless you, the Lord
bless and reward you—the God of the
fatherless and the stranger. But for
you 1 would this night have slept In
the fleids, with the dews of heaven
upon my head.”

Late that evening Lyndall came
down to the cabin with the German’s
rations. Throujh the tiny square win-
dow the light streamed forth, and
without knocking she raised the latch
and entered. There was a fire burning
on the hearth, and it cast its ruddy
glow over the little dingy room, with
its worm eaten rafters and mud floor
and broken, whitewashed walls, a curi-
ous little place, filled with all manner
of articles. Next to the fire was a
great tool box; beyond that the little
bookshelf with Its well worn books;
beyond that. in the corner, a heap of
From the
rafters hung down straps, “reims,” old
boots, bits of harness and a string of

———— .
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H. W. RANDALL,

‘......._P ainter, Paper Hanger,
and Decorator.

Wall tinting and glazing a specialty.
Satisfaction guaranteed.
Special attention to country work,
For estimates call on or address

H. W. RANDALL,
The Denison Decorator.
YYYYTTITTIYYTYTYYYYYTYYTTYIYTYY TYTTYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYTYY

Telephone No. 152.
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! The West Denison Mills, —ee

is Where you get the Best Goods for the least

e ez

| money. We sell Charter Oak, Luney and
f Dunlap Flour, Wheat Graham, Rye Graham,
:’ Buckwheat I lour Pancake Flour, Fine Corn

Meal, Bran, Chop, Corn, Oats, Hay, Oil Meal, Shorts, and

Screenings. Call and see us or send your orde,s by tele-
phone, \’0 271.

West_DeIs0n Mil, c.o s, e
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J. .. WARBASSE.

DEALER IN

Planos, Organs. Sewing Machines

And musical instruments. We handle the well known
Burdett & Newman Organs, and Smith & Barnes,
Fisher, and Kingsbury Pianos. We also have a
splendid Estey Organ. White Sewing Machines with
ball bearings, easy running. We carry a new line of
10c sheet music and other music; also a full line of
small goods. Cleaning and repairing of organs and sew--
ing machines in charge of expert repairer. Also rotary
standard sewing machines,

onions. The bed was in aunotber cor-
ner, covered by a patchwork quilt of'
faded red-lions and divided from the

rest of the room by a blue curtain, !
now drawn back. On the mantelshelf |
was an ‘endless assortment of little

i
|
|

a map of south Germany, swith a red
line drawn through it to show where
the Geirtian had wandered. This place
wits the one home the girls had known
for many a year The house where
| Tant® Sannie lived and ruled was a
j place to sleep in. to eat in, not to be |
happy in. It was in vain she told |
thiem they were grown too old to go
there, Every moriing and evening

found them there. Were there not too
many golden memories hanging about
the old place for them to leave it?

Long winter nights, when they had
sat round the fire and roasted potatoes
and asked riddles and the old man had
told of the little German village where,
50 years before, a little German boy
had played at snowballs and had car-
ried home the knitted stockings of a
little girl who afterward became Wal-
do’'s mother, did they not geem to see
the Gernmlan peasant girls walking
about with their wooden shoes and
yellow, braided hair and the little chil-
dren eating their suppers out of little
wooden bowls when the good mothers
called them in to have their milk and
potatoes?

And were there not yet better times
than these — moonlight nights, when
they romped about the door, with the
old man, yet more a child than any of
them, and laughed till the old roof of
the wagon house rang?

Or, best of all, were there not warm,
dark, starlight nights, when they sat
together on the doorstep, holding each
other’s hand, singing German hymns,
their volces rising clear In the still
night air, till the German would draw
away his hand suddenly to wipe quick-
Iy & tear the children must not see?
Would they not sit looking up at the
stars and talking of them—of the dear
Southern Cross; red, flery Mars; Orion,
with his belt, and the SBeven Mysteri-
ous Bisters—and fall to speculating
over them? How old are they? Who
dwelt In them? And the old German
would say that perhaps the souls we
loved lived In them., There, In that lit-
tle, twinkling point, was perhaps the
little girl whose stockings he had car-
ried home, and the children would look
up at it lovingly and call it “Uncle Ot-
to's star.” ‘Then they would fall to
deeper speculations— ° the times and
seasous whercin tha - savens chell ha

WILGOX STEAM ——=i2®
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8 [mproved Machinery

I QUICK WORK I for doing the Best Work with

the least possible wear and
I 4 SPECIALTY I tear. and with splendid finish

T?th Harness,

<zz=~Single and Double,

We can show the Finest Line
in the County.

We call attention to our 1ine of
Saddles of all kinds.
Collar Pads.

We have a large quantity of them at ull orices.
Fly scason will soon here. Protect your horses
by (.-ll”llK at our store see what we have in this
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% Just now you want some
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Harness and Bug,
Top Repairing. 1127

Chiureh, School
and Platiorm

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

POSTOFFICE BOX 139,
DENISON, IOWA.

Wm Marshal
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M. A. HARDING <=

Will 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 old-time

customers for Horseshoeing and General Jobbing.

All work guaranteed first-class and prices reasonable.

AEBISCHER BROS <z

POULTRY AND GAME IN SEASQN,

City Meat Market.

F'resh Meats.
F'resh Ovysters.

CHARLES TABOR,

DENIBSON, IOWA,

DENISON. IOWA.

TO LOAN,
CeMONEY-p  ione Tve  (SMONEY>

-000@ @000 OFFICE OVER MCOHENRY'S BANK.
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