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Chicago & Northwestern. 
. i •'••• •:••• Going East. 
No. 3, Overland Limited—stops... 
No. 4,Colorado Special—stops.... 
No. 6, Atlantic Express—stops— 
Np. 8. Chicago Express—all stops. 
No. lrf, Local to Chicago—stops... 
No. 24. Way Freight 
No. 40, Freight 

i 1 . Going West 
No. 1. Overland Limited—stops... 
No- 9, Fast Mail—don't stop 
No. 3,.Pacitic Express—all stops.. 
No. 5, Colorado Special—stops.... 
No- 15 Fast Mall—don't stop 
No. 11, Local to Council Bluffs—stops.7 
No. 39, Way Freight 9: 
No. 28, Freight 12; 

Western Iowa Division—Boyer Valley 
Leave Demson 7.25 a.m. 6 
ArrivfeWall Lake 9:00a.m. 8 
Leave Wall Lake 10:30 a.m. 8: 
Arrive Denlson .....1:10 p. m. 10 

No trains Sunday. 

. Wall Lake, Boyer & Mondamin. 
freight. Going West. Passenger 
10:15|a. m Boyer 3:15 p. m 

Going East. 
5:08 p. m Boyer 11:15 a. m 

52 p. m 
10 a. m 
14 p. m 
20 p. n> 
55 p. m 
20 a. m 
00 p. m 

54 a. m 
:47 a. m 
:20 p. m 
;18 p. m 
50 p. m 
:25 a. m 
:40 a. m 
:50 p. m 

Line. 
:55 p. m 
:15p. m 
:40 p. m 
:15p. m 

v, Illinois Central. 
si". Going East. /, v 

No. 2, Chicago & St. Paul Limited—a.9:48 p. in 
No. 4, Chicago Express—a 1:20 p. m 
No. 26, Omaha & St. Paul Express—o..9:20 a. m 
No. 32, Fort Dodge Passenger—ft 6:53 p. m 
No. 52, Chicago Manifest & Stock—a.. 11 :i» p. m 
No. 62, Fast Stock—c 6.30 o. m 
No. 94, Local Freight—b .1 ;0» p. m 

Going west. 

No. 1 Omaha Limited—a 5:57 a. m 
No. 3 Omaha Express—a 1:50 p. m 
No. 25 St. Paul & Omaha Express—o..7:27 p. m 
No. 31 council Bluffs Passenger—6.. .8:00 a.m 
No 51 Maniest Freight— a 6:04 p. m 
No. 61 Omaha Stook—c 11:15 p. m 
No. 93 Local Freight—b 9:20 a. m. 
a—means daily, b—daily except Sunday, c 
daily except Saturday. 
No. 2 arrives Chicago 10:20 a. m. 'i 
No. 4 arrives Chiago 7:00 a. m. . •:& 
No. 2 arrives St. Paul 8:00 a. m.,Jat Minneapo

lis 7:30 a. m. 
No. 26 arrives St. Paul 7:30 p. m., at Minneapo 

lis 7:00 p. m. 
Freight trains No. 93 and No. 94 carry passen

gers. 
Tiokets sold and baggage checked to all points. 

H. E. CASNER, Agent. 

ATTORNEYS. 

W 
J. P. CONKER, 

ATTORNEY-AT-LAW 
DENISON, IOWA. 

Ex-District Judge. Office over the Craw
ford County State Bank.' 

„ P. E. C. LALLY, 
. 

ATTORNEY-AT-LAW. 
• 

DENISON, IOWA. 

Damage cases. Settlement of Estates. Of
fice, front rooms over Crawford County State 
Bank. 

W. M."McLENNAN, 

ATTORNEY AT LAW, 

* Denison, Iowa. ' 

Office in the Goldheim Block. 

I. V. JACKSON. 

ATTORNEY -AT-LAW, 

DENISON, IOWA. 

Money to loau on city and farm property at 
low rates. Optional payments. 

JAMES B. BARKETT, 

ATTORNEY AT LAW. 

DENISON, IOWA. 

Boom 1, First National Bank Building. 
Loans and Insurance. 

PHYSICIANS. 

L. L. BOND, M. D. 
SURGEON AND PHYSICIAN. 

DENISON. IOWA. 

Office over Bank of Denlson. 

"WM. ISEMINGER, M. D., > 
PHYSICIAN AND SURGEON. 

DENISON, IOWA. 

Calls attended day or night. Office up-
•tairs over Burk's drug store. 

C. H. BOLLES, M. D.. 
PHYSICIAN AND SURGEON 

DENISON, IOWA. 

* Homeopathic. Prompt response to profes
sional calls. Office east of Wilson House. 

W. W. HOLMES, M. D., 
PHYSICIAN AND SURGEON 

DENISON, IOWA. J 

|^"Offlcc pn Main street. 

H7 ATBOYLE, M. D., 
PHYSICIAN AND SURGEON 

DENISCN, IOWA. 

1 JBice In Cassaday's drug store. ( , 

WM. T. WRIGHT, M. D., 
PHYSICIAN AND SURGEON 

k u ;  D E N I S O N ,  I O W A .  
, 

over Shaw & Kuelinle's Bank. Jiesi-
deuce, two doors north of city 1ml). 
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V ' J. o. ROBINSON, D. D. s.. ' 

v " SURGEON DENTIST. 
i '  DENISON, IOWA. 

From State .University of Iowa, graduate 
from Northwestern University Dental Col
lege. Chicago, also fromsStnte Board of Den
tal Examiners by examination. .Satisfaction 
guaranteed. 

EBr"Oflico over ISurk's drugstore, .a-1 

;'4, ' B. F. PHILBROOK, 
RESIDE NT DENT I ST. 

>fk DENISON, IOWA. 

; High grade dental work. Teeth extracted 
without pain. Office over Kelly's shoe store. 

LEADING oftRBER MOP 
- H. D. Loreimen, Prop. 

MALCOLM KIRK 
by Rev* * 
Charles M. Sheldon 

(Continued From Seventh Pajre.) 

been to antagonize tne Dusiness men 
In bis church against Kirk with some 
success. Kirk's wife has been a great 
help to him. I think I never knew a 
more happy union of workers In all my 
life. She has been the organist and 
the leader In Sunday school work, and 
her social Influence in the town is very 
strong. The church membership has 
grown from forty odd to over a hun
dred. and Kirk has managed to gain a 
hold on a large group of young men, I 
think largely on account of their ad 
miration for 'lis unusual muscular de
velopment. 1 think It is probably true 
from what I feel and hear that already 
the influence of Kirk and his wife and 
their little church in this wild western 
town is the strongest influence that 
ever entered the place. They are very 
much broken up by the loss of their 
baby. It has been a tremendous dis
appointment to them. I am very anx
ious for them, as I think of what the 
result may be on their future work. 
The pay of a Home Missionary out hero 
Is small, and for some reason Kirk has 
not been able to make much with his 
writing. I cannot help asking myself 
how the loss of their baby will affect 
their whole work here. Mrs. Kirk 
seems to be stunned by the blow. I 
shall leave here Monday, and my great
est regret is that I cannot be of more 
help to my old classmate. He is at a 
crisis in his career, and everything de
pends on the way he accepts this death 
of his baby." 

This is only a fragment of Wilson's 
letter, but the number of times he re
ferred to the death of the baby as 
marking a crisis in the lives of Malcom 
and Dorothy revealed the depth of the 
Impression made upon his mind by the 
manner in. which they were affected by 
their los» 

He went away on the morning train, 
and Malcom, who had gone to the sta
tion to see him off, came slowly back 
to the parsonage and went into the lit
tle room next the kitchen which he 
had fitted up for a study. 

Dorothy was at work in the kitchen, 
and Malcom sat down at his study ta
ble and looked out of the window 
across the prairie. It was unfortunate 
that from that window he could see the 
little cemetery in the distance. He 
finally rose and drew the curtain clear 
down and went back to his desk. He 

tlnn ann toebte mat Malcom whs iu 

stantl.v reminded of a call he had made 
in the spring on a family living on 
what was called "The Forks," eight 
miles from Conrad, in a very desolate 
ravine between two ridges of land that 
formed almost the only hill country for 
miles around. 

"Yes. I do," he replied. "It is Mrs. 
Barton, Isn't It?" 

The woman's face lighted up faintly. 
"Yes, and I'm in trouble, great trou

ble, Mr. Kirk, and I want you to help 
me." 

Malcom stared fit the shabby, dusty, 
wornout figure, and Instantly It flash
ed into him that she had probably not 
heard yet that his baby was dead. Her 
next words told him that was the fact. 

"I've couir straight here from home. 
My boy, Mr. Kirk, have you seen him? 
He left the farm Saturday with the 
double team and a load of hay. 1 
haven't seen him since. 1 know he is 
in some saloon, drinking or drunk, and 
the money tor the hay all spent Oh, 
Mr. Kirk, for God's sake help me to 
find him and get him home again! For 
the love of your own baby that you ex
pect to grow up into a good Christian 
man to comfort and bless you help me 
to get my boy dut of this hell and save 
him, for my heart is broken when I 
think of how he was once as Innocent 
and happy as your own baby." 

s>ue spoke the last words In such s 
tone of hopeless sadneBs that Dorothy 
lifted up her head and looked at her. 

"Don't say that!" she said, and the 
tears flowed down her face faster. 
They were merciful tears. Her heart. 

mm 

tomers alone, will you, and mind yout 
own business?" 

"That's Just what I am doing," re
plied Kirk earnestly, and, as he spoke, 
his pale blue eyes filled with a high, 
white light. "It is my business to de
stroy your business. Man, do you 
know that just outside that door Is a 
mother's broken heart that you have 
helped to break? And hers Is only 
one -out of thousands all over the 
world. Mind my own business! It Is 
exactly what I intend to do, until every 
hell like this Is wiped out of this 
town." 

He spoke very quietly, almost softly; 
his voice did not declaim, but the un- ] 
usual qualitj of it thrilled everybody ' 
there. He looked into their faces a 
moment and with a last appealing look 
at Carver he turned and went oat 

"Whew!" said the barkeeper. "First 
sermon ever delivered here. Score one 
for Parson Kirk!" 

The other men did not respond with : 
much enthusiasm. Carver had risen ! 
from the table. 

"Better have one before you go," said 
the salpon keeper. 

"I won't drink again today," Carver 
retorted with an oath which was a 
curse. He staggered over to the door 
and went out into the glare of the hot, 

A little farther down the street the 
horses were caught and stopped. 

Kirk ran up with a crowd of other 
men. 

"No signs of Phil anywhere," said 
one of the men who had helped to 
catch the team. 

"He's probably been thrown oat 
somewhere." 

"Drunken men never get killed." v 
"I wouldn't give much for his 

chances if he fell off in the gully gram 
over there," said another, pointing to
ward the district from which the 
horses had come into the town. 

Malcom's mind was In a whirl. 
"He may be near by. We ought not 

to leave him without looking for him." 
As he spoke he heard the boy's moth

er saying as she faced Dorothy in the 
study, "My boy may never be saved." 

"We've got our hands full looking 
after the town. We might as well 
face that fact; no rain for two 
months, water all out of cisterns and 
low in wells and that fire coming : 
down on us 40 miles an hour," said 
one of the business men. 

Kirk looked around him. The citi
zens were coming out of the stores 
and houses, and the whole town was 
roused to face and fight the coming 
danger, for it was true,, unless the 

/ 

v } ' CHAPTER VIII. ' 
THE BEST SOLACE FOR OUR OWN GRIEF IS 

TO LIGHTEN THE SOBROWS OF OTHERS. 

For a few moments Malcom Kirk 
experienced a feeling of anguish on his 
own account that shut out entirely this 
other forlorn and bleeding heart. Then 
there sprang up in his soul a most tre
mendous and overpowering revolution 
of feeling. He said to a very dear 
friend several years afterward that as 
he stood there on the threshold of his 

"Oh, Mrs. Kirk, may God help you! For-
' give met" 

which had been fast bound within her 
as if it would burst, felt the first relief 
she had known. God was leading her. 

I She still did not know that what Mal-
i com had experienced had come to her 
also. But the lonely, stricken woman 

. in the little study, representing so 
much human 

withering sun. Down the street be ... . . ,, . . _ . 
Ktt ,« Vtaee. 

that year befell more than one ranch : 
and settlement f • 

"I believe Dorothy would tell me 

neither Dorothy nor Malcom knew, had 
touched her. She also was able to say 
to her husband years afterward that 

„ she felt as if the coming of that other parsonage, with the hot. dusty glare of - burden lnto thelr own hearted 

that withering day smiting him and lives was a part of the loving Father's 

place. 
"I'm half a mind to help Mr. Kirk j 

hunt for the boy," Carver muttered. 
He hesitated for a moment and then 
went on down the street, following the 
minister. 

That forenoon Maloom Kirk went 
au , in^ every saloon in Conrad, but he 

sorrow of a kind that 'a,led get any trace of the missing 
boy. Always behind him, unknown to 
him, Carver staggered. In two or three 
saloons the man was unable to resist 
the invitation to drink, but he managed 
to keep just sober enough to know 
where Kirk was and to follow him. 

the figure of that old woman on the 
doorstep, he knew that perhaps the 
most iisportanl event in his own inner 
experience was taking place. For this 

plan for their victory in overcoming 
the world, the world of what might 
have grown to be a very selfish sorrow. 

What happened, all that was said in j , - uttk ua|j^icucuf uii iuui *yuo oaiu iu 
j appeal for help, this cry to him to i that little study room after that, is not 

> i Under First National Bank,' 

Pour Chairs . : All Work Plrsl-Olafs 

The death of the firstborn. 
took up his pen and dipped it in the 
Ink and then sat there, thinking, think
ing, of his baby. He recalled every 
little look, its smile, its new habits, 
added day by day. His heart swelled 
at the thought of all that he had 
dreamed for his boy's future. Was 
God good? Was It true, this gospel of 
comfort he had been preaching these 
three years? Why, then, was he not 
comforted? The baby had died Thurs
day night. 

Three days uow, and yet the world 
expected him to go on with his work, 
write sermons, make calls, attend <u 
the thousand little details that must be 
reinemberec or some one would notice 
and begin to complain. How could, he 
take up tli< burden of life and carry 
it? How could he regain his old enthu
siasm or help Dorothy? Were they 
not both smitten to the dust by this 
heart loss? He found himself saying 
all this and even half fearfully asking 
himself if Dorothy had not made a 
mistake to share her life with hini. 
What could he offer her? What career 
was possible for them now in this lit
tle place? 

The ink had dried on his pen, and he 
sat there holding it, unable to write a 
word. Dorothy had gone out to the 
well, and when he missed her step in 
the kitchen and glanced out of the 
window to ' ee her she was sitting on a 
bench he had built under the cotton-
wood in the yard, the only tree on the 
place. She had left her pail at the 
well and sat there looking off toward 
the little knoll which he had shut out 
of his sight when he drew down his 
curtain. 

He sat down with a groan, and for 
a moment the world seemed utterly 
empty and useless to him. He had sat 
there for a long time, feeling all the 
while-that his place was by his wife's 
side to comfort her, but hesitating for 
the first time since their marriage as 
to the right thing to do or say, when 
a knock at the door roused him. He 
knew some one must have knocked 
several times. He went through the 
sitting room and opened the<door. 

A little old woman stood close up to 
the door, and a farm wagon an0 horse 
were out In front of the fence. 

"You don't remember me, Mr. Kirk?" 
said the Uttle woman in a voice so 

share a burden while his own seemed 
j greater than he could bear, revealed to i 

him the Christ life in our human live3 j 
and the glory of overcoming the world j 

| for his sake. Certain it is that as Mai- : 
j com Kirk stood there that morning his j 
! soul felt the touch of a healing and ! 
! beneficent love, and he looked at his ' 
! life again as worth while, and then be- ! 
i gan already to know that the fire of his 
1 own sorrow was destined to make him | 
j more serviceable to others. j 
; What he actually did the next min

ute after all this was to ask Mrs. Bar-
I ton to come into the house. He took j 
j her into his study, and then after a j 

single moment of hesitation he went 
j out into the back yard to Dorothy. i 
' She was still sitting on the bench, -
! dry eyed and oblivious of everything , 
j around her, living over the last three , 

days. Malcom came up and put his 
hand on her shoulder. 

""Dear," he said very gently, "will 
you come with me into the house? j 
There is some one there who has come 

! to see me—to see us both." ! 
; She did not know what he meant or 
I hardly what lie said, but she rose and , 
j went into the house with him. 1 

j "Mrs. Barton, this is Mrs. Kirk. I ' 
j want you to tell her what you have i 
I told me." | 
! The little woman could see that 1 

j something unusual had happened at | 
' the parsonage, but her own trouble j 
j practically absorbed her feelings. She ! 
I looked at Dorothy, however, with the , 

admiration which her beauty of face j 
often excited in what we call ordinary j 
people. j 

"Oh, ma'am," she cried, "I've come 
to see if Mr. Kirk won't help me to 
get my boy home again. He's been 
drinking. I live in a lonesome place 
at 'The Forks,' and I don't very often 
come to town, but I have heard of 
your husband, and they say people all 
around have gone to him for help, and 
I know he will do what he can for me. 
My boy will be 21 next week. I told 
your husband that some day your baby 
would grow up into a good Christian 
man to comfort and bless you. That's 
what I hoped and prayed my boy 
would do. And lie might if the saloon 
had not tempted him." 

She was going on, for her heart was 
full of her trouble, when the look on 
Dorothy's face stopped her. 

"Don't you know—has not Mr. Kirk 
told you—that our baby—our baby-
died last week?" 

The little heartbroken woman looked 
at Dorothy in astonishment. There 
was nothing refined or sweet about 
her, but (iod gave her the right word to 
say at that particular lime. She rose 
and with her hands clasped walked 
over near Dorothy. Malcom never for
got that sight. "Oh, Mrs. Kirk, may 
God help you! Forgive me! I have 
not been to town for several weeks. I 
did not see the paper last week at all. 
The last time I knew anything of your 
baby he was well and happy. I would 
never have come with my trouble If I 
had known yours." She paused for a 
moment, while two tears ran down 
over her thin cheeks. Dorothy began 
to sob. She had not cried before since 
that day when the baby was laid in its 
coffin; not even at the grave. 

"Oh, ma'am," Mrs. Barton went on, 
j "your baby will never be a drunkard. 
, My husband was. We lost a good farm 
; back in Ohio on account of the drink, 

and then my husband died, and I toe!-
I the boy and came out here. I went 
; purposely to a lonesome place to keep 
; my boy from the town. I may have 

made a mistake, but I did the best 1 
knew, and 1 feared for him on account 
of his father. Oh. ma'am, your heart 
Is sore, I know it, but it's not as sore as 
mine, for your baby never broke your 
heart. 1 would sooner see my boy iu 
his coffin than see him as I have many 
a time during the past two years, 

j There's trouble and trouble. May God 
help us to bear our own. But your 

• baby's safe now. How can I tell if 
1 mine aver will haV 

easy to tell; but when Mrs. Barton 
went out Malcom Kirk went with her. 
Dorothy went into her own little room 
and prayed, and there was that In her 
prayer thai revealed to her the loving 
Father. For the first time she saw her 
baby surrounded by the Infinite love, 
and when she came back to her work 
In the kitchen there were hope, immor
tal hope, and a large measure of the 
peace of Christ in her heart 

Malcom Kirk got into the farm wag
on with Mrs. Barton, and they drove 
down to the main business street of 
Conrad. 
. "Now, 'Mrs. Barton," Malcom had 
said, "if you will wait outside I'll go 
into the saloons and see if I can find 
your boy. While I'm looking you 
might question passersby and ask 
them if they have seen the hay wagon 
and horses anywhere." 

She thanked him gratefully, and he 
noted that even in the burning sun her 
thin, sorrowful figure trembled and 
tlhivered, and her lips quivered as if 
she were cold. His compassion for her 
motherhood increased every moiflent. 

"God help her," he said as he stepped 
down out of the wagon. "This boy 
is one of the lost ones in this town 
that Dorothy and I pledged ourselves 
three years ago to rescue. Heaven 
give me strength and wisdom to make 
that promise good." 

He had never been inside of a saloon 
in his life. He shrank from the ordeal 
before him with all the shuddering of 
a highly sensitive spirit in the presence 
of an ugly, repulsive, hideous evil. But 
he went at once into the first saloon 
on the main street and stopped inside 
near the door and looked around him. 

It was not, yet 10 o'clock in the morn
ing, but there were a dozen men and 
boys in the room, which was quite 
large, seated with stools and furnished 
with small, round tables. 

At first his entrance attracted no at
tention. ' A few of the men were 
lounging at the bar. The rest were 
seated at the tables. But as he re-, 
mained by the door two or three of 
those nearest him turned and looked at 
him. One of the men was a laborer 
who had sr -eral times been employed 
by Malcom in odd jobs about the house. 

Instantly Kirk walked over to him 
and held out his hand. "Carver, do 
you know Sirs. Barton's boy? Philip 
is his name. She is looking for him. 
He left home Saturday, and she is 
sure he is in one of the saloons some
where." 

The man looked very much embar
rassed. He shuffled his feet nervously 
in the dirty sawdust under the table. 

"I saw him yesterday. He was in 
Valmer's place in the next block." 

"Thank you," said Malcom slowly. 
"Can any of you gentlemen tell me 
anything about him? Has any one 
seen him today?" 

No one answered, and there was a 
painful silence. The barkeeper, who' 
had been eying Kirk, suddenly broke; 
the silence by saying with a short' 
laugh: j 

"You won't find him here. I won't 
say he hasn't been here. He knows a' 
good thing when he sees it. Won't1 

you step up and take a glass of iced 
beer tills morning? We keep the best 
in the town on tap for preachers." , 

There was a laugh from one or two 
of the men nearest the speaker, but 
Malcoin simply looked him in the face 
without a word. He then laid his 
hand on Carver's shoulder and said 
softly: 

"I'm sorry to see you here, Carver. 
You promised me you would quit it." j 

The man writhed in his seat, but did 
not say a word. Kirk looked at him 
sorrowfully. 

"Come, Carver; come out of this. I'll 
give you something to do. Don't lose 
your soul in this place." 

"Say," said the barkeeper, who had' 
been leaning with his elbows on the 
bar listening, as had also every other 
man In the saloon. "You leave mv cus-

The sights that greeted Malcom ii 
the saloons were never forgotten by 
him. He was astonished to see the 
number of men and boys gathered in 
the saloons. Many of the faces he 
knew, and his entrance invariably cre
ated a distinct embarrassment through 
the company. The majority of custom
ers, however, seemed, from their dress 
and talk, to be composed of farmers, 
young men from the ranches outlying 
Conrad. Malcom was simply appalled 
when he thought of what such a fact 
meant. 

He said to himself every time he 
came out and faced the dumbly appeal
ing face in the farm wagon: "And yet 
we Christian people license these ene
mies of the race and allow them to 
continue their devilish work, although 
we know well enough how devilish it 
is. May God help us as a state to de
clare against it by statute as well as 
by prayers and sermons." He lived, 
as did every temperance man in Kan
sas at that time, in the great hope that 
the day wa# not far off when the sa
loon would be declared outlaw, but 
how near that day was. not even he was 
able to-.predict. 

It was nearly noon when he finished 
his tour of the saloons, and as he came 
out near tne lower end of the main 
street there was a large group of men 
looking off across the prairie and talk
ing eagerly together. The wind had 
risen aud was blowing almost a gale, 
carrying great clouds of dust through 
the town, and off as far as men could 
see there was a column of smoke 
spreading out with great rapidity. 

"The prairie fires have started early," 
Kirk thought, but it was only when 
one of the ranchmen In the street spoke 
that he realized what the f^res might 
mean. 

"If this wind keeps up, this town will 
have Its hands full in about an hour." 

The speaker ran to his horse, jumped 
on it and was soon galloping out of the 
town toward one of the new ranches 
in the direction of "The Forks." 

"Mrs. Barton, it is possible that your 
boy has gone home since you left." 

"Yes, yes!" cried the woman, snatch
ing at any hope. "I will go back. If 
the,fire should come into 'The Forks,' I 
ought to be there to see that my other 
boy has help in getting the stock be
hind the fire guards. We plowed ours 
early this year on account of the dry 
weather. We lost all our haystacks 
one September from, fires." 

She drove out of town, after thank
ing Kirk earnestly for all that he had 
done, and Malcom promised to contin
ue the search after dinner. 

He was just starting home, after 
asking several men if there was really 
atay immediate danger to the town 

n 

> /rTf>LV £$ ' 
-

if*5 
SWMRnip 

mm 

to go," he said to himself. Then1 

he spoke aloud: "I don't feel like glv- • 
ing young Barton up If he Is anywhere 
near. We can perhaps reach him be- , 
fore the fire reaches us. Who will go 
with me?" 

"I will," said Carver, who was at 
Malcom's elbow. 

"Come on then," Malcom cried. And 
together the two men started on a run 
in the direction from which the horses 
had come in. 

"Was Barton a friend of yours?" 
asked Carver, as he panted by the side 
of the minister. 

"No; I only knew him slightly." 
"What are you trying to find him 

fOr?" i JyVj 
"For his mother." »V«-

The men ran on. Over on the near 
horizon a line of flame and smoke over 
25 miles long marched down toward 
them and the,town of Conrad, with a 
prairie gale behind it and human love 
and courage in its oath. 

(To be Continued.) f-
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1>R. MASON'S 

KEJlF,J>Y. 

The only guaranteed" PILE CURE on 
the market'. Cures blind, bleeding, 
itching and protruding piles Relieves-
the pain an two minntes. Bonafide 
guarantee iD every package.' The 
remedy is put up in a screw-top jar and 
maybe carried in the pocket indefi
nitely without leaking. 50c and $1.00. 

Prepared by 
ELLIOT MEDICINE COMPANY, 

Manufacturing Chemists, Missouri Val
ley, Iowa. For sale by 

DRYBREAD & CO a , 

-. JU 

ILLINOISCENTRAL 
LOW RITE EXCURSIONS 

"It Is my. business to destroy your busi
ness." 

from .the fires, when through the dust, 
racing in from the prairie, came a 
team of powerful farm horses drawing 
an empty hay wagon. The lines were 
trailing on the ground, and the harness 
was broken, and as they rushed by 
some one shouted, "That's Phil Bar
ton's 

- -

Denver, Colorado Springs 

and Pueblo, Colo; Osden 

and Salt Lake City, Utah; 

Hot Springs, Deadwood and 

Custer, S. D; Sheridan, Wyo 

The Illinois Central will sell 
tickets to the above points 
from all stations on its line 
north ot and including Cairo 

JUNE 20, 
JULY », 17 
AUGUST 1 
111., and Paducah. ky, at one fare DluS 12 
f'r the round trip on June ao, July Oand 
W and August 1. Colorado iwjd Utah tickets 
will be limited for continuous passage from" 
starting point to either Denver, Colorado 
Springs or Pueblo, except that stop-over 
privilege will be allowed within thirty days on 
tho going trip in Colorado or Utah at points 
west of and including Denver,Colorado Springs 
or Pueblo: continuous passage returning. On 
tickets reading to South Dakota and Wyoming 
points, stop-oyer will be allowed in either di
rection at points weft- of the Missouri River 
within a few days going and returning transit 
limit. Pinal return limit on all tickets will be 
October 21. 

Full particulars concerning the above cub 
1>u had of ;iL't-nIs of the Illinois Central and 
Connecting lines. 

A. H. Hanson. G. P. A., Chicago. 

"ENN M U T U A L  L I F E  I N S U R A N C  E  
ESTABLISHED 1847-

ALL FORMS OF LIFE INSUh. ' 
ANCE. \ „ 

H. & H. E> RUMSEt. OE.v£RAt 
Des Moines. Ir w.-,. 

• 1 «v. cusHMflN Local Airen1 i, 
- t. ! ' 

J. W. BAKER, 

Kerosene and Gasolene 
Delivered at your homes/ 
a great convenience. Al-:: 4 
ways prompt and reliable. 

C^kts poB-aai^a 

FOR THE BEST 
CEMENT work at lowest' 
prices consistant with first Oy 

v v; class work call or address ' 
/. O. Orem, - Denison, Iowa. 

A Free Trip to Paris! 
ii.. . rsons of » mMhwilcal or Inventive mind 

Vrip t0 the Exposition, with gooil 
»nd expen«e» p»ld, should wrlto ' K u 

The PATENT RECORD, Baltimore, Md. 

it" 
"Mite 

-rum .U. 


