
8 THE OENISON REVIEW, TUESDAY AUGUST 7, 1900, 

it THE CRIME OF THE CENTURY, " A THRILI.INC DETECTIVE STORY. BY RODRICUES OTTOLENCUI. 
amazed, tor lie recognized the speaker 
as Mr. Mitchel. 

he cried. "By all 
what brought you 

elevated as far as 
I was afraid that I 

"Mr. Mttchol!" 
that's wonderful. 
here?" 

"I came by (he 
possible. \ou SM 
Bhould be loo Into."' 
: "Too laic for what?" 

"Too late to see what I have seen." 
"And what have you seen?" 
"All that has occurred. I have been 

here ever since I left you this morn-
" lng." 

"Do you mean that you came direct
ly here from your house?" 

• "1 do not think that I wasted as 
much as a minute. You see, I recog
nized at a glance the importance of be-
ing here." 

"And 1 did not!" groaned Mr. 
Barnes. 

"Oh, yes, you did," said Mr. Mitchel, 
• "only you took the wrong way of 

reaching here. Instead of using your 
brains, you utilized the old fashioned 

.spy system. Force of habit, I sup
pose." 

"Mr. Mitchel, I have made a blun
der. I admit it. and I feel sore enough 
without your dialing. But never mind. 
Thank heaven, you foresaw that the 

It disappeared before he could rccognize 
'  i t  

"Do you know wno It wasr-  asueu 
Mr. Mitchel. 

"Why, yes," said Mr. Barnes. "I 
wonder what ho is doing in that house. 
It seems strange." 

"Who is it?" asked Mr. Mitchel 
again. "You have not told me." 

"Why. unless I am greatly mistaken, 
I should say it was your crazy lecturer, next move would be made here, and so 

you came direct to the scene of action | Preacher Jim. 
and awaited developments. Was thatl /a 
it?" { ^ i CHAPTER IX. 

"Yes. That was the way in which I I AV J-X1'K!!T OPINION". 
argued it out:. But you would have j Barnes' words astonished Mr. 
been here on time if you had not made I Mitchel and aroused a train of thought 
the mistake of following the wrong 
man." 

"What do you mean?" 
"Mora dressed liis servant up in his 

clothes. You probably detected the 
trick and concluded that he was mere
ly using the man as a decoy." 

"Yes. I did not believe that he would 

which made linn more than ever in
terested in the complicated problem 
which they wore endeavoring to solve. 
He could not immediately arrive at 
any delinite conclusions, but these 
were the points to which he attached 
the greatest importance. 

First, young Mora suggested to the 
trust his servant in an important mat- I Police that the murderer had worn his 
ter." ! plaid suit over his own blood stained 

HI 

"Ah, but lie did not need to make a | 
confidant of liim! What his man had j 
to do was very simple." j 
. "How do you mean? What has oc- : 
curred?" I 

"I came here early and have loitered 1 

! in the saloon opposite ever since. After i 
a time a carriage drove up, and a man , 
dressed in the clothing which Mora | 
wore at my house alighted. I saw at : 
once, however, that it was not Mora. ! 
He went into the house, remained only I 

•a few minutes and when he came out j 

"went off ou foot, leaving the carriage | 
•-Standing. Evidently lie was intrusted I 
merely with the delivery of a letter." ! 

"To Mrs. Morton. Yes; you are right. I 
•Goon." | 

"Nearly an hour passed, and I was I 
hoping that you might arrive. Then 
• woman came out and entered the 

• carriage. Next a man brought out a 
••trunk, which was placed on the car
riage seat, and then the vehicle was 
driven away." 

"And you did not follow that car
riage?" 

"How could I do so?" was Mr. 
. Mitchel's unsatisfactory reply. 

"You are right again. There are no 
cabs at hand in this neighborhood. 
Well, it's too bad. They've beaten us 
for the time. B.ut I'll find that wo
man again, or my name's not Barnes. 
Come. We will go into the house." 

"I have already been in," said Mr. 
Mitchel quietly. "There is nothing to 
be gained. The woman has gone, and 
she has her personal effects 
with her. She left a letter for Mora in 
the baker shop, which you saw him 
receive. Curiously enough, the room 
occupied by Mora when he calls him
self Morton remains untouched. I have 
seen the landlady, and she tells me 
that Mrs. Morton lias 'left for good.' I 
asked about Mr. Morton, and she re
plied: 'Bless your 'cart, 'e's my best 
lodger, 'e is. 'K takes 'is room by the 
quarter.' " 

"Did you ask whether he was Mrs. 
Morton's husband V" 

. "I thought it a useless question my
self, but I also imagined that you 

r  might expect me to ask it, so I did so. 
.She declared, as I felt, assured that 
she would, that there was nothing be
tween the two but friendship. In short, 
she told the same story which Mora 
told us. She had thoroughly learned 
her lesson, you may be sure." 

"You mean that he sent a letter to 
Mrs. Morton instructing her how to ar
range matters? Of course. What a foal 

, I've beeu to waste such valuable time 
following that devil about! But did 
you not find anything that might serve 

. as a clew?" 
"Nothing whatever in the woman's 

room, but I took the liberty of remov
ing this from the mantel in Morton's 

; apartment." 
He handed Mr. Barnes a cabinet 

photograph, which that gentleman 
- looked at carefully. It was t.lie picture 

of a young girl, and printed on the 
card were the words, "The Lily of the 
Valley." 

"What does (his amount to?- ' asked 
Mr. Barnes. "This is a photograph of 
a little '.actress who sings in the con
cert halls on the Bowery." 

"Then you- fee no significance in the 
fact that I found it in Mora's room?" 

"None whatever," said Mr. Barnes. 
"The picture is pretty and can be 
bought for 25 cents. I'll wager that 
every .Johnny in town has one on his 
mantel." 

"You do not think that it is the pho
tograph of this Mrs. Morton?" 

"Why, no! Of course not. Do you 
not s»« how youthful this girl is? That 

i Is not all artifice, though she poses as 
a child actress on the stage. I happen 
to know that 'The Lily of the Valley' 
is scarcely more than 10, and she's 
more of a child in her manner than 
even her years indicate." 

"She's a very pretty child," scid Mr. 
Mitchel, taking the photograph back 
and looking at it. While thus engag
ed he was startled to hear Mr. Barnes 

... Bay in an undertone: 
"Look! Look quickly at the window 

on the top floor of that house!" Mr. 
Mitchel did eo, but merely caught a 
glimpse of a man withdrawing his 
head. It disappeared before he could 
iccocnize it. 

it* int.;.! 

garments when leaving the house; sec
ond, Preacher Jim had contended that 
this could not be, because if the watch
man was to be believed when claiming 
that he had seen the wearer of the 
suit come out of the house he should 
be credited with beiug equally correct 
in his statement that lie had seen it 
on the man going in; third, Mora ad
vanced exactly the same argument and 
then claimce that, the suit had beeu 
appropriated by the murderer, who 
had stolen it from the Essex street 
house: fourth, if Mr. Barnes was cor
rect, here was Preacher Jim peeping 
from a window of this very house. 

What logical deduction should lie ac
cept? Why did Mora first advance 
one theory and then adopt: another? 
In his excitement, in the first place, 
had ho forgotten that the watchman 
must be believed wholly or not at all? 
And was the second theory invented to 
meet the occasion? 

Since Preacher Jim apparently had 
access to this house, had he shown 
Mora the mistake that he had made? 
As a professional crook was he coach
ing this young man through the diffi
culties of his first crime? Or, if they 
were intimate, as they must be accord
ing to that view, were .they accom
plices? Had Mora committed the deed 
himself, or had he secured the services 
of Preacher Jim for the bloody deed? 
Or, since Preacher Jim had suggested 
a sufficient motive for the murder by a 
professional crook, had he conducted 
the enterprise himself in order to ob
tain the will and subsequently black
mail Mora? Had he stolen the clothes 
in which he might enter the Mora 
mansion, deceiving the watchman as 
to his identity, and had he then artful
ly returned them'/ 

Mr. Mitcliel had'just formulated this 
question mentally when Preacher Jim 
himself emerged from the house and 
approached. This action showed that 
he was not afraid to have it known 
that he had been in the house. Mr. 
Mitchel admired his boldness and was 
curious to hear what he would sny. 

"Well, gentlemen." said Preacher 
Jim. nodding to Mr. Barnes, who ac
knowledged the .salutation, and ex
tending his hand to Mr. Mitchel, who 
took it. "it lias beeu an entertaining 
drama, has it not? Though, pardon 
me. Mr. Barnes. I am forgetting. You 
missed a part of it, eh?" 

"Missed a part of what?" asked the 
detective coldly. "I do not understand 
you." 

"Oh. you are not. so stupid as you 
would have me believe. Mr. Detective! 
If you were, certain friends of mine 
would be at liberty instead of serving 
the government. I allude to the hasty 
departure which you arrived too late 
to witness." 

"How do you know that?" asked Mr. 
Mitchel sharply. 

"I have eyes in my head and brains 
in m.v skull. I have been looking on 
from the giiller.v, as it were, while you, 
Mr. Mitchel. occupied a private box 
and Mr. Barnes, here, standing room 
only and at the very end of the play 
too." 

"What do you mean by the gallery?" 
asked Mr. Mitchel persistently. 

"Four llights up: top tloor, front win
dow; place empty; last tenant moved 
out on account of rats and a leaky 
roof; next tenant not yet in prospect, 
so my friend, Slippery Sam, who 
boasts tt.e pleasure of your acquaint
ance and who is not very particular 
about where he sleeps or how. so long 
as no rent is collected, litis pre-empted 
the place and taken up Ids temporary 
lodging therein during the last few 
days." 

"How many days, to be exact?" ' 
"Ah, I see! You wish to work up 

our friend's history. Well, to be ex
tol, eight, days. At least, that is ac
cording to his statement, and I rely 
on it because—well, because I do not 
think that Sam has the courage to lie 
to Preacher Jim." 

"And you were callittg on him, I 
suppose," suggested Mr. Mitchel. 

"Oh, no, not at all! I have never 
before been in the house, though of 
course I have known where Sam was 
residing ever since he moved In. That 
is according to our system, which I 
think I explained to you. But since 
you seem to be curious to know how 

and why I was in the place I have no 
reason to conceal the facts from you." 

"1 do not deny that I would like to 
know," said Mr. Mitchel. 

"Well, then, in connection with cer
tain matters I came down into this 
neighborhood to watch Sam personally 
for a few hours. Therefore you may 
be sure I did not call on him, as you 
suggest. Reaching here. I saw you 
playing the spy, and I decided that it 
would be quite as profitable perhaps 
to watch you. I might learn just what 
you are up to, you see. I felt repaid 
for my trouble when I saw Sam join 
you, for then I knew"— 

Here he paused for a moment, be
cause, observing Mr. Mitchel closely 
while speaking, at this point he saw 
that gentleman dart a swift glance in 
his direction, which he rightly inter
preted to mean that he did not wish 
Mr. Barnes to know more of his inter
view with Slippery Sam. Preacher Jim 
therefore concluded his sentence in dif
ferent words from those which he had 
at first contemplated using. He went 
on: 

—"that. I could kill two birds with 
one stone and keep an eye on both of 
you. I saw that Sam did not intend to 
return to the house, and while he was 
talking with you I concluded that I 
could not do better than to run up to 
the room which he had just left. I 
might make some discoveries there, 
and the window offered a good place 
from which to observe you." 

"So you were playing the spy, then," 
said Mr.-Barnes, with a sneer. "Mr. 
Mitchel told me that you had boasted 
that if you were a detective you would 
not adopt such methods." 

"Quite true," replied Preacher Jim 
promptly, "if I were a detective. A 
large if, Mr. Barnes, eli? But as I am 
only a common criminal, why, the rule 
does not apply, does it?" 

"You were playing detective if we 
believe your own story. Therefore you 
should liava used your brains, if you 
have any. That was your brag." 

"As to my brains, you should not ex
pect. me 1o be as clever as yourself. 
As to my spying, that is another af
fair. You detectives have an axiom, 
"Set a thief to catch a thief.' We 
crooks have another, 'Spy on a spy and 
he won't spy you.' We must live up 
to axioms, or the literature of the lan
guage would lose its luster." 

"Spy on me as much as you like," 
said Mr. Barnes testily. "Much good 
may it do you." 

"This is idle talk," interrupted Mr. 
Mitchel. "ami mere waste of time. 
Treacher Jim. you prophesied that the 
plaid suit of clothes supposed to have 
been worn by the murderer of Mr. Mo
ra would be found." 

"I did, and I still believe so." 
Mr. Barnes made signs to Mr. Mitch

el protesting against what he foresaw 
was about to occur, but that gentleman 
did not heed him. 

"You are right. The suit has been 
found." 

"Indeed! Where? How?" 
"Young Mora was seen to throw it 

into the river, and it was fished out 
again." 

"Young Mora? Threw the things 
into the river? That looks suspicious, 
very suspicious. It almost up et my 
own theory." 

"I would like to hear exactly what 
your theory is." said Mr. Barnes 

"I have no doubt," replied Preacher 
.Tim, with a scornful laugh, "but aiding 
detectives is out of my line. I'm a 
crook, but not so low down as that." 

"Tell me why you think Mora's ac
tion suspicious?" askfed Mr. Mitchel, 
with a signal to Mr. Barnes to allow 
him to continue the conversation. 

"Why, you ought to see that your
self." said the criminal. "Mora's prop
osition is thar the murderer wore these 
togs over his own. Having found 
them, he ought to have carried them 
to the police station, that their condi
tion might corroborate his theory, if 
possible. Tfcut he did not do this 
tempts one to think that he has little 
faith in his own theory." 

"Again ,vou are right," said Mr. 
Mitchel. admiring the logical manner 
in which the man reached his deduc
tions. "Mora now says that, he offered 
that explanation to the police because 
he thought of nothing better at the 
time. Now he argues that the murder
er stole his clothes here in Essex 
street, wore them to the house, com
mitted the crime and returned them to 
the closet from which he had taken 
them." 

"So that is the new edition of his 
theory, is it? Quite a pretty story. 
The criminal must have had a fairy 
godmother to throw dust in people's 
eyes, lest they see her protege in all' 
this coming and going. Pah! Mora is 
a coward." 
• "Why so?" 

"He hit the nail on the head the first 
time and then is afraid of the conse
quences ol telling tin? truth." 

"Speak more plainly." 
"I will do so, though I ought not to 

be teaching this detective his trade. 
But this time I will show him that I 
can use brains. Listen! Let us imag
ine the circumstances. Mora told Hie 
police that the murderer wore the 
plaid suit over his own clothing, the 
presumption of course being that there 
was blood upon him. When released 
from the lockup he hurries down here 
aud looks over ihe clothes. He finds 
upon them something that corrobo
rates Uii theory. Then he grows 
alarmed. llc-di, !s not obj'K:'; to having 
the police think lie lias told the truth, 
but he fears to have them know that 
he did. They might wonder liow lie 
chanced to make so good a gucs*." 

"Aud for that reason you think he 
finally decided, to destroy the things? 
You may be right, but we could test it 
if Mr. Barnes would permit us to see 
the clothes. Will you?" 

Mr. Barnes had serious objections 
to this, but did not like to refuse a re
quest which he saw that Mr. Mitchel 
made with great earnestness. There
fore, with much reluctance, he led the 
way to his otlice in lower Broadway 

and produced the bundle or ciotntng. 
The garments had been opened and 
dried and were now in a'wrinkled and 
slightly shrunken condition. 

"Now, then," said Mr. Mitchel, ad
dressing Preacher Jim, "you think 
there might have been something about 
these which would corroborate .Mora's 
first theory. You must have had some 
detiuite thought, in your mind, and I 
half suspect that I could guess what 
you menu, but I would be glad to have 
you tell me." 

"It is very simple. These garments 
must have blood stains upon them, or 
Mora, would not. have thrown them 
into the river. The stains must have 
reached the clothes either during the 
commission of the murder or after
ward. In the first instance, the blood 

|  would primarily show upon the out
side. In the second, it would be upon 
the inside, from contact with the other 
clothes." 

"Very good as far as it goes. But. as 
fresh blood would readily soak through 
the cloth it would appear on either 
side, would it. not?" 

"You overlook the lining in the vest 
and tipper part of the trousers. If the 
blood was spattered on the outside 
during the killing, there would be but 
little If any stain upon the linings. 
If, on the contrary, these clothes were 
slipped over the blood stained gar
ments of the murderer, there would be 
much blood upon the linings, and very 
little comparatively would soak 
through to the outside opposite to these 
places. In the unlined portions it 
would, of course, be difficult to decide, 
but a man would be lucky indeed to 
have the blood spatter so fortunately." 

As Mr. Mitchel listened he thought of 
Mr. Barnes' statements (hat this man 
was mad. Could it be? If so, he had 
some very rational moments. He now 
carefully examined the clothing him
self. First he took up the coat, upon 
which he found nothing. 

"No blood upon that, I believe," said 
he. passing it to Preacher Jim. who 
took it. calmly and also looked it over. 
"So far there is no clew one way or the 
other." 

'•r beg your pardon," said Preacher 
Jim. "You are mistaken." 

"How? Do you find any stains?" 
"No; but. that, does not prove that 

this coat, may not furnish an important 
clew. I will explain after you have ex
amined the other things." 

"I find something here." said Mr. 
Barne», who had been examining the 
trousers, "which seems to show that 
you have reasoned cleverly. There are 
a few blood stains near the knee, but 
there is only a slight one higher up, 
whereas the pocket is quite badly 
stained." 

"Let me see," said Mr. Mitchel, tak
ing the garment. "By heaven, you are 
right, Preacher Jim! The stain is on 
the side of the pocket which must have 
rested next to the garment which it 
covered; yet, although the cloth is thin, 
there is actually no stain on the other 
half of the pocket." 

"That is strange," said Preacher Jim, 
coming and looking on. "IIow do you 
account for it?" 

"I think that there was something in 
the- pocket: which protected the other 
half. Who knows? It may have been 
the stolen will." 

"In which case the will would be 
bloody ou one side," suggested Mr-
Barnes. 

"If it were found and showed such a 
stain, what beautiful corroborative de
tails we would have!" said Preacher 
.Tim. 

"Without such corroboration we must 
be convinced by this alone that Mora's 
first, theory was the correct one. The 
murderer wore these things over his 

0 

Preacher Jim'crentr," sAicrnir. oat-u<», 
"for capital reasoniug, nl least in this 
case. Still, I do not see that it aids 
us much. We are still no nearer to 
the identity of the murderer. We are 
forced to believe that no oue went in 
or out of that house that night, except 
the man in the plaid suit. If the mur
derer was not so dressed, then he must 
have been in hiding on the premises 
and must, have committed the crime 
after young Mora came home, or he 
would not have been able to take the 
clothes as a disguise when going out." 

"You are carrying us in too deep 
and to no purpose," said Mr. Mitchel. 
"That theory is untenable, for you 
must remember that if Mora came 
home in the suit it must have been he 
who wont out again. Otherwise he 
could not have returned at 5 in the 
morning. But. if he it. was who wore 
the suit in aud then out of the house, 
how about the tale which these stains 
seem to tell? What do you make of 
it, Preacher .Tim?" 

"I believe that the murderer wore 
the suit going in aud coming out. but 
that he was dressed in his undercloth
ing only during the killing." 

"By heavens, you have guessed the 
truth!" exclaimed Mr. Barnes. "Mora 
came home and disrobed partially, pre
paring to retire. Then he must have 
visited his father's room for some 
purpose. A' quarrel ensued, during 
which lie killed the old man. No; he 
must have gone to the room contem
plating the crime, for he carried the 
weapon with liitu. Afterward he dress
ed again and went down to his Essex 
street place, where he mu3t have de
stroyed his underclothing. It was not 
until yesterday that he remembered 
the possibility of the outer garments 
being also stained." 

"Is that your opinion, Preacher 
Jim?" asked Mr. Mitchel, speaking 
slowly and watching the man closely. 
"Is it your belief that Mr. Mora was 
killed by his son?" 

"Since you insist upon having my 
views—yes." replied Preacher Jim, gaz
ing back into Mr. Mitchel's eyes un
moved. "1 believe that Mr. Mora was 
killed by his son." 

"So, then, we are all of one mind," 
said Mr. Barnes. 

"Are we?" asked Mr. Mitchel. 
'True; you have not expressed your 

opinion," answered Mr. Barnes. 
"No; I have not expressed my opin

ion as yet," said Mr. Mitchel. 

PROFESSIONAL CARDS. 

ATTORNEYS. 

J. P. CONNER, 

ATTORNEY-AT- LAW. 
OENISON, IOWA. 

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

P. E. C. LALLY, 

ATTORNEY-AT-LAW. 
OENISON. IOWA. 

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

"The murderer did not wear these clothe# 
durum the  k i l l ing  of  Mr.  Mom." 

own clothing. Bur you have uot: told 
us what evidence you find in the coat 
which is uot stained." 

"You have not examined the vest. 
What do yon find there?" 

"The vest adds lo the chain." said 
Mr. Barnes, handing it to Mr. Mitchel. 
"See how bfidly the lining is stained 
on one side- and how little blood has 
soaked through." 

"Now, then, Preacher Jim." said Mr. 
Mitcliel. "what do you make out o.' 
'the coat?" 

"I thought likely that you would find 
some stain on the vest. If you had not 
done so, my theory would have been 
upset. As it is, you see that the mur
derer got a bad staiu upon himself, 
above the waist, probably in the strug
gle with the man after he was wound
ed. If he had been dressed in this 
coat, Ihe slaiu would have been on it." 

"True," Interposed Mr. Mitchel, "but 
he might have removed his coat when 
lie saw that the struggle was inevita
ble." 

"Very good, In that case the vest 
would have had this blood, fresh upon 
the outside, and Ihe lining of the coat 
would have snaked up the moist blood 
when the garment was put on again." 

"You are right," said Mr. Mitchel. 
"Then it stands proved by these bloody 
marks that the murderer did not wear 
these clothes during the killing of Mr. 
Mora." 

"All this is evqry pj;aity, and I give 

't & 

(To be Continued.) 

One Old Home Guard* Another. 
Two beautiful chestnut horses. Jack 

and Sam, were among my early friends. 
They were clean built, high stepping 
trotters of a speed which might have 
distinguished them on the track, but 
they led a happier life, being favorite 
carriage horses in a region of beauti
ful country roads or sometimes, under 
the saddle, threading lovely forest 
paths. 

Rarely used in single harness, they 
had been as rarely separated, and 
when in their old age Sam became 
blind it was a touching thing to see 
Jack's constant watchfulness over him. 
Their pasturage was iu fields broken 
by rocky ledges and where more 'haa 
one steep ravine suddenly descended 
from the smooth sward. Jack never 
left his friend. Constantly beside him, 
if Sam went too near a perilous edge, 
the stream, a rock or fence, he would 
go between him and the danger, push 
iug him aside or, if that could not be 
done, ho would take him by the mane 
aud gently lead him to a place of safe 
ty. No aliu"ements_ in lumps of sugar, 
apples or the salt basket ever drew 
Jack from his depeudent friend.—Our 
Animal Friends. 

Not to Be Discouraged. 
"Polite society" is ofteu at its wits' 

end to devise means of getting rid of 
people who are not wanted as callers 
or visitors, but who will not take a 
hint, for polite society cannot say in 
so many words, "I do uot want you to 
come again " A French paper repeats 
this dialogue between two ladies: 

"And so you still receive that dread
ful Mme. Comeagain?" 

"Impossible to get her to take a hint! 
Do you know, the last time she called 
I never offered her a chair!" 

"And what was the result?" 
"Result? Why, the uext time she 

came she brought a folding camp 
stool!" 

By a Modern A5aop. 
In the days when Children under

stood the language of Everything a 
Boy was telling his Troubles to the 
liggs. 

"They always Beat me." he Com
plained, "unless I am Good." 

"They will uot beat us." observed the 
Eggs, "unless we are Good." 

Moral.—There must be some Mistake 
in those Jokes about Omelets.—Balti
more American. 

Where He Didn't §tudy. 
"My gracious!" cried the sympathet

ic girl. "Your dog seems half starved. 
He looks as if he hadn't had anything 
to eat for a week." 

"Neither he has, poor fellow!" replied 
the college student. "I forgot all about 
him." 

"Why. where was he?" 
"Locked up in my study room!"-

Philadeij-.hia Record. 

Hlaek Hats In Voggne. 
The ail black hat is one of the most 

valuable of summer possessions, says 
Harper's Bazar, It sots off and bal
ances certain flimsy but fashionable 
materials and is at all times appro
priate, whether for walking or driv
ing, for maids or matrons. The black 
hat of the moment is wide of brim, 
which turns down over the hair iu the 
back and "scoops" somewhat in front. 
It is trimmed with large, fluffy bows of 
mousseline de sole, chenille edged and 
the most coquettish. Place on the ex
treme front edge of the brim one or 
two pale crush roses that slightly 
droop downward. 

w. M. MCLENNAN,1 O 

ATTORNEY AT LAW, ' 

Denison, Iowa. „ t 

Office in the Goidheim Block. 

I. V. JACKSON. 

ATTORNEY-AT-LAW, 
DENISON, IOWA. 

^lo.-iey to loau on city and farm property at 
low rates. Optional payments. 

JAMES B. BARRETT, 

ATTORNEY AT LAW, 

DENISON, IOWA. 

Room 1, Fust National Bank Building. 
Loans and Insurance. 

PHYSICIANS. 

L. L. BOND, M. D. 

SURGEON AND PHYSICIAN. 
DENIsON. IOWA. 

Office over B;mk of Denison. 

WM. ISEMINGER. M. D., 

PHYSICIAN AND SURGEON. 
DENISON. IOWA. 

(Jails attended day or night. Office up-
it.airs over liurk's drug store. 

C. E. BOLLES, M. D.. 

PHYSICIAN AND SURGEON. 
DENI-ON IOWA. 

Homeopathic. Prompt response to profes
sional calls. Office oast of Wilson House. • 

W, \\\ HOLMES, M. D., 

PHYSICIAN AND SURGEON. 
DENISON, IOWA. 

GBP"Office on Main street. • > 

H. A. BOYLE, M. D., 

PHYSICIAN AND SURGEONV 

DEN ISC N, IOWA. 

JUice in Cassaday's drug store. 

WM. T. WRIGHT, M. D., 

PHYSICIAN AND SURGEON. 
DENISON, IOWA. < 

ofticu over Shaw & Kuohnle's Rank. Resi-
l»nce. two doors north of city hull. 

DENTISTS jfiSp.: 

J. V. ROBINSON. D. D. S., 

bURGEON DENTIST. 

OENISON, IOWA. 
l ' 'rom State-University ;of Towa. graduate 

(rum Northwestern UnlvorsityJDontal Col-
Chicago, also fronuState Board of Den

tal Examiners.by examination. ^Satisfaction 
tu&ranteed. 

C3fi"OfHi:e over Bulk's drugstore. 

B. F. PHILBROOK, 

RESIDENT DENTIST. 
DENISON, IOWA. 

liinrt. o-rirle dental work. Teeth extracted 
without pain. Office over Kelly's shoe store. 

FOR THE BEST 
CEMENT work at  lowest  
prices consistant  with f irst  
class work cal l  or  address 

/. 0. Orem, - Denison, Iowa. 

The 

Chicago 
Tribune 
is a newspaper for bright and intelligent peo
ple. It is made up to attract people who think. 

Is not neutral or colorless, constantly trim
ming in an endeavor to please both sides, but 
it is independent in the best sense of the word. 

It has pronounced opinions and is fearless iu 
expressing them, but it is always fair to its 
opponents. 

Matters of national or vital public interest 
get more space in THE TRIBUNE than in any 
other paper in the West. 

For these reasons it is the newspaper you 
should read during the forthcoming political 
campaign. 

THE TRIBUNE'S financial columns never 
mislead the public. 

Its facilities for gathering news, both local 
and foreign, are far superior to those of any 
other newspaper in the West. 

It presents the news in as fair a way as pos
sible, and lets its readers form their opinions. 

While it publishes the most comprehensive 
articles on all news features, if you are busy 
the "Summary of THB DAILY TRIBUNE" 
published daily on the first page gives you 
briefly all the news of the day within one col
umn. 

Its sporting news Is always the best, and its 
S>mday Pink Sporting Section is better than 
any sporting paper in the country. 

It is the "cleanest" daily printed in tne West, 

for acceptable Idea*. 
State If patented, i 

THE PATENT RECORD, 
—.—, Baltimore, Md. 
bobscription price of the PATENT BBOOSJD TUOD 

per annum. Samples free. 

if 
is 


