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“A man’s past will cateh him sooner or later."

They had been five days over the
sea, the young man and the girl. He
had forgotten whether this were the
Atlantic or the sea that sweeps the
shore of Elysium. Now, on the fifth
day, they were on deck and talking
semewhat in this way:

“You must walk with me,” she called
from her chair.

“It's a delightful punishment.”

“Thanks! I believe that’'s a compll-
ment."

“Truth’s a compliment, eh?” he sald,
smiling.

“The best compliments,

are lies.”

“L am afrald this is getting rather

tco fast for me,” he said.
I think about it.”

“To carty out what y(m have begun
Fou should say to me- ‘{ can't think .
-about it, for I have to think about
you. rn

“Is it needful to say that?’ he
looking down at the girl.
tiful you are!”

By the rules of conventional conver-

“Wait until

said,
“HHow benu-

sation it was an utterly inane remark,

and the girl's laughter rolled out, full
and delightful, but her \'oicc was low.

“I am glad you think so.

A deeper red tinged his l)romcd
cheeks as he realized his temerity.

*“You know I do,” he said.

“0Oh, do you? This is the fifth day of
our acquaintance. Today we shall be
at Sandy Hook.”

He drew a long breath, and his voice
was earnest. New York and work md
to see her no more!

Tywo elderly persons wranped to their
ears were wiatcehing the two.

‘“What a remarkable girl Nell Wol-
verion is!"” one, gray and rosy and fat
and imposing, was saying.

“She's certainly carrying on a re-
markable flirtation with that young
man. Who is he?"” said the other, with
the severity of position gained by ef-
fort. . :

“Some sort of engineer in the employ
of the Winfield company.

I supposo.l:
are those that pretend to be truths, but |

Mary Win-'

watld imply politely that there were
many others which he doubtless fre-
gquented. *“The men are very stupid In
{t. It's all very stupid. It's just sport
and sossip. For my part, give me men
that o things.”

“I think,” said the young man mak-
ing his way, “that I prefer other men
to do things and leave ’em to me al-
ready done. Now, my father'—

He paused, wondering <hether he
had better tell her, and then it seemed
to him, now that he remembered it,
that this put him on a sort of equality
with Miss Wolverton, as though the in-
equality that stood between them was
suddenly swept away by the thought | fool.
of this story.

rier.

*And the man’s dishonesty was real-
ly your biessing. It made you do things.
Oh, [ know. 1 know a lot of men, and

"

80 tiresome.

“Oh. thanks,” said he lamely.

“But you mustn’t be tiresome. Do
you see that line there? That's Sandy
Hook. I know It
way a dozen ti:acs.

interested.”
And she went away brightly smiling,

| “So glad to have met you” and no ac-
[ knowledgment of the fact that he had
| asked to call, which she plainly had
evaded. He felt revengeful and a bit
of an anarchist. And the next morning
when he was reporting to Mr. Wintield
his success in London and being com-
plimented by the company's head his
success seemed cheap. He had a pie-
ture before him of a bright, high bred
| looking, exquisitely gowned young wo-
man surrounded by flippantly gay per-
sons whose world was not his and ney-
er could be, for when one is making his
way ploddingly, with no

way to be made before he may be gray
and all the desire for pleasure, life's
good things, guite gone.

It may be supposed that Miss Wol-

lantle out of her mind. Perhups she
; had some thoughts of him or else she
. never would have repeated the story he
had told Ler at a dinner where her fa-

“What did you say that man’s name 187"’
he asked.

tell her? No; she wouldn’t, couldn't | ther was most unusually her escort.
know: that was so long ago and for- At a (llnlmx"nm.- owes it as a duty to do
gotten. !113 part. Nell did not care to be lack-

“And your father? Go on; I am in- | 'IS and wanted her bonnet to be as
terested.” { natty as another’s and her story as

“He micht have had the things, the spirited. For she waged a little strife
one w"h,'u,(t put me in vour friend |t make the world she knew hold her
Bertie's position if luck had been his cleyer. Now she couldn’t, try as she

{ way and if he hadn’t been cheated”— would, think of another story than the
{  “I never can think of you as a man | 0“.?‘13”1,"'11‘?’ h{:;(?l ;01“1 h_m'l‘ -
like Bertie,” Miss Wolverton said de-| ~ary Winfleld introduce

me to a

J - | very entert: ine 2 ) i
cisively, with that calm confidence in ;Ll'liq;"‘:_hr: ]dl(l)l "fr-u:’!‘l?’":0:}0;11;;"!‘1\_(‘.{'111 a,
. her eyes. The eyes may have been 5 < LA LB

“What does he do, horses or yachts?”
sald Bertie Townley. “Ob, I say, Nell,
yop don’t mean that serious faced chap

rather more expressive because this
{ was the last day of all and he would
slip out of her life so soon. She was

il : FoRE : 1 | You were mooning about with so
field introduced him to Nell.” el mil“:ﬂ‘ l.lll,);';l_' Lf]?\ ‘:‘:' n?otl:{’":l}:(}; much?"”

“That girl would flirt with anybody. “,"“‘r"l’ "f"l ““,' 5 ;:‘Lf Olld 1: lL‘ ;e “The very man,” Miss Wolverton
She seems to find all men infinitely | W28 ber SU LRSS DCECOL 0300

amusing, Isn't she Landsome? Now

you would suppose she was somebody ! Sy TR it e “How extraordinary!" gasped Mrs. stand.”
or other. But the Wolvertons—oh, you understand Ler. ,.“”m cox'unmn f( ““‘L Pemberton. “You do meet such strange . “And— Oh, you are crying. I have
Eknow!" quoth the other lady. As tocach oUtirom e %,rl-m, m:“.t%r people at sea.” hurt you. I swouldn't hurt you for the |
“Her mother was oue of the most | 9f fact depths ‘.'f.m‘\ it :”"l BMASD | wBysiness methods are oftentimes  world ™
pushing women I ever knew,” assented | l“i S""m_“”"ml"" “"ml, it hu.lt him, dishonest,” said Judge Torbid pom-, “Don’t,” she said. “Please don’t.”
her companion. < Oh, it's a little story of N hat .mlg'ht pously. “Yet’— | But he was saying:
“Of the dead, nilil nisi bonum,” said | have l":"" 60 ilf l‘"f‘ ‘_\_“_g"""t “Your story isn't funny enough,”  “I know the reason now. It was—
the imposing onc. *“She was an ex- gulch, (‘:1li1m'ui:1. -:\[’\ thl.u:x. “.'h out criticised Bertie Towunley. don’t you see—didn’t you see?”’
traordinarily ambitious woman. \With there after gold, like the rest, and he Samuel  Wolverton—I  should say After a moment the listener heard

pluck and ten millions and a daughter
like that, an ambitious, clever woman
can do anything in New York.
Wolverton money is said to be indefi-
nite millions instead. And now they be-
long in FFar Westchester. Oh, dear, how
many men have been after that girl!
There were the Marquis di Rodiri and
the little Duke of Sussex and Freddy
Van Prule and—she flirts and laughs
at 'em all, just as she does with that
young man.”

Mary Winfield was watching the two
with much the same thoughts. This
poor young man didn't understand so-
phisticated yoing women. It was

sald without turning color.

avoid it than she could breathing. e A e lllels tory

Our
| unsophisticated young man failed to

she might have said she liked a fox ter- | Dot to find fault.

|

I have snen it that | to sleep well that night.
And—I must be l at breakfast. He went to her room.
going below. O, I have been so much \

My money has made
you a position as fine as any o' 'em.”
“Good night,” said the girl.
At the door he called to her:
“Nell, you haven't kissed me good

the men of the Far Westchester set are | night.”

“I can't—tonight.”

And she was gone.

“A woman can't understand busl-
ness. She'll get over it.”” But he failed
She was not

She was sleeping with a look that
frightened him. On his way down
town he stopped at his doctor’s. “I am

and he felt suddenly the least like a | troubled with that insomnia.”
The feeling was Increased when !
But had he a right t01 he found in the bustle of lanuing that | tioner,
‘chc had only a cool hand nnd a distant | again thﬂt )ou must let up on work

“Mr. Wolverton,"”

o

said the practi-
have told you again and

| and worry.

particular |
capital, he ean’t reasonably expect that

verton put the young man of the At

“I know, I know,” said the great
man. “By the way. I wish you would
see Nell. I am worried about her.”

He kept himself busied down town
until about 3 and then drove through
the park in the parade, a tired faced
man people pointed out.

As he entered the house he
Nell's voice.
listened.

“I am glad to see you, Mr. Melville,”
she was saying.

“I had your note
promptly, I think."

“Yes; promptly.”

“I have passed you several times,
but I don't believe you saw me,” Mel-
ville said rather bitterly.

e was thinking how charming ste
appeared here in her own house. He
was blaming himself for all that he
had thonght of her, when her world, of
which he had that brief glimpse, had
been shut out.

“I sent for you,” Nell went on, “to
ask you why you told me that story
when—when you knew that your fa-
ther's partner then—was—my father.”

The listener started and moved to-
ward the door and drew back.

At last he heard:

“Miss Wolverton—yes, it was so. 1t is
s0, and I was a coward to tell you.”

“I am glad you told me,” Nell said
humbly, for this was no longer the
proud Miss Wolverton. She wondered
at herself, tears were in her eyes, and
self control was far away.

“I don't know what made me tell
you, and yet [ do know. I have lied. I
do know now. You seemed so far out
of my reach, and I wanted you to be in
my reaclh. Do you understand?"”

“I don't know that I understand,” the
girl said. “I can't seem to under-

heard
He paused in the hall and

and came here

The |

| fell in with a man with whom he made
a partnership in a general store. Some-
times in exchange for goods they took |
claims. At first they made a lot of
money, and then they lost nearly every
penny in trying to develop a claim that
failed. Well, each blamed the .other, !
and they decided to separate. They |
could decide on no other way than to
cut the cards. So they sat down one |
day and cui, and some things fell to
my father and some to his partner.
And the papers were drawn up and the
division made. A week after that a
claim which had gone to my father's |
partner began to develop. It proved a

“Sam," the great Sam—held his nose
in his port. Ie's a thin, sharp featured,
silent man, and looking at him one al-
ways wonders how he succeeded in
possessing such a daughter.

Driving home he said to Nell:

“If I were you, I don’t think I'd try
to tell stories at dinner.”

“Why, papa ?”’

“It's undigmfied.”

“Do you think so?” she said petulant-
ly. She usually had him well in hand.

“Whiat did you say that man’s name
18?” he asked after & moment.

“Burke Melville.”

Suddenly she turned.

. < . My father’ g er made the > X
abominable of Nell Wolverton; she was find Iy father's partner made the ‘Papa. you were in California?’
beginning of a great fortune that N z
sorry she had introduced them: she way.” Yes. What of it?
ave k ? at Ne ! ot Mt D) g A} 3 story
might have known that Nell would “ATell?* said the glrl, Did you ever hear a story like

play with any man as she would with
a cat or a dog. O, (ear, this Melville
was 8o out of it; so busy and capable
and such an eflicient servant of the
Winfield company. But Nell was Nell,
and Mary ought to have known better.

If Nell were Nell, she was proving it
with a vengeance. She was making
Melville tell her of himself, and she
was giving him nothing of herself in
return. They were seated now, look-
ing out at the frothing white and green
in the ship’s wake. She was glancing
at him again and again with mild, in-
terested eyes. IHe was forgetting him-
self and was telling how bhis father
left him only money enough for school
and college, which he had increased
by some tutoring; of how he had work-
ed and won a position in a machine
shop of the Winfield company; of how
he had progressed further and now

“How beautiful you are!”
was near the head of his department
and had been sent to London on an im-
portant mission and-—
A young man came lightly across the

deck and bowed and exchanged some
remarks with Miss Wolverton and nod-
ded at Melville with a “who the devil
are you?’ air and passed on after a
moment. Melville’s confidences sud-
denly chilled. This youngster repre-
gented what he never had known. The
girl by his side understood.

“pDon't mind Bertie: he's just Bertie.”

“Qh, you know,"” Meclville began, “I'm
g0 out of that set.”

“It's the Far Westchester set you
mean,” she sald graciously, as If she

that?”

“I have heard a lot of stories. Cali-
fornia is full of 'em. Read Bret Harte.
As for your acquaintance, e was prob-
ably yarning.”

“No, no; he wasn't.”

“What makes you think that?”

“IHe isn’t that kind of a man.”

“Nell, T think that you can take care

“Now, the shanty that served for the
store had fallen to my father, not the
stock, which went to pay the firm's
debts. Three weeks after this my fa-
ther sat talking with a mining expert,
who spoke of the big tind on my fa-
ther's former partner's lucky eclaim,
and he stated boastfully, to show his
value as an expert probably, that he
had told my father’s partner—we will | )
call him Smith—that the claim was ex- | Judse men. 21 :
tremely valuable. This set my father |  OW.trust me for that,” she said airily,
to thinking. Smith believed the claim | 22d at the moment she was indeed try-
to be valuable. But my father could | B8 to judgze no less a person than her
but acknowledge that the man had giv- | father. She had thought that she un-
en him a chance, even if he had dishon- | 4°rstood him. Had she?
estly hidden his notion of the claim. | f ber:
That day my father happened in the loved him.
abandoned store. On the table were | OUld not
the two packs of dirty cards just as
they had been left the day of the divi-

But—there were depths she
fathom, and she knew no

outsider.

and her vooks, and eagerly she looked
for a paper in a certain English maga-

struments of his bad luek, and he saw
that the pack Smith had used had been

Bulltinch mine.

his partner.”
| IFFor a minute
swim.

“Oh,
girl said moaningly.

“It's true—true. This is all his and
not mine, every penny of it. And he
knew when he told me. He knew.”

And she stole down to her father.

looked him in the face and laughed:
| “You are erazy, man. And you haven't
any proof. Who'd believe you? ”
“Was that the end of it?" the girl
asked gently. 1
“No: not the end of it. My father
could prove nothing indeed. His affairs
went from bad to worse. He left Cali-
fornia penniless. Later in the east he
.accumulated the little money he was

Wolverton bought out

the room seemed to

able to leave me. DBut it was always a | Ske went toward him, the magazine
hard stroggle for him and my mother, | in hand and bheld it before him. Wol-
who died shortly after I was born.” | verton started. IHe had never seen her
l “And Smith? That's not the name.” | like this, and her pallor frightened
I Melville hesitated. hizn. And then he saw to what she
! “No: that’s not the name. It's a well pointed.

| known name, but we will let it remain
!'Smith. Everything Smith touched be-
came money. e was accused of dis- | “What if it were?” she
honesty many times in the course of ly. “You can’t understand ‘what if it
Lis career, but nothing ever was prov- f were' ™
en. He succceded and is today one nt] But the father said quietly,
the powerful men of the country.” | mastery of himself.
They were silent, the girl grave. ‘ “If it were true,
“And that’s the reason you think you | couldn’t have succeeded.
are not in the class of Bertle Townley. | in him.
Well, T don’t want you to be In that ! thing,
class.

“Was the story he told me true?”
“What if it were?”

said mocking-

with a

that Melville
ITe hadn't it
He would live failed at any-
[ cut loose from him.”
“But you haven't told me

whether

“If you weuld care that much,” said | the story Is true.”
he half lightiy, half earnestly.
0N, I like you,” she said cheerily, as

“I won't acknowledge or deny it,” he
sald at last. *What of {t? You ouglt

T

of yourself, but I don't believe you can |

| set

| alleyway
| gether.

. Bertie

He was fond |
Ie denied her nothing, and she |

more of his real life, even less, than an |

Nell's voice:
“It's Dest so.

self.

now

If you do, it rights it-
And—I see it clearly.
why I didn’t want you to be of
Townley's class. You are a
man who does things—and will—a man
for a woman to be proud of, and—yes

“You hold the marked cards.”
—it’s all clear to me—I thought I was

just flirting with you. But since tha
night I know it was more."”
Presently the portiere was pushed

! aside.

sion. They had cut in the bare inner | But now a sudden fear possessed her.
room, which hadn’t been disturbed | She rushed up stairs to a little room
since. My father picked up these in- | Which she used for her writing table

marked.” { zine. “Amecriean Millionaires, No. X,

“How awful!"” the listener said. “And | Samuel Wolverton,™ = Had she been
you might have had money if it hadn’t | Wistaken? And then she read: “The
been”— beginning of this extraordinary for-

“If it hadn't been for Smith's dis- | tune was in "66 in Red guleh, Califor-
honesty, yes, Miss Wolverton. But to : ta.  Melville and  Wolverton were
return to the story. My father went to | Storekeepers  who exchanged a sup-
Smith, whom he acensed, but Smith | Posedly bad debt for the now famed !

Wolverton was possessed of a certain
grim humor, and instinet for the man-
agement of the quick erisis was the
measure of his success in affairs.

“I am Samuel Wolverton, and you
are Burke Melville,” he said. “I lis-
tened to your conversation. I won't

I know |

3DBN|SON3
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ODD BANK VISITORS.

CRANKS ARE ALMOST AS MUCH TO BE
FEARED AS CROOKS.

e : °
Paying Tellers Have to Be Models of | @ WO R K S :
Vigilance All the Time to Dodge|@® ()
the Schemes and the Schemetrs That | @
Lie In Wait For Them, : [
Macy 4re the uses and the schemes | @ E\‘Ii’cz:h Ig{x-ude“b‘“ld““’-’ :
5 k Repressed brick
that are devised for the purpose ol!@ on'hand. * The use of )
beating the paying tellers in banks, @ improved machinery @
and the cranks are as much to be fear- | ® makes our brick of the [ ]
ed as the crooks. ® best durable quality. 4
“That old man who has just left the : For our prices uddress 4
bank,” said the teller as he ran hlsf. :
fingers quickly over the new bills, *has ! OOOOOOOOWOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO(.
been coming to this place every day ®
for the past two years calling for mon- . c GREEN Prop .

ey. He comes in every morning exact-
Iy at 11 o’clock and asks quietly if his |
check bas arrived. [ always have to
tell him no, and he thanks me gracious- |
Iy and goes away. I was new at the!
bank when he came in the first time,

but I saw at a glance that he had some-
thing the matter with his headgear
When he asked about his money, [ told
him that we had nothing, and he look-

= DENISON, IOWA
oooooooooooooooooooo

Penn Mutual Life Insurance
ESTBLISHED 1847,

ALL FORMS OF LIFE INSURANCE.

ed greatly surprised and worried. He C. H. & ’l’) 5\["{””3{7 Gen. Agts,
asked many other questions and then O S ;
left. He returned the next morning W. W. Cushman, - Local Agent, Denison.

and the nexi, and he has been coming
ever since. One day he failed to show

3 - A hot weather cough
himself, and I thought he had given Anl Kawf is the meanest cough

as 1 bs r. For i l Anti-Kawfl stops it
up the hunt as & bad thing R e

month he kept away, but by and by he
bobbed up serenely again.

“*I've been sick,” he said,

on has saved his .m
Anti-lawr will doit.

Sists,

by stopping a cough.
For sale by your drug-

‘and I bope

1 have not caused you any incon-|
venience in holding my money. No J. W. BAKER'

What?

woney here? That is strange.’ |

“With this lie thanked me and wenc KGFOSG“G a"ﬂ GaSOlﬁnc
away. He will be here again in the z
morning, and he’ll keep cumlng day | Delivered at your homes
after day until death sends him to :\! a great convenience. » Al-
bigger bank  The man is just a sample | ways prompt and reliable.

of what we get every day, although he
is the most regular chap of the kind [
have ever seen., The boys around the |
bank feel rather superstitious vow if !

he fails to comg in, and LIl gamble | lﬂE’ﬂDlNG BHRBER SHOP

that that black porter yonder will quit
his job the very first time that old man | H.D. Lorcntzen, Prop.
i —_—

fails to make his daily visit."” ‘
The teller leaned on the counter. |

|

|

|

CANS FOR SAIE!

Under First National Bank,
“Yes,” he went on, “it would surprise

you to know how many people come |
bere day after day to get money when

Four Chairs All WorkjFirst-Clags,

they have absolutely no reason for|

coming. They have no papers on which EXGU RSION RﬂTES
money can hYe secured, but r‘gu.\' Just

come right wiong, hoping, [ guess, that | : SERE ST 3

some day they will hit the bank. Now. ' NORTHERN PACIFIC,

last week » big fellow who had evi-

dently been drinking rushed in and |

{TWICE

IZAcCH MONTH—the Northern
Pacitic Ruilway runs Home Seekers

¢ yelled to me that he wanted $1,000. !|excursions. These excursions ave run

had never sern im before. and he ; ou the first and third Tuesduays of the

made no piew sse of handing up any | month. Tickets are soid from castern

papers. | He said he was iniaibigirushs fre rminals to points on main line and

I realized au once that he was ecrazy i;:{,‘tu"\ﬁl Went Ul,. ;.\ll.k.ml "und. L

| and I acted quickly. Reaching back | oy niacerlyilcaicy, Brans
|

! today.

i I looked him squarely in the eye and

| on me,

apologize. T am glad I did it. It seems |
to me, Mr. Melville, that your father's

son has it back at me now. It seems
to me that you hold the marked cards.”
Ile stopped and looked at the two and
then went on: “Mr. Melville, what's it
the ministers say? [ am not much at
going to church. But don't they say

! that when 2 man has wronged another

if mamma were only here!” the |

the best amends he
fession of his fault?”
But although a moment after the
young man extended his hand Wol er-
ton was conscicus that his daughter,
whom he held his dearest possession,
never would be the same to him, that
distrust lay between them, that at the
height of his success Melville's son had
turned the marked cards against him.

can make Is con-

The Cost of Mistaken Identity,

A man was fined at a loeal court the
other day for a queer assault, when he
up a queerer defense. He was
charged with having slipped up at the

| back of two women palavering In an

and knocked their heads to-
His defense was that he

| thought in the dark one of the women

I was his wife.

He had gone home; the

| better half was out, and so was the

fire, the bairns were greetin and the
supper was not ready. He became al-
most tragically eloquent as he pictured
a hungry and angry man’s misery, but
the assault was not excusable, and he
had to pay up.—Glasgow Times.

skl AdSigens &

ture plus 3200 for the round trip. Time
i> siven for intending settlers and
homeseekers to stop au various places
and examine the conditions prevailing,
prices of land, ete, with a view of pur-
chasing houmes at most desirable
points. The northwest is the coming
country. Good land is becoming
scarce and these excursions offer op-
vortunities for young people especial-
ly to procure homes in the finest por-
sions of the northwest, in most cases
reached only by the Northern Pacific.
For more detailed information regard-
ing the scope and conditions surround-
ing excursions, valuable literature
about the country, ete, call on or write
to G. D. Rogers, District Pass. Agent,
503 W. Locust St.,

to my drawer, I put my hand on my
revolver and waited. He did not see
the weapon. ‘The vault is closed. 1
said, ‘and rou cannot get any money
With that he reached his hand
to his hip pocket, but [.did not move.

waited. He stood there for 20 seconds.
with his hand on his hip and hLis eyes
and then he cowed. Without a
word he turned his back to me and
walked out. 1 tried to find out who
the man was, but failed, and he never
rame back to repeat the demand.
“*Another time I had a really danger
ous crazy man to handle, but [ acted

o : LA S s Des Moines, Towa,
bt as ant JSS H o ' = 3 ~

lellli\iil ll[ﬂ:\“l\ls' z::ln:utp‘l o'lt')ll())cks :)\n‘:\dsuli:))- or Chas. S. Fee, Gen. Pass. Agent, St
[355 S Paul, Minn. For six cents, Mr. Fee
mer day when the weather was stitling. | i]! send Wonderland 1900, the finest
The front ~und side doors were prop-|illustrated descriptive tourist book
ped open to let in the breeze, and I | published. 25-6¢
was looking over the books when a

big fellow ran in the front door scream- | THE STATE OF WASHINGTON — is

ing. I looked up and saw him tlourish
a butcher knife, which fairly glistened
in the light. ‘Where did he go with
that money? he called at the top ¢
his voice as he halted and looked a.
me. ‘Right out that door,” I said quick-
ly, and in a moment the man had dash-
ed through the door and went sailing
down the alley. A policeman was call-
ed, but the man was not seen after-
ward. [ am sure I would have felt
the edge of his dangerous knife if 1
had not sent him out that door.

“Another strange thing happened
once while T was working as a clerk |
in another bank. [ was standing by | wqy. Washington is a coming empire.
the teller's counter when a nicely dress- l Brains arve in demand in all professions
ed young man came in, walking rather | and labor is wanted and is paid renum-
awkwardly. He managed to reach the | evative prices. Iuel, coal as well as
teller and presented a paper. *Will | wood, is abundant and cheap. Schools
you please cash this for me? he said. and churches abound, the state is We!l
The teller took the paper mechanically supplied with vailways. Varied alti-
and looked at the stranger. *Why, this tudes and climates vender this country
3 : ZE PR g w desirable place of residence and all
is no good,” he said. ‘This is only

known as the Kvergreen state because
of its yast forests. Outside of the lim-
ited areas of Big Trees in California,
chere are no such forests of pine, fir,
hemlock, spruce, timbers and fine
shingles made from them are shipped
all over the world. Washington fruit
is a produce of great value. Its flavor
and color are unsurpassed. Iast of the
Cascade mountains, the climate is dry
and warm and mountain irrigation s
unnecessary and the rainfall is ample
for all purposes. Canneries and fruit
drying estublishments can be operated
profitably in this state. Grain, hops
and alfalfa are very profitable croos
and beet sugar is rapidly making head-

|
[

s : x : | can be suited. For further informa-
piece of white paper.  What Kind .| ¢ion, pates. ete, address G. D. Rogers,
a4 game are you trying to work® The | District Pass. Agent, 503 W. Locust
man gasped. “Why, it is a check,” he | St., Des Moines, lowa, or Chas. S Fee,
alled quickly. ‘Not mueh,” said the | Gen. Pass. Awcent, Northern Pacifie
teller, handing it back. The man look- | Ry., St. Paunl, Minn. 2-6
ed at it. ‘Good God! he cried. *“Then|——— Sy
I am blind!" They took hiu} away, and | COPPORTUNITIES —is the ap-
he died at the hospital before he had

propriate title of a little book recently

a chance to explain. The doctors said | issued, containing a concise deseription

it was a mystery, and the man's body | of the towns along the line of the

was kept fer six months, Finally it | Northern Pacitic Ruilway in Wiscon-
b i inne ¢ anitobe J

was sent to Kansas on the order of a |sin, Minnesota, —Manitoba, = North

Dakota, Montana, Idaho and Washing-
ton, where business opening can be
Jjound at the present time. Full par-
| ticulars ave given of the existing con-
ditions in these places, and persons
contemplating a change of location for
any commerecial enterdrise will find in
this work a mine of valuable informa-

woman who wired a deseription and
said it was Ler son's.”—New York Sun.

FOR THE BEST

CEMENT work at lowest
prices consistant with first

‘lass work ca . tion. Copies will be sent free upon ap-

classiwork call oriaddress plication to C. W. Mott, General Imi-

I. 0. Orem, - Denison, lowa. .:{;'ntinu Agent, N. P. Ry., St. Paul,
Minn H2-6it
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renmes ~_CiTy Meat Market

Fresh Oysters

Poultry in Season Denison, lowa.
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