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The old fashioned ginger snap
in the brown paper bag is not in it with

Uneeda
WJinjer Wayfe

in the moisture proof box. .
Ask your grocer for a package to-day.

2ads only by NATIONAL BISCUIT COMPANY,
Makers of the famous Urnieeda Blsculit.
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J. 1. WARBASSE.

DEALER IN

Planos, Oraans. Sewing Maohings

- And musical instruments.

We handle the well known
Burdett & Newman Organs, and Smith & Barnes,
TFisher, 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-
n ing machines in charge of expert repairer. Also rotary
i standard sewing machines.
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- ORAWFORD GOUNTY

Heal Estate Exchange

E. GULIGK Mang’r.

Denison, lowa.

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 recelve
prompt and careful attention.

NEY TO LOAN or Reul Estate security. Not a £1,000,000, but a few £100

e o Apply to K. Gulick, Room No. 8, Gulick & Solomon block
Denison Iowa,

FOR SALE Several choice improved farms, close to school and market. Call

onor address E. Gulick, the leading real estate agent, Denison, Ia.

FOR SBALE Choice resident properties and unimproved town 10ts on easy terms.
to E. Gulick, real estate and loan agent, Denison, lowa.
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H. W. RANDALL,

\WPainter, Paper Hanger,
and Decorator.

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

X H. W. RANDALL,
v é - Telephone No. 152. The Denison Decorator.
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_;W.: A. MCHENRY, Pres. SEARS MCHENRY, Cashier

'First National Bank.
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CAPITAL AND SURPLUS, - - $125.000.00.
DEPOSITS, * - - - - 425.000.00.
LOANS, - - - - 450.000.00.

“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 three per cent for
six and four per cent for twelve months. We make a specialty of
ioaning money on cattle to be fed for market. Money to loan on
short time.

Also make first mcrtgage 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

EVERY WOMAN

Sometimes needs a reliable, monthly, regulsting medicine. Only harmless
* tho puxutdxuga'nx:onld be used. l}you want tho bu{. get )

Dr. Peal’s Pennyroyal Pills

{ AN < They are 8rompl:. afe and certain in result.
= The genuine (Dr, Peal's) never disappoint. Sold for $1.00 per.box.

FOR SALE BY DRYBREAD AND CO.
and have cured thousands of

WHZIAIN DOUBT, TRY
STROKG

N & scases of Nervous Discases, such

i j @&(’J/ as Del:lit ,l):z.:inc.:s&.b'licpl:scs-

' oy ness and Varicocele, Atrophy, &c.

. s W‘y They clear the brain, strengthen

0 perfect, and impart a kealth
vigor 1o the whole being. Al! dr2ins and losses are chcckedperm.'mmlly. %nlcss patle A
roperly cured, their condition often worries theminto Insanity, Consumption or Death,

the circulation, make digestion
\ Maifcd sealed. Price g1 perbox; 6 boxes, with iron-clad legal guarantee to cure or refund the
B money, $5.00, Send for free book, Addrecs, PEAL MEDICINE CO.. Cleveland, 0.

:FOR SALE BY DRYBREAD & COMPANY.

They have stood the test of years,
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Miss Jennie Baxter, with several finul
and dainty touches that set tc rights
her hat and dress—a littlepull here and
a pat there-—regaxded herself with some
complacency in  the large mirror that
was set before her, as indeed she had
every right to do, for she was an ex-
ceedingly pretty girvl,

On this occasion Miss Jennie had paid
more than nsnal attention to her toilet.
for she was about to set out tocaptures
man, and the man was no other than
Radnor Hardwick, the capable editor of
The Daily Bugle, which was congidered
at that moment to be the most enter-
prising morning journal in the great
metropolis. Miss Baxter had done work
for some of the eveniug papers, severat
cf the weeklies and a number of the
monthlies, and the income she made
was reasonably goed, but huznrdonsl;’
fitful. There wag an uncertainty about
heramode-of life which was displeasing
to her, and she resolved, if possible, to
capture an editcr on one of the morning
papers, and get a salary that was fixed
and certain. :

She stepped  Jightly into the hansom
that was waiting for her and said to
the cabman, ‘*Gfiice of The Daily Bugle,
please; side entrance, "’

The careful toilet made its first im-
pression upon .the surly looking Irish
porter who, like 2 gruff and faithful
watcbdog, gusrded the entrance to the
editorial rooms of The Bugle. When he
caught a glinipse of Miss Baxter, he
glid off the c<rool and came out of the
door to her, which was an extraordinary
concession ‘to a visitor, for Pat Ryan
contented himself, as a usunal thing, by
saying curtly that the editor was busy
and could see no one.

“What did ye wish, miss? To see
the editor? That's Mr. Hardwick.
Hiwve ye an appointment with him? Ye
haven’t. Then I very much doubt if
ye'll see him this day, mnm. It’s far
better to write to him; thin ye can state
what ye want, an if he makes an ap-
pointment there'll be no throuble at all,
at all.”’

‘“But gurely,’’ said Miss Jennig, in
her most coaxing tone, “‘there must be
some way to see even such a great man
as the editcr, and if there is you know
the way. "’

“Indade, miss, an I'm not so sure
there is a way unless you et him in
the strate, which is unlikely. There’s
12 men now waitin for him in the big
room. Beyont thatToom there’s another
one, an beyont that again is Mr. Hard-
wick’s office. Nqw, it's as much as my
place is worth, mum, to put ye in that
room beyont the one where the men are
waitin; but, to tell ye the truth,
miss,’’ gaid the Irishman, lowering his
voice, as if he were divunlging office
secrets, *‘Mr. Hardwick, who is a diffi-
cult man to deal with, sometimes comes
throngh the shmall room an ont into
the passage whin he doesn’t want to
see any one at all, at all, an goes cut
into the girate, leavin everybody waitin
for him. Now,; I'll put ye into this
room, an if the editor tries to slip out,
thin ye can speak with him, but if he
asks ye how ye got there, for thesake of
hiven don’t tell him that I eint ye, be-
cause that’s not my duty at all, at all.”’

‘“‘Indeed I won’t tell him how I got
there, or, rather, I’ll tell him I came
there by myself; go all you need to do
is to show me the door, and there won’t
need to be any lies told."’

They went up the stairs together, at
the head of which the porter stood
while Miss Baxter went down the long
passage and stopped at the right door.
Ryan nodded and disappeared.

Miss Baxter opened the door softly,
edtered and sat down near the door by
which she had entered from the passage,
ready to intercept the flying editor
should he attempt to escape.

In the editor’s room some one was
walking up and down with heavy foot-
fall and growling in a deep voice that
was plainly audible where Miss Jennie
sat.

‘“You see, Alder, it’s like this,”’ said
the voice. ‘‘Any paper may have a sen-
sation every day if it wishes. But what
I want is accvracy; otherwise our sheet
has no real influence. When an article
appears in The Bugle, I want our read-
ers to understand that that article is
true from beginning to end. I want
not only sensation, but definiteness,
and not only definiteness, but absolute
truth. '’ %

‘“Well, Mr. Hardwick,"’ interrupted
another voice, ‘‘what Hazel is afraid
of is that when this blows over he will
loge his situation’'—

“But," interrupted the editor, *‘no
one can tell that he gave the informa-
tion. No one knows anything about
this but you and I, and we will certain-
ly keep our mouths shut.’*

**What Hazel fears is that the mo-
ment we print the account the board
of public construction will know he
gave away the figures because of their
accuracy. He says that if we permit
him to make one or two blunders, which
will nos mwatter in the least in so far as
the general account goes, it will turn
guspicion from him. It will be supposed
that some one had access to the books
and in the hurry of transeribing figures
bad made the blunders, which they
know he would not do, for he has a rep-
utation for aceuracy in figures.”’

“*Quite s0,’" said the editor, “‘and it
i8 just that reputation for accuracy that
I want to gain for The Daily Bugle.
Don’t you think the truth of it is that
the man wants more money ?"’

i s s L L s
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“Who? Hazel?”

“‘Certainly. Does he imagine that he
could get more than £50 elsewhere ?"”

“‘Oh, no! I'm sure the money doesn’t
come into the matter at all.”’

‘““Where do you meet this man? At
his own house or in his office at the
board '’

“QOh, in his own house, of conrse!”

““You haven’t seen the books, then?"’

“No, bdt he has the accounts all
made out, tabulated beautifully, and
has written a very clear statement of
the whole transaction. You under- |
stand, of conrse, that there has been no
embezzlement. The acconnts asa whole
balance perfectly, and there isn’t a
penny of the public fnnds wrongly ap-
propriated. All the board has done is
to junggle with figures so that each de- '
partment seems to have come out all
right, whereas the truth is that some
departments have been carried on at a
great profit, while with others there has
been a loss.™

“I am sorry money hasn’t been
stolen,’’ said the editor generously;
‘‘then we would have them on the hip.
But, even asit is, The Bugle will make
a great sensation. What I fear is that
the opposition press will seize on those
very inaccuracies, and thus try to throw
dounbt on the whole affair. Don’t you
think yon can persnade this person to
let us have the information intact
without the inclusion of those blunders
he seems to insist on? I wouldn’'t mind
paying him a little more money, if that
is what he is after.”

“I don’t think that is hisobject. The
truth is, the man is frightened and
grows more and more so as the day for
publication approaches. He is so anx-
ious about his position that he insisted
he was not to be paid by check, but
that I should collect the money and

i
t

“Well, I'll tell you what to do, Al-
der. We mustn’t seem too enger. Let
thé matter rest where it is until Mon-~
day. I suppose he expects you to call
upon him again today?’ = .

‘“Yes; I told him I should be there
at 7.”’

“‘Don’t go, and don’t write any ex-
planation. Let him transfer a little of
his anxiety to fear of losing the £50. I
want, if possible, to publish this infor-
mation with absolute accuracy.”’

‘“Is there any danger, Mr. Hardwick,
that some of the other papers may get
on the track of this?’’

“No, I don't think so; not for three
days anyway. If we appear too eager, |

er.”

‘“Very good, sir.”

Miss Baxter heard the editor stop in
his walk, and she heard the rustling of
paper, as if the subordinate were gath- |
ering up some documents on which he
had been consulting his chief. She was '
panic stricken to think that either of
the men might come out and find her in
the position of an eavesdropper, so with
great quietnessshe opened the door and
slipped out into the hall, going from
there to the entrance of the ordinary
waiting room, in which ghe found, not
the 12 mn that the porter had expati--
ated upon, but five. Evidently the oth-
er seven had existed only in the porter’s
imagination or had become tired of
waiting and bad withdrawn. The five
looked up at her as ghe entered and sat
down on a chair near the door. A mo-
fment later the door communicating '
with the room she had quitted opened,
and a clerk came in. He held two or
three slips of paper “in his hand and
quickly dismissed all five of the waiting
men. The he turned to her.

‘‘Has your name been sent in, mad-
am?'’ the young man said to Miss Bax-
ter as she rose.

‘I think not,’’ answered the girl.
““Would you take my card to Mr. Hard- I
wick and tell him I will detainhim but
a few moments?’’ '

In a short time the secretary reap- |
peared and held the door open for her. |
}
\

Mr. Hardwick was a determined look-
ing young man of about 85, with a bul-
let head and closely cropped black hair. I
He looked like a'stubborn, strong willed |
man, and Miss Baxter’s summing up of |
him was that he had not the appear- ‘
ance of one who could be coaxed or i
wheedled into doing anything he did |
not wish to do. He held her card be-
tween his fingers and glanced from it to
her, then down to the card again.

“‘Good afternoon, Mr. Hardwick!”
began Miss Baxter.
you have seen any of my work, but I;
have written a good deal for some of |
the evening papers and for soine of the
magazives. '’ |

“Yes,"" s3id Hardwick. who was
standing up preparatory to leaving his |
office and who had not asked the yourz
woman to sit down. ‘‘Yonr name is
familiar tome. Yon wrote gome yonths i
ago an account of a personazl vigit to
the German emperor. 1 forget now
where it appeared.’’

““Obh, yes!'' said Miss Baxter. ‘“That
was writien for The Summer Magazine
and was illustrated by photographs.”’ |

“It struck me,"’ continued Hardwick i
sithont looking at her, “‘that it was |
an article written by a person who had i
never seen the German emperor, but
who had collected and assimilated ma-
'teriul from whatever source presented

itself."’

The young woman, in nowise abash-
ed, laughed, but still the editor did not
look up. o

““Yes,” she admitted, ““that is pre-

i algo,”’
i I may say so, there was nothing inac-

! emperor.
| thoroughly anthentic sources.
| maintain it was as trathfully accurate

hand it over to him in sovereigns.”’ I

this man Hazel may refuse us altogeth- |

‘Idon’t know that | il

et

cisely how it was written. I never have
had the pleasure of meeting William II
myself.”’

‘““What I have always insisted upon
in work submitted to nie,”’ growled the
editor in a deep voice, *‘is absolute ac-
curacy. I take it that you have called
to sea me because you wish to do some
work for this paper.”’

$You are guite right in that cnrmise
answered Miss Jennie. *45till, i¥

curate in my article about the German
My compilation was from
So I

as anything that has ever appeared in

| The Bugle."'

“Perhaps our definitions of truth
might not quite coincide. However, if
you will write your address on his card
I will wire you if I have any work—
that is, any outside work—which I
think a woman can do. The woman’s
columu of The Bugle, as you are prob-
ably aware, is already in good hands.”

Miss Jenniz seemed: annoyed that all
her elaborate preparations were thrown
away on this man, who never raised
his eyes or glanced at her, except once,

during their conversation.
. t=]

“I do not aspire,’”’ she said, rather
shortly, “‘to the position of editor of a

, woman's column. I never read a wom-
,an's column myself, and, unlike Mr.

Grant Allen, I never met a woman who
did.””

She succecded in making the ed:tor
lift his eyes toward her for the second
time.

‘“Neither do I intend to leave you my

. address so that you may send a wire to

me if you think you have anything that
you think I can do. What I wish is a
salaried position on your staff.”

“My good woman,’’ said the editor
briskly, ““that is utterly impossible. I
may tell you frankly that I don’t be-
lieve in woman journalists. The articles
we publish by women are sent to this
oftice from thgir own homes. Anything
that a woman can do for a newspaper 1
have men who will do quite as well, if
not better, and there are many things
that wemen can’t do at all which men
must do.- I am perfectly satisfied with
my giaff as it stands, Miss Baxter.”'

or the third time he looked up at
her, and there was dismissal in his
glance.

Miss Baxter said indignantly to her-
self, ““This brute of a man hasn’t the
glightest idea that I am one of the best
trained women he has ever met."

But there swasno trace of indignation
in her voice when she said to him
sweetly: “We will take that as settled
But if for somerother paper, Mr. Hard-
wick, I should show evidence of being
as good a newspaper reporter ag any
member of your staff, may I come up

{ here, and, without being kept waiting

too long, tell you of my triumph ¢’
‘“Yon wonld not shake my decision,’’
he said. “But I will see youn again if
you call.”’
“Thank you!
Mr. Hardwick.

And good afternoon,
I am so much obliged

to you for consenting to see me. I shall’

call upon you at this hour tomorrow
afternoon.’” -

There was something of triumph in
her smiling bow to him, and as she left
ehe heard a long whistle of astonish-
ment in Mr. Hardwick’s room. She
hurried down the stairs and to her
waiting cab.

““Drive quickly to the Cafe Royal,'
she gaid to the cabman. :

When the hansom drove up in front

~of the Cafe Rofal, Miss Jennie Baxter

did not step out of it, but waited nntil
the stalwart servitorin gold lace, who
guarded the entrance, hurried from the
door to the vehicle. ““Do you know Mr.
Stoneham,”’ she asked hurriedly, ‘‘the
editor of The Evening Graphite? He is
usually here playing dominos with
some one about this hour.''

““Oh, yes; I know him,''. was the re-
ply. ‘I think he is inside at this mo-
ment, but I will make certain.”

In a short time Mr. Stoneham him-
self appeared, looking perhaps a trifle
disconcerted at having his whereabouts
8o accurately ascertained.

“I have a most important bit of news
for you that wouldn’t wait,’’ said Miss

“I have a most important bit of news for
you that wouldn’t wait.”

Baxter, ‘“‘and in half an hour from now
you will be writing your tomorrow’s
leader, showing in terse and forcible
langnage the many iniquities of the
board of public construction.’’

‘“Oh !’ cried the editor, brightening.
“If it is anything to the discredit of
the board of public construction, I am
glad youn came.”’

‘““‘Well, that’s not a bit complimen-
tary to me. You ghonld be glad in any
case, but I'l} forgive your bad manners,
because I wish you to help me. Please
step into this hansom; because I haye

R A
most important news to tell you, news
that must not be overheard, and thers
is no place so safe for a confidential
conference &s in a hansom driving
through the streets of London. Drive
slowly toward The Ivening Graphite
office,”” she said to the cabman, pushing
np the door in the roof of the hangom.

Mr, Stoneham took his place beside
her, axa viz cabman twrned his horss
fnto the direction indicated.

“Now, Mr. Stoneham, in the first
place, I want 50 golden sovereigns.
How am I to get them within half an
hour?”’

“Good gracious! I don’t know. The
banks are all closed, but there is a man
at Charing Cross who would perhaps
change a check for me. There is a
checkbook in the office.”’

“Then that's all right and settled.
Mr. Stoneham, there's been some jug-
gling with the public accounts in the
office of the board of public construec-
tion,”’

“What! A defalcation?’’ cried Stone-
ham eagerly. :

‘“No; merely a shifting ronnd.”’

““Ah!"” said the editor in a disap-
pointed tone.

““Oh, you needn’t s\y ‘Ah!" It’s very
gerious. It is indeed. The accounts are
calcnlated to deceive the dear and con-
fiding publie, to whose interests all the
daily papers, morning and evening, pre-
tend to be devoted. The very fact of
such deception being attempted, Mr.
Stoneham, ough¥ to call forth the anger
of any virtuons editor."’

““Oh, it does, it does! But then it
would be a difficult matter to prove. If
80me money were gone, now’’— 50

“My dear sir, the matter is already
proved and quiteripe for your energetic
handling of it. That’e what the £50 are
for. This sum will secure for you—to-
night, mind, not tomorrow—a state-
ment bristling with figures which the -
board of gonstruction cannot deny. You
will be able in a stirring leading article
to express the horror you undoubtedly
feel at the falsification of the figures,
and your stern delight in doing so will™
probably not be mitigated by the fact
that no other paper in London will-
have the news."’

“I see,”’ said the editor, his eyes
glistening as the magnitude of the idea
began to appeal more etrongly to his
imagination. ‘“Who makes out this
statement, and how are we to know that
it is absolutely correct?”’

‘“Well, there is a point on which I
wish to inform you before going any
further. It is not absolutely correct.
T'wo or three errors have been purposely
put in, the object being to throw in-

vestigators off the track if they try to -

discover who gave the news to the
press, for the’man who will sell me this
document is a clerk in the office of the

see, you ars getting the facts from the
inside.”’

‘“Well, tke traitor seems to be cover-
ing up his tracks rather effectually.
How did yox come to know him ?*’ :

‘“I don’t &now him. I’ve never met"
him in my life, but it came to my
knowledge that one of the morning pa-

pers had already made all its plans for =

getting this information. The clerk was
to get £50 for the document, but the.
editor and he are at present megotiat-
ing, because the editor insists upon ab-'
solute accuracy, while, as I said, the

board of public construction. So, you

-

man wishes to protect himself—to cover = '

his tracks, as you say."’

‘‘Good gracious!’’ cried Stoneham,
“I didn’t think the editor of any morn-
ing paper in London was so particular
about the accuracy of what he printed.”’

The shrewd and energetic dealer in
coins whose little office stood at the
exit from Charing Cross station proved
quite willing to oblige the editor of The
Evening Graphite with 50 sovereigns
in exchange for the bit of paper, and
the éditor, handing to Miss Jennie the
envelope containing the gold, saw her
drive off for Brixton (where, at 17 Ru-
pert square, the directory had told her

Mr. Hazel lived), while he turned, not

to resume his game of dominoq at the
cafe, but to his office, to write the lead-
er, which wounld express in good set
terms the horror he felt at the action of
the board of public construction.

It was a little past 7 o’clock when
Miss Baxter’s hansom drove up to the
two storied building in Rupert square
numbered 17. She knocked at the door,
and it was speedily opened by a man
with some trace of anxiety on his cloud-
ed face, who proved to be Hazel him-
self, the clerk at the board of public
construction. \ :

‘“You are Mr. Hazel?”’ she ventured,
on entering. L

‘“Yes,” replied the man, quite evi-
dently surprised atseeing a lady instead
of the man he was expecting at that
hour, ‘‘but I am afraid I will have to
ask you to excuse me. I am waiting
for a visitor who is a few minutes late
and who may be here at any moment.”’

‘“You are waiting for Mr. Alder, are
you not?"’ :

‘“Yes,”” stammered the man, his ex-
pression of surprise giving place to one
of consternation.

“QOh, well, that is all right,’* eaid
Miss Jennie reassuringly. ‘‘I have just
driven from the office of The Daily
Bugle. Mr. Alder cannot come tonight.”

“Ah,"’ said Hazel, clogsing the door.
‘“Then are you here in his place '’

“I am here instead of him. Mr. Al
der is on other business that he had to
attend to at the editor’s request. Now,
Mr. Hardwick—that’s the editor, yon
know’’— %

‘‘Yes, I know,’’ answered Hagzel

They were now sitting down in the
front parlor.

““Well, Mr. Hardwick is very anxious
that the figures should be given with
absolute accuracy.’’

*‘Of course, that would be mych bet-
ter,”” cried the man; ‘‘but, you see, I
have gone over all that with Mr. Alder
already. He said he would mension
what I told him to the editor.”’

““Oh, he has done so,'’ said Miss Bax-
ter, ‘“‘and did it very cffectively indeed.
In fact, your reasons are quite unan-
swerable. Yon fear, of counrse, that yon
will lose yonr sitnation, and that is very
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