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Uneeda 
JInjer Wayfer 

The cracker jar baa been supplanted by the U nOOda JlnjGT 
Wayf©r box. The box that keeps its contents as fresh as the day 
they came from the oven. When your appetite craves a fresh, sweet, 
delicate morsel try a Uneeda Jifljer Wayfer. Keep the box 
where you can try them often. Where- the children can get them aa 
often as they like. 

Jfryer Wayfer 
la tbe sweet sister oftlneeda Biscuit, Ask your grocer for U 

.Made only by NATIONAL BISCUIT COMPANY, 
Proprietors of the registered trade mark—" Uneeda.'* 

TJ. LA. Warbasse. 
DEALER IN 

Pianos, 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 

• ioc 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. 
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^GRflWFOBD COUNTY 

Real Estate Exchange 
^ E. GUL1GK Mano'f. 

Denlson,; - *- ^ 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, v- • 

MONEY TO LOAN on Real Estate security. Not a $1,000,000, but a tew $100 
Apply to E. G-ullck, Boom 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 8ALE Choice resident properties and unimproved town lots oa easy terms, 
to E. Gulick, real estate and loan agent, Denison, Iowa. 
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g H. W. RANDALL, 

*"4 ^ P * Ji)' < 
* 1'\ £ ,%LAt ''' 

H 
M Painter, Paper Hanger, 

and Decorator. 
£ 

: , : Wall tinting and glazing a specialty. 
Satisfaction guaranteed. 

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

3 
^ Telephone No. 153. 
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H. W. RANDALL, 
The Denison Decorator. 

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

First National Bank. 
CAPITAL AND SURPLUS, 
DEPOSITS, -
LOANS. - GG . FLFT 

(f/'V 
125.000.00., "4 J' 

M 
I425.000.00. si 

w* mm ^,'450.000.00. 
With our thirty years of experience in the banking business and out 
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 oi 
loaning money on cattle to be fed for market. Money to loan on 
short time 
Also make first m< rtgage loans on improved arms at current rates 
We sell lands, town lots, furnish abstracts of title and sell steamship 
tickets for foreign parts Our officers speak German. We solicit 
your patronage. 

WH6H hi OOUCV, TRY 

*3 
l"hey hp.vsaf.ocfl th«testofy«Ktrs, 

have* cared thousands of 

perfcct, and impart a healthy 
vigor to the whoic bciu£. All drains and losses arc checked permanently. Unless patients 
are properly cured, their condition often worries them into Insanity, Consumption or Dealt). 
Mailed sealed. Price $i per hex: 6 boxes, with lron-cla'1 leijal guarantee to cure or refund the 
money, $3.00. Send lor free bock. A zidn MEDlClKF. CO . Cleveland, Q. 

FOR SALE BY DRYBREAD & COMPANY. , ; " 
V-v. 

EVERY WOMAN « 
Sometimes needs a reliable, monthly, regulating medietas. Only harmless 2Dd 

the pnrest drugs should be UBed. If you want the beat, get 

Or. Peal's Pennvroval Pills 
<«.. MAmnf onfA nnil Aat4a{n In tumult1 ™ " They are prompt, safe and certain in result 

The genuine (Dr. Peal'sJ never disappoint. Sold for $1.00 perbox, 
" FOR SALE BY DRYBREAD AND CO. msf 

THE GRAY PARROT 
^.,V\ • 

. By V. W. JACOBS. 

[Copyright, 1900, by W. W. Jacobs.] 

The chief engineer and the third sat 
at tea on the S. S. Curlew in the East 
India docks. The small and not over-
clean steward, having placed every
thing he could think of upon the table 
and then added everything the chief 
Could think oi', had assiduously poured 
out two cups of tea and withdrawn by 
request. The two men ate steadily, 
conversing between bites and inter
rupted occasionally by a hoarse and 
sepulchral voice, the owner of which, 
being much exercised by the sight of 
the food, asked for it, prettily at first 
and afterward in a way which at least 
•compelled attention. 

"That's pretty good for a parrot," 
said the third critically. "Seems to 
know what he's saying too. No, don't 
give it anything. It'll stop if you do." 

"There's no pleasure to me in listen
ing to coarse language," said the chief 
with dignity. 

He absently dipped a piece of bread 
and butter in the third's tea and, losing 
it, chased it round and round the bot
tom of the cup with his linger, the 
third regarding the operation with an 
interest and emotion which he was at 
first unable to understand. 

"You'd better pour yourself out an-' 
other cup," he said thoughtfully as he 
caught the third's eye.-

"I'm going to," said the other dryly. 
"The man I bought it of," said the 

chief, giving the bird the sop, "said 
that it was a perfectly respectable par
rot and wouldn't know a bad word if 
it heard It. I hardly like to give it to 
my wife now." • 

"It's no good being too particular," 
said the third, regarding, the other with 
an ill concealed grin. "That's the 
worst of all you married fellows. Seem 
to think your wife has got to be 
wrapped up in brown paper. Ten 
chances to one she'll be amused." 

The chief shrugged his shoulders dis
dainfully. "I bought the bird to be 
company for her," he said slowly. 
"She'll be very lonesome without me, 
Rogers." 

"How do you know?" inquired the 
other. 

"She said so," was the reply. -> • 
"When you've been married as long 

as I have," said the third, who, hav
ing been married some 15 years, felt 
that their usual positions were some
what reversed, "you'll know that, gen
erally speaking, they're glad to get rid 
of you." 

"What for?" demanded the chief In a 
voice that Othello might have envied. 

"Well, you get in the way a bit," 
said. Rogers, with secret enjoyment. 
"You see, you upset the arrangements. 
Housecleaning and all that sort of 
thing gets interrupted. They're glad 
to see you back at first and then glad 
to see the back of you." 

'There's wives and wives," said the 
bridegroom tenderly. 

'And mine's a good one," said; the 
third, "registered A1 at Lloyd's, but 
she don't worry about me going away. 
Your wife's 30 years younger than 
you, isn't she?" 

"Twenty-five," corrected the other 
shortly. "You see, what I'm afraid of 
is that she'll get too much attention." 

"Well, women like that," remarked 
the third." 

"But I don't, dash it!" cried the 
chief hotly. "When I think of it, I go 
hot all over—boiling hot." 

'That won't last," said the other re-
assuredly. "You won't care twopence 
this time next year." 

'We're not 'all alike," growled the 
chief. "Some of us have got finer feel
ings than others have. I saw the chap 
next door looking at her as we passed 
him this morning." 

'Good heavens!" said the /third 
wildly. 

'I don't want any of your blanked 
Impudence," said the chief • sharply. 
"He put his hat on straighter when be 
passed us. What do you think of 
that?" 

"Can't say," replied the other, with 
commendable gravity. "It might mean 
anything." 

"If he has any of his nonsense while 
I'm away, I'll break his neck," said 
the chief passionately. "I shall know 
ot it." 

The other raised his eyebrows.' 
"I've asked the landlady to keep her 

eyes open a bit," said the chief. "My 
wife is very young and simple, so 
that It Is quite right and proper for her 
to have a motherly old body to look 
afterher." 

"Told your wife?" queried Rogers. 
"No," said the other. "Fact is, Rog

ers, I've got an idea about that parrot. 
I'm going to tell her it's a magic bird 
and will tell me everything she does 
while I'm away. Anything the land
lady tells me 1 shall tell her I got from 
the parrot. For '->ne thing, I don't want 
her to go out after 7 of an evening, and 
she's promised me she won't. If she 
does, I shall know and pretend that I 
know through the parrot. What do 
you think of it?" 

"Think of it," sa-!d the third, staring 
at him, think of it? Fancy a man tell
ing a grown up woman a yarn like 
that!" 

"She believes in warnings and death 
watches and all that sort of thing," 
said the chid!, "so why shouldn't she?" 

"Well, you'll know whether She be
lieves in it or not when you come 
back," said Rogers, "and it'll be a 
great pity, because it's a beautiful 
talker and the best swearer I ever 
heard." 

"What do you moan?" said the other. 
"I mean it'll get its little neck 

wrung." said the third. 
"Well, we'll see," said Gannett. "I 

shall know what to think if it does 
die." 

"1 shall never see tlin,t bird again," 
said Roi<t:rs, shaking his head as the 
chief too* up the cage and handed It to 

tJie steward, who was to accompany 
him home with it. 

The couple left the ship and proceed
ed down the East India dock road side 
by side, the only incident being a hot 
argument between a constable and the 
engineer as to whether he could or 
could not be held responsible for the 
laugua&c iii which the parrot saw fit to 
indulge wlion the steward happened to 
drop it. ' 

The engineer took the cage at his 
door and, uot without some misgivings, 
took it up stairs into the parlor and set 
it on the table. Mrs. Gannett, a simple 
looking woman with sleepy brown eyes 
and a docile manner, clapped her hands 
with joy. 

"Isn't it a beauty?" said Mr. Gannett, 
looking at it. "I bought it to be compa
ny for you while I'm away." 

"You're too good to me, Jem," said 
his wife. She walked all round the cage 
admiring it, the parrot, which was of a 
highly suspicious and nervous disposi
tion, having had boys at its last place, 
turning with her. After she had walk
ed round liim five times, he j?ot sick of 
it and in a'siuiple, sailorly fashion said 
so. ' 

"Oil, Jem!" said his wife. 
"It's a beautiful talker," said Gan

nett hastily, "and it's so clever that it 
picks up everything It hears, but it'll 
soon forget It." 
. "It looks as though it knows what 
you are saying," said his wife. "Just' 
look at it, the artful thing!" 

The opportunity was too good to be 
missed, and in a few straightforward 
lies the engineer acquainted Mrs. Gan
nett ol' the miraculous powers with 
which he had chosen to endow it. 

"Hut yon don't believe it?" said his 
wife, staring at him open mouthed. 

"I do," said the engineer firmly. 
"But how can it know what I'm do

ing when I'm away?" persisted Mrs. 
Gannett. 

"Ah, that's its secret," said the engi
neer. "A good many people would like 
to know that, but nobody has found 
out yet. It's a magic bird, and when 
you've said that you've said all there is 
to say about it." 

Mrs. Gannett, wrinkling her fore
head. eyed the marvelous bird curi
ously. 

"You'll find Jt's quite true," said Gan
nett. "When I come back, that .bird'li 
be able to tell me how you've been and 
all about you. Everything you've done 
during my absence." 

"Good gracious!" said the astonished 
Mrs. Gannett. 

"If you stay out after 7 of an even-* 
ing or do anything else that I shouldn't 
like, that bird'li tell me," continued the 
engineer impressively. "It'll tell me 
who comes to see you, and, in fact, it 
will tell use everything you do while 
I'm away." 

"Well, it won't have anything bad to 
tell of. me," said Mrs. Gannett com
posedly, "unless it tells lies." 

"It can't tell lies," said her husband 
confidently, "and now if you will go 
and put your bonnet on we'll drop in 
at the theater for half an hour." 

It was a prophetic utterance, for he 
made such, a fuss over the man next 
to his wife offering her his opera glass
es that they left, at the urgent request 
of the management, in almost exactly 
that space of time. 

"You'd better carry me about in a 
bandbox," said Mrs. Gannett wearily 
as the outraged engineer stalked home 
beside her What harm was the man 
doing?" 

"You must have given him some en
couragement,'' said. Mr. Gannett fierce
ly; "made eyes at him or something. 
A man wouldn't offer to lend a lady 
Ids opera glasses without"— 

Mrs. Gannett tossed her head, and 
that so decidedly that a passing stran
ger turned his head and looked at 
her. Mr. Gannett accelerated his pace 
and, taking his wife's arm, led her 
swiftly home with a passion too great 
for words. 

By the morning his anger had evap
orated, but the misgivings remained. 
He left after breakfast for the Cur
lew, which was to sail In the after-
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' "Oh, Jem!" said his wife. 
noon, leaving behind him copious In
structions, by following which his wife 
would be enabled to come down and 
Bee him olf with the minimum expo
sure of her fatal charms. 

Left to herself, Mrs. Gannett dust
ed the room until, coming to the par
rot's cage, she put down the duster and 
eyed its occupant curiously. She fan
cied that she saw an evil glitter in the 
creature's eye, and the knowing way' 
!u which it drew the film over It was 
sis near an approach to a wink as a 
bird could get. 

She was still looking at It when 
there was a knock at the door, and a 
bright little woman, rather smartly 
dressed, bustled into the room and 
greeted her effusively, 

"I just came to see you, my dear, be
cause I thought a little outing would 
do me good," she said briskly, "and If 
you've no objection I'll come down to 
the docks with you to see the boat off." 

Mrs. Gannett assented readily. It 
would ease the engineer's mind, she 
thought, If he saw her with a chaperon. 

"Nice bird," said Mrs. Clufiins, me

chanically bringing her parasol to th6 
charge. 

"Don't do that," said her friend has
tily. 

"Why not?" said the other. 
"Language!" said Mrs. Gannett sol

emnly. 
"Well, I must do something to it," 

said Mrs. Clufiins restlessly. 
She held the parasol near the cage 

and suddenly opened i*. It was a flam
ing scarlet, and for the moment the 
shock took the parrot's breath away. 

"He don't mind that," said Mrs. Gan
nett. 

The parrot, hopping to the farther 
corner of the bottom of his cage, Said, 
something feebly. Finding that noth
ing dreadful happened, he repeated his 
remark somewhat more boldly and, 
being convinced after all that the ap
parition was quite harmless and that, 
he had displayed tis craven spirit for 
nothing, hopped back on his perch and 
raved wickedly. 

"If that was my bird," said Mrs. 
Clufiins, almost as scarlet as ner para
sol, "I should wring its neck." 

"No, you wouldn't," said Mrs. Gan
nett solemnly and, having quieted the 
bird by throwing a cloth over its cage, 
explained its properties. 

"What?" said Mrs. Cluffins, unable 
to sit stiil in her chair. "You mean to 
tell me that your husband said that?" 

Mrs. Gannett nodded. "He's awfully 
jealous of me," she said, with a slight 
simper. 

"I wish he was my husband," said 
Mrs. Clufiins in a thin, hard voice. "I 
wish C. would talk to me like that. I 
wish somebody would try and per
suade C. to talk to me like that." 

"It Shows he's fond of me," said 
Mrs. Gannett, looking down. 

Mrs. Clufiins jumped up and, snatch
ing the cover off the cage, endeavor
ed-, but in vain, to get the parasol 
through the bars. 

"And you believe that rubbish?" she 
said scathingly. "Bah, you wretch!" 

"I don't believe it," said her friend, 
taking her gently away and covering 
the cage hastily jufet as the bird was 
recovering, "but I let him think I do." 

"I call it an outrage," said Mrs. Cluf
fins, waving the -parasol wildly. "I 
never heard of such a thing. I'd like 
to give Mr. Gannett a piece of my 
mind. .Tust about half an hour of it. 
He wouldn't be the same man after
ward. I'd parrot him." 

Mrs. Gannett, soothing her agitated 
friend as well as she was able, led her 
gently to a chair, and removed her bon
net and, finding that complete recov
ery was impossible while the parrot re
mained in the room, took that wonder 
working bird outside. 

By the time they had reached the 
docks and boarded the Curlew Mrs. 
Clufiins had quite recovered her spir
its. She roamed about the steamer 
asking questions which savored more 
of idle curiosity than a genuine thirst 
for knowledge and was at no pains to 
conceal her opinion of those who were 
unable to furnish her with satisfac
tory replies. 

"I shall think of you every day, 
Jem," said Mrs. Gannett tenderly. 

"I shall think of you every minute," 
said the engineer reproachfully. 

He sighed gently and gazed in a 
scandalized fashion at Mrs. Cluffins, 
who was carrying on a desperate flirta
tion with one of the apprentices. 

"She's very light hearted," said his 
wife, following the direction of his 
eyes. 

"She Is," said Mr. Gannett curtly as 
the unconscious Mrs. Cluffins shorten
ed her paFasol and rapped the appren
tice playfully, with the handle. 

"She seems to be on very good terms 
with Jenkins, laughing and carrying 
on. I don't suppose she's ever seen him 
before," said the engineer. 

"Poor young thing," said Mrs. Cluf
fins solemnly, as she"came up to them. 
"Don't you worry, Mr. Gannett. I'll 
look after her and keep' her from mop
ing.'* » ' 

"You're very kind," said the engineer 
slowly.' 

"We'll have a jolly time," said Mrs. 
Cluffins. "I often wish- my husband 
was a seafaring man. A wife does 
have more freedom, doesn't she?" 

"More what?" inquired Mr. Gannett 
huskily. 

"More freedom," said Mrs. Cluffins 
gravely. "I always envy sailors' wives. 
They can do as they like. No husband 
to look after them for nine or ten 
months in the year." 

Before the unhappy engineer could 
put his indignant thoughts int.o words 
there was a warning cry from the 
gangway, and -with a hasty farewell he 
hurried below. The visitors went 
ashore, tt^ gangway was shipped, and 
in response to the clang of the tele
graph the Curlew drifted slowly away 
from the quay and headed, for the 
swing bridge slowly opening in front 
of her. 

The two ladies hurried to the pier-
'head and watched the steamer down 
the river until a bend hid it from view. 
Then Mrs. Ganuett, with a sensation of 
having lost something, due, her friend 
assured her, to the want of a cup of 
tea, went slowly back to her lonely 
home. 

In the period of grass, widowhood 
which ensued, Mrs. Clufiins' visits 
formed almost the sole relief to the 
bare monotony of existence. As a com
panion the parrot was an utter failure, 
its language being so irredeemably bad 
that it spent most of its time in the 
spare room with a cloth over its cage 
wondering when the days were going 
to leugtheiyft. bit. 

Mrs. Clulfins suggested selling It, but 
her friend repelled the suggestion with 
horror and refused to entertain it at 
any price, even that of the publican at 
the corner, who had heard of the bird's 
command of language and was bent 
upon buying it. 

"I wonder what that beauty will 
have to tell your husband," said Mrs. 
Clulfins as they sat together one day 
some four months after the Curlew's 
departure. 

"I should hope that he has forgotten 
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that nonsense," said Mrs., Gannett, red
dening. "He never alludes to it in bis 
letters." • 

"Sell it," said Mrs. Clufiins peremp^ 
torily. "It's no good to you, and Jim; H 
son would give anything for it al-'1 

most." --v.* 
Mrs. Gauuett »hook her head. "The 

house wouldn't hold my husband if I 
did," she remarked, with a shiver. ' 

"Oh, yes, it would!" said Mrs. Cluf
fins. "You do as I tell you, and a . 
much smaller house than this would 
hold him. I told C. to tell Jimson he . 
should have It for £5." 

"But he mustn't," said her friend in 
alarm. 

"Leave yourself right in my hands," , 
said Mrs. Cluffins, spreading out two 
small palms and regarding them com
placently. "It'll be all right, I promise 
you." 

She put her arm around her friend's 
waist and led her to the window, talk
ing earnestly, in five minutes Mrs." 
Gannett was wavering, In ten she had 
given away, and In 15 the energetic 
Mrs. Cluffins was en route for Jim-
son's, swinging the cage so violently in 
her excitement that the parrot was re- ' 
duced to holding" on to its perch with 
claws and bill and could only think. 
Mrs. Gannett watched their progress 
from the window and with a queer 
look on her face sat down to think 
out the points of attack and defense in 
the approaching fray. 

A week later a four wheeler drove 
up to the door, and the engineer, dart
ing up stairs three steps, at a time, 
dropped an armful of parcels on the 
floor and caught his wife in an em
brace which would have done credit 
to a bear. Mrs. Gannett, for reasons, 
of which lack of muscle was only^one, 
responded less ardently. 

"Ha, it's good to be home again!" 
said Gannett, sinking into an easy 
chair and pulling his wife on his knee. 
"And how have you been? Lonely?" 

"I got used to it," said Mrs. Gannett 
softly. 

The engineer coughed. "You had 
the parrot," he remarked. * 

"Yes, I had the magic parrot," said 
Mrs. Gannett. 

"How's it getting on?" said her hus
band, looking round. "Where is it?" 

"Part of it is on the mantelpiece," 
said Mrs. Gannett, trying to speak 
calmly, "part of it is in a bonnet box 
up stairs, some of it's in my pocket, 
and here is the remainder." 

She fumbled in her pocket and placed 
In his hand a cheap two bladed clasp 
knife. 

"On the n-.antjelpiece?" repeated the 
engineer, staring at the knife. "In a 
bonnet box?',' 

"Those blue vases," said his wife. 
Mr. Gannett put his hand to his head. 

If he had heard aright, one parrot bad 
changed into a pair of blue vases, a 
bonnet and a knife. A magic bird 
with a vengeance! 

"1 sold it," said Mrs. Gannett sud
denly. 

The engineer's knee stiffened inhos
pitably, and his arm dropped from his 
wife's waist. She rose quietly and 
took a chair' opposite. 

"Sold it!" said Mr. Gannett in awful 
tones. "Sold my parrot!" 

"I didn't like it, Jem," said his wife. 
"I didn't want that bird watching me, 
and 1 did want the vases and the bon
net and the little present for you." 

Mr. Gannett pitched the little present 
to the other end of the room. 

"You see, it mightn't have told the 
truth, Jem," continued Mrs. Gannett. 
"It might have told all sorts of lies 
about me and made - no end of mis
chief." 

"It couldn't lie," shouted the engi
neer passionately, rising from bis chair 
and pacing the room. "It's your guilty 
conscience that's made a coward- of 
you. How dare you sell my parrot?" 

"Because it wasn't truthful, Jem," 
said his wife, who was somewhat pale. 

"If you were half as truthful, you'd 
do," vociferated the engineer, stand
ing over her. "You, you deceitful wo
man." 

Mrs. Gannett fumbled in her pocket 
again and producing a small handker
chief applied it delicately to her eyes. 

"I—I got rid of it-for your sake," she 
stammered. "It used to tell such lies 
about you I couldn't bear to listen to 
It." 

"About me?" said Mr. Gannett, sink
ing Into his seat and staring at bis 
wife with very natural amazement 
"Tell -lies about me? Nonsense. How. 
could it?" J 

"I suppose it could tell me abont 
you as easily as it could'y$u about 
me," said Mrs. Gannett "There was 
more magic in that bird' than you 
thought, Jem. It used to say shock
ing things about you. 1 couldn't bear 
it" 

"Do you think you're talking to a 
child or a fopl?" demanded the engi
neer hotly. 

Mrs. Gannett shook her head feebly. 
She still kept the handkerchief to her 
eyes, but allowed a portion to drop 
over her mouth. 

"I should like to hear some of the 
lies It told about me," said the engi
neer, with bitter sarcasm, "if you can 
remember th-em." 

"The first lie," said Mrs. Gannett,in 
a feeble-but^ ready voice, "was about 
the time you" were at Genoa. The par
rot said you were at some concert gar
dens at the upper end of the town." 

One moist eye came mildly from' be
hind the handkerchief just in time to' 
see the engineer stiffen suddenly in his 
chair. 

"I don't suppose there'even is such 
a place," she continued. , •' 

"I—b'llevo—there- -is," said her hus/ 
band jerkily. "I've heard our chaps' 
talk of it." 9 l 

"But you haven't been there?" said! 
his wife anxiously. ' I 

"Never!" said the engineer, with ex- j  
traordinary vehemence. | 

"That wicked bird said that you got, 
intoxicated there," said Mrs. Gannett,! 
in solemn accents, "that you smashed] 
a little marble topped table and knock-I 
ed down two waiters and that if Itj 


