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with a brilliant idea. "Let me be in soberty to bed. !tn tbe night be dreamt 
bed," he said and found himself so.; 0{ granger of Winch. 
"Undressed," be stipulated and, find- j Ijie nextdayMr. Fotheringay heard 
tag. the sheets cold, added hastily, "and {WO .interesting items tl news. Some 
in' my nightshirt—no, in a nice, soft {.^ng -had .planted a most beautiful 
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wooleh nightshirt Ah," "he said, w 1 
Immense enjoyment, "and now let me 
be comfortably asleep!" 
,He awoke at his usual hour and was 

pensive all through breakfast time, 
wondering whether his overnight ex
perience might not be a particularly 

I vivid dream. At length his mind 
turned again to cautious experiments. 
For instance, he had three eggs for 

climbing rose against the elder Mf. 
Qdfljghott's private house in the 
Lulmfoirough 'road, and the river as far 
as Bawllng's mill was to be dragged 
for Constable Wlheb. 

Mr. Fotheringay was abstracted and 
thoughtful all that day and. performed 
no miracles either on that day or the 
next, except certain provisions for 
Winch and the miracle of completing 

; breakfast, two his landlady had sap- jjj8 day'S frork with punctual perfec-
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self alcrtie in lite little bedroom in 
Church, row that he was able to grapple 
seriously with hiB rmemories of the oc
currence and asTj," What on earth hap
pened?" 

He irad removed his coat and boots 
and was sitting on the bed with his 
bands In bis pockets repeating the text 
of Ills defense for the seventeenth 
time, "I didu't want the confounded 
thing to upset," when it occurred to 
him that at the.precise moment he had 
saM the .commanding words he had in
advertently willed the thing he said 
and "that when he'had seen the lamp In 
the air be had felt that it depended on 
him to maintain it there without being 
clear how this was to be done. He 
liad not a ;partlcularly complex mind, 
•or be might .hnve stuck for a time at i intended among other things to 
that "inadvertently willed," embracing, ! crease bis personal property by 
as it does, 'the abstrusest problems of ; ostentatious acts of creation. 

II i f'T IS doubtful whether 
? .the gift was innate. 
|;:>; .'For ;my~ own part, I 

think it came to him 
fsuddenly. Indeed, un-
^ , til'he was 30 he was a 

- i skeptic and did not be-
v ^ lleve in miraeulous 
powers. And :here,:since it is the most 
convenient .place, :I -must mention that 
he'was ;a little man:jwrd' had eyes of a 
hot brown, wery-ereet red hair, a mus
tache like ifhe German • pmperor's and 
freckles. His name was George Mc-

"Whirter \Fot'hering«iy-^not the sort of 
name by means rto: lead to any ex
pectation of miracles—and he was derk 
at Gomshatt's. He wasrgreatly addict
ed to assertive argument. It was while 
he wa»^asserting the • impossibility of 
miracles that he had .his first intima
tion 6f bis •extraordinary!, powers. This 
particular /argument wai beiug held In 
the bar otf r£he Long Dragon, and Tod
dy Beamish was,conducting the opposi
tion by a .monotonous l bnt effective "so 
you say" that -drove .'Mr.. Fotheringay 
to the' wery ilimit .of .his, patience. 

There .were .present, ..besides these 
two, a -very .dusty ^cyclist. Landlord 
Cox and Sites Maybridge, the perfect
ly respectable :ond .rather portly bar- j i»m to explain it: I don't know." He 
maid of ithe Dragon. Miss Maybridge i sighed beawily anjd began feeling in his 
was standing with 'her back to Mr. I ^ocikets for a match. He could find 
Fotheringay, 'washing glasses. The I none, and he irose .and groped about the 
others were watching :him, more or j toilet tahle. MI wish I had a match," 
less amused 1?y .the present ineffective- i jje «aid. He >resonted to his coat, and 
ness of ithe assertive .method. Goaded i there was ;none i there, and then it 
by the Tbures 'Vedras atactics of Mr. | dawned upon him; that miracles were 

plied, good, but shoppy, and one was a 
delicious fresh goose egg, laid, cooked 
and served by his extraordinary will. 
He hurried off to Gomshott's to a 
state of profound but carefully con
cealed excitement, bfit only remem
bered the shell of the third" egg when 
his landlady spoke of it that night. 
All day he could do no work because 
of this astonishingly new self knowl
edge, but this caused him no incon
venience, because he made up for it 
miraculously in his last ten minutes. 

As the day wore on his state of mind 
passed from wonder to elation, albeit 
the circumstances of bis •dismissal from 
the Long Dragon were still disagree-

tian In spite of all the bee swarm of 
thoughts that hummed through his 
mind. And the extraordinary abstrac
tion anjl meekness of bis manner were 
remarked by several people and made 
a matter for jesting. For the most 
part he was thinking of Winch. 

On Sunday evening he went to chap
el, and, oddly -enough, Mr. Maydig, who 
took a certain interest in occult mat
ters, preached about "things that are 
not lawful." Mr. Fotheringay was 
not a regular chapel goer, but the syo-
tem of assertive skepticism, to which 
I have already alluded, was now-very 
much shaken. The tenor of the ser
mon threw au entirely new light on 

able to recall, and a garbled account ^hese novel gifts, and he suddenly de-
cided to consult Mr. Maydlg imme
diately after the service. So soon as 
that was determined he found himself 
wondering why he had not done so 
before. 

Mr. Maydig, a lean, excitable man 

of the matter that had reached his col
leagues led to some badinage. It was 
evident he must be careful how he lift
ed frangible articles, but in other 
ways bis gift promised more and more 
as be turned it over in his,mind. He 

'in-
un-
He 

voluntary action, but as It was the J called into existence a pair of very 
ISea came to 'liini with a quite accept- splendid diamond studs and hastily 
able bazlness. And from that, follow- annihilated them again as young Gom-
lng, as I must -axlmit, no clear logical slaott came across the counting house 
•path, he >eame :to the test of experl-j to his desk. He was afraid young 
ment. Gomshott might wonder how he had 

He pointed resolutely to his(candle' come by them. He saw qulte( clearly 
and collected his' mind, though he felt the gift required caution and watch-

erlngay of everyday Intercourse again. 
Mr. Maydig listened ihtently, the to
bacco jar In his band, and his bearing 
changed also with the course of the 
narrative. Presently, while Mr.Foth-5 

erlngay was ! dealing with the miracle 
of the" third egg, the minister inter
rupted with a fluttering extended 
hand. 

"It is possible," he said, i "It'l(i credi
ble. It Is amazing, of course, but it 
reconciles a number of amazing diffi
culties. The power to work miracles 
is a gift, a peculiar quality, like genius 

.or second sight. Hitherto it has come 
very rarely and to exceptional peo
ple. But in this case—I have always 
wondered at the miracles of Mahomet, 
and at Yogi's miracles, and the mira 
cles of Mme. Blavatsky. But, of 
course—yes, It is a simple gift! It 
carries out so beautifully the argu
ments of that great thinker"—Mr. 
Maydig's voice sank—"his grace the 
Duke of Argyll. Here we plumb 
some profounder law deeper than the 
ordinary laws of nature. Yes. Yes. 
Go on! Go on." 

Mr. Fotheringay proceeded to tell of 
his misadventure with Winch, and 
Mr. Maydig, no longer overawed or 
scared, began to jerk his limbs about 
and interject astonishment. "It's this 
what troubled me most," proceeded 
Mr. Fotheringay; It's this I'm most in 
want of advice for. Of course he's at 
San Francisco, but of course it's awk
ward for both of us, as you'll see, Mr. 
Maydig. I don't see how he can un
derstand what has happened, and I 
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fulness In its exercise, but so far ns 
ho' could judge the difficulties attend
ing Its mastery would be no greater 
than those he had already faced in the 
stndy of cycling. 1ft was that analogy, 
perhaps, quite as much as the feeling 

! In darkness -save: for the expiring glow that he would be un welcome in the 
•of iits wick. - i Long Dragon, that drove him out after 

For a time Mr. Fotheringay sat in ' «upper into the lane beyond the gas 
the darkness, perfectly still. "It did .works to rehearse a few miracles In 
happen, after, all," lie said. "And how private. 

he-did-a foolish thing. "Be raised up," 
he said. But in, a second that feeling 
vanished. The candle was raised, 
bung in the air one giddy moment and. 
JOB Mr. 'Fotheringay gasped, fell with n 
smash on his toilet table, leaving him 

with quite remarkably long wrists and ; dare say he's scared and exasperated 
neck, was gratified at the request for a j something tremendous and trying to 
private conversation from a youngj get at me. I dare say he keeps on 
man whose carelessness In religious i starting off to come here. I send him 
matters was a matter for general re- j back, by a miracle, every few hours, 
mark in the town. After a few nec-1 ^hen i think of it. And of course 1 
essary delays, he conducted him to the: that's a thing he won't be able to 
study of the Manse, which was con-1 understand, and It's bound to annoy | 
tlguous to the chapel, seated him com
fortably, and, standing in front of a 
cheerful fire—his legs threw a Rhodlan 
arch of shadow on the opposite wall-
requested Mr. Fotheringay to state his 
business. 

At first Mr. Fotheringay was a little 
abashed, and found some difficulty in 
opening the matter. "You will scarce
ly believe me, Mr. Maydig, I am 
afraid," and so forth for some time. 
He tried a question at last and asked 
Mr. Maydig his opinion of miracles. 
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. ̂  , Mr. Maydig was still saying "Well" 
There was possibly la'certSln want of ' in an extremely judicial tone, when 

originality in his attempts, for apart Mr. Fotheringay interrupted again, 
from his will power Mr. Fotheringay ; »you don't believe, I suppose, that 
was not a very exceptional man. The gome common sort of person—like my-
mlrade of Moses' rod came to his Beif, for instance—as it might be sit-
mind. but the night was dark and un- J ting here now, might have some sort of 
favorable to the proper control of large ! twist inside him that made him able 

•possible even -with--matches. He ex
tended .a 'hand-and--.scowled at It in the 
dark. "Let there.be a match in that 
band." be said. 

Beamisb, Mr. 'Fotheringay determined 
to make an ..unusual rhetorical effort. 
"Looky here, Mr. Beamish," said Mr. 
Fotheringay, '"let us clearly under
stand What :a miracle .is. It's some- ] ject fall across'his. palm, and his fingers 
thing contrariwise to the. course of : <a0aod upon .a:match. 
nature, <kme iby ;power :of • will, some- j After several ineffectual attempts to 
thing wfeat couldn't happen without i light Uliis ;he discovered it was a safety 

• being specially <willed." ! match. He threw down, and then it 
•y • "So you -sayi" .-said Mr. 33eamlsb, re- j occurred to him that he might have 

pulsing him. | willed ,it lit. He.did.and perceived It 

miraculous snakes. Then he recollect
ed the story of "Tannhauser" that he 
had read on the back of the Philhar
monic programme. That seemed .to him 

He felt some light ob- singularly attractive and harmless. He 
stuck iiis walking stick—a very .nice 
Poona-Penang lawyer—into the turf 
that edged the footpath, and.command
ed the dry wood to blossom. The air 
was immediately full of the scent of 
roses, and by means of a match he sa v 
for fclmself that tbls beautiful miracle 

Mr. ̂ othei^ngaj' itpp^ted "to the cy- j burning in the midst of his toilet table 1 was Indeed accomplished. His' satis-
611st, who bad httbertd been a silent 
auditor, aafl received his aeeent—given 
with a hesitating cough and. a glance 
at Mr. Beamish. 'The landlord would 
express no opinion, and Mr. Fotlierin 

mat. I-Ie caught it up hastily, and it 
went out. His .perception of possibili
ties enlarged, and :he. felt for and re
placed the candle in the candlestick. 

Here, you be lit!" said Mr. Fotherin
gay, returning to Mr. Beamish, received j ga3% an(j forthwith the candle was flar 
the unexpected concession of a quali- ! ing> lie saw a little black hole in 
fled assent to bis definition of a.niiracle. j the toilet cover, with a wisp of smoke 

rising from it. For .a. time he stared 
from this to the little flame and back 

"For instance," said Mr. sFotherin-
i gay, greatly (encouraged, "here would 

met his own 
By this help 

he communed with 4iimself. in silenee 
for a time. 

"How abotrt miracles :now?" said Mr. 
Fotheringay at last, addressing his re
flection. 

The subsequent meditations of Mr. 
Fotheringay were of a severe but con
fused description. So far lie could see 
It was a case of pure willing with him. 
The capture of iiis experiences so far 
disinclined him for any further experi
ments, at least until he had . reconsider
ed them. But he lifted a sheet of paper 
and turned a glass of water pink and 
then green, and he created ,n snail, 

himself a miraeulous new . tooth-

i; 

> be a miracle. That lamp, in the. natural ' and tUen looked up and 
. course of nature, couldn't burn like gaze in the looking glass, 
•.that. up8y down, could iit. Beamish?" j • 

; "You say It couldn't,M said Beamish. | 
. "And you?" said Fotheringay. -"You i 

."don't mean to say—eli?" j 
• "No," said Beamish reluctantly. -"No, j 

. jit. couldn't." I 
••"Very well," said Mr. 'Fotheringay. 

"Then here comes some one, as it might 
be, along here and -stands, -as it might 

"be,'.'here and says to that lamp, a-s ll do, 
collecting all my will: Turn upsy down 
without breaking and go en burnlog 

•.steady; and— Hello!" 
It -was enough to make any one say 

"Hello'!" The Impossible, the incredi-
"ble, Wj&s visible to them all. The lamp , , 
ibung inverted in the air, buying 
.quietly, with its flame pointing down. 
'It was as solid, as indisputable as 
•ever -a damp was. the prosaic, common 
lamp of the Long Dragon bar. 

Mr. Fotheringay stood with an ex
tended forefinger and the knitted 
Drows of one anticipating a catastro
phic smash. 'The-cyclist, who was sit
ting next the lamp, ducked and jump-

,'ed across the bar. Everybody jumped 
more, or less. Miss Maybridge turned 

- and screamed. For nearly three sec
onds the lamp remained still. A faint 
cry of mental distress came from Mr. 
Fotheringay. "I can't keep it up," he 
said, "any longer:" He staggered 
back, and the inverted lamp suddenly 
flared, fell against the corner of the 

' bar, bounced aside., smashed upon the 
• floor and weijt. out. 

It was lucky It had a metal receiver, 
,or the whole place would have been 
jn a blaze. Mr. Cox was the first to 
speak, and his remark, shornof needless 

-^excrescences, ^was to the effect that 
' Fotheringay was a fool. Fotheringay 
-.was beyond disputing even so funda-
-mental a proposition as that. He was 
astonished beyond measure at the 
thing that had occurred. The subse
quent conversation threw .absolutely 

' ' too light on the matter so far as Fother-
,Wgay was concerned; the geueral opin
ion not only followed Mr. Cox very 
closely, but very vehemently. Every 
.one accused Fotheringay of a silly 

' trick and presented him to himself as 
' a foolish destroyer of comfort and se
curity. His mind was In a tornado of 

y perplexity. He was himself inclined to 
• agree with them, and he made a re-
' - markably-ineffectual opposition to the 
" proposal of his departure. * \ 

He went home flushed and heated, 
.coat collar crumpled, eyes smarting 
' and ears red. He watched each of ttie 
ten street lamps nervously as he passed 
it It was only when he found bMn-

The lump humj inverted in the air, burn-
ivy quietly. 

brush. Later in the small hours he had 
reached the fact that his will power 
must be of a particularly rare and pun
gent quality, a fact of which he had 
certainly little inkling before, but no 
certain assurance. ' The scare and per
plexity of his first discovery were now 
qualified by pride in this evidence of 
singularity and by vague Intimations 
of advantaga. He became aware that 
the church clock was striking 1, and as 
it did not occur to him that his dally 
duties at Gomshott's might be miracu
lously dispensed with he resumed un
dressing In order to get to bed without 
further delay. As he struggled to get 
his shirt over his head he was struck 

• i " v 

faction was ended by advancing .foot
steps. Afraid of a premature discov
ery of his powers, be addressed the 
blossoming stick hastily: "Go back." 
What he meant was "change back:" 
but of course he was confused. The 
stick receded at a considerable veloci
ty, and incontinently came a cry of an
ger and a bad word from the approach
ing person. "Who are you throwing 
brambles at, you fool?" cried a voice. 
"That got me on the shin." 

"I'm sorry, old chap," said Mr. Foth
eringay, and then, realizing the awk
ward nature of the explanation, caught 
nervously at his mustache. He saw 
Winch, one of the three Immeriug con
stables, advancing. 

"What d'yer mean by it?*' asked the 
constable. "Hello! It's you, is It? 
Tl^e gent that broke the lamp at the 
Long Dragon!" 

"I don't mean anything by It," said 
Mr. Fotheringay. "Nothing at all." 

"What d'yer do it for then?" 
"Oh, bother!" said Mr. Fotheringay. 
"Bother indeed! D'yer know that 

stick hurt? What d'yer do It for, eh?! 

For the moment Mr. Fotheringay 
could not think what he had done it 
for. His silence seemed to irritate Mr. 
Winch. "You've been assaulting the 
police, young man. this time. That's 
what you done." 

"Look here. Mr. Winch," said Mr. 
Fotheringay. annoyed and confused. 
"I'm very sorry. The fact is"— 

"Well?" 
He could think of no way but the 

truth. "I was working a miracle." 
He tried to speak iu au offhand way. 

:but try as he would he couldn't. 
"Working a— 'Ere, don't talk rot. 

•Working a miracle, indeed! Miracle! 
'Well that's downright funny! Why, 
•you's the chap that don't believe in 
miracles. Fact is, this Is another of 
your sljly conjuring tricks; that's what 
this is. Now, I tell you"— 

But Mr. Fotheringay never heard 
what Mr. Winch was going to tell him. 
He realized he had given himself away, 
flung his valuable secret to the fair 
winds of heaven. A violent gust of ir
ritation swept him to action. He turn
ed on the constable swiftly and fierce
ly. "Here," he said. "I've had enough 
of this, I have! I'll show you a silly | 
conjuring trick, I will! Go to hades! ! 
Go, now!" 

He was alone! 
Mr. Fotheringay performed no more 

miracles that night, nor did he trouble 
to see what had become of his flower-1 
Ing stick. He returned to the town 
forthwith, scared and very quiet, and j 
went to his bedroom. "Lord," he said, ! 
"It's a powerful gift, an extremely ] 
powerful gift. I didn't hardly mean 
as much as that. Not really. I won
der what hades is like!" 

He sat on the bed taking off his 
boots. Struck by a happy thought, he 
transferred the constable to San Fran
cisco and without any more interfer
ence with normal causation went 

to do tliing£"by his will." 
"It's possible," said Mr. - Maydig. 

"Something of the sort, perhaps, is 
possible." 

"If I might make free with some
thing here, I think I might show you 
by a sort of .experiment," said Mr. 
Fotheringay. "Now, take that tobac
co jar on the table, for instance. What 
I want to know is whether what I am 
going to do with it is a miracle or not. 
Just half a minute, Mr. Maydlg, 
please." " ' 

He knitted his brows, pointed to the 
tobacco jar and said, "Be a bowl of 
violets." 

The tobacco jar did as it was or
dered. 

Mr. Maydig started violently at the 
change and stood looking from the 
thaumaturgist to the bowl of flowers. 
He said nothing. Presently he ven
tured to lean over the table and smell 
the violets; they were fresh picked and 
very fine ones. Then'he stared at Mr. 
Fotheringay again. 

"How did you do that?" he asked. 
Mr. Fotheringay pulled his mustache. 

"Just told it. and there you are. Is 
that a miracle, or is it black art, or 
what Is it? And what-do yDu thlnk's 
the matter with me? That's what I 
want to ask." 

"It's a most extraordinary occur
rence." 

"And yiis day last week I knew no 
more that I could do things like that 
than you did. It came quite suddeu. 
It's something odd about my will, I 
suppose, and that's as far as I can 
see." 

"Is that—the only thing? Could you 
do other things with that?" 

"Lord, yes!" said Mr. Fotheringay 
"Just anything." He thought and 
suddenly recalled a conjuring enter
tainment he had seen. "Here!" He 
pointed. "Change into a bowl of fish 
—no, not (that—change into a glass 
bowl full of water with goldfish swim
ming in it. That's better! You see 
that, Mr. Maydig?" 

"It's astonishing. It's incredible. 
You are either a most extraordinary— 
But no"— 

"I could change It into anything," 
said Mr. Fotheringay, "just anything. 
Here! Be a pigeon, will you?" 

In another moment a blue pigeon 
was fluttering round the room and 
making Mr. May/lig duck every time It 
;ame near him. "Stop tliere, will you?" 
said Mr. Fotheringay, and the pigeon 
hung motionless in the air. "I could 
change it back to a bowl of flowers," 
he said and after replacing the pigeon 
on the table worked that miracle. "I 
expect you will want your pipe pres
ently," he said and restored the tobac
co jar. 

Mr. Maydig had followed all these 
j later changes in a sort of ejaculatory 
j silence. He stared at Mr. Fotherin
gay fearfully and iu a very gingerly 

' manner picked up the tobacco jar, ex
amined it, replaced it on the table. 

| "Well!" was the only expression of his 
feelings. 

"Now, after that it's easier to ex
plain what I came about," said Mr. 
Fotheringay and proceeded to a 
lengthy and involved narrative of his 
strange experiences, beginning with 
the affair of the lamp In the Long 
Dragon and complicated by persistent 
allusions to Winch. As he went on 
the transient pride Mr. Maydig's con
sternation had caused passed away. 
He became the very ordinary Mr. Fotb-

, I-.:.' 

The tobacco jar did as it was ordered. 
him, and of course if he takes a ticket 
every time it will cost him a lot of 
money. I did the best I could for 
him, but of course it's difficult for him 
to put himself In my place. I thought 
afterward that his clothes might have 
got scorched, you know—if hades is all 
it's supposed to be—before I shifted 
him. In that case I suppose they'd 
have locked him up In San Francisco. 
Of course I willed a new suit of 
clothes on him directly I thought of it. 
But, you see, I'm already In a deuce 
of a tangle"— 

Mr. Maydig looked serious. "I see 
you are in a tangle. Yes, it's a diffi
cult position. How you are to end 
it"— He became diffuse and incon
clusive. 

"However, we'll leave Winch for a 
little and discuss the larger question. 
I don't think this is a case of the 
black art or anything of the sort I 
don't think there is any taint of crim
inality about it at all, Mr. Fotheringay 
—none whatever unless you are sup
pressing material facts. No, it's mir
acles—pure miracles—miracles, if I 
may say so, of the very highest class." 

He began to pace the hearth rug and 
gesticulate, while Mr. Fotheringay sat 
with his arm on the table and his head 
on his arm, looking worried. "I don't 
see how I'm to manage about Winch," 
he said. 

"A gift of working miracles—appar
ently a very powerful gift," said Mr. 
Maydig. "will find a way about Winch 
—never fear. My dear sir, you are a 
most important man—a man of the 
most astonishing possibilities. As 
evidence, for example! And in other 
ways, the things you may do"— 

"Yes, I've thought of 9 thing or two," 
said Mr. Fotheringay. "But some of 
the things came a bit twisty. You 
saw that fish at first? Wrong sort of 
bowl and wroug sort of fish. And I 
thought I'd ask some one." 

"A proper course," said Mr. Maydig. 
"a very proper course—altogether the 
proper course." 

He stopped and looked at Mr. Foth
eringay. "It's practically an unlimited 
gift Let us test your powers, for in
stance. If they really are—If they 
really are all they seem to be." 

And so, Incredible as it may seem, In 
the study of the little house behind the 
Congregational chapel, on the evening 
of Sunday, Nov. 10, 189C, Mr. Fother
ingay, egged on and Inspired by Mr. 
Maydig, began to work miracles. The 
reader's attention is specially and defi
nitely called to the date. He will ob
ject, probably has already objected, 
that certain points in this story are im
probable; that if any things of the sort 
already described had Indeed occurred 
they would have been in all the papers 
years ago. The details immediately 
following he will find particularly 
hard to accept, because among other 
things they involve the conclusion that 
Ue or she, the reader in question, must 
have been killed In a violent and un
precedented manner on Nov. 10, 1896. 
Now a miracle is nothing if not im
probable, and as a matter of fact the 
reader was killed in a violent and un
precedented manner on that date. In 
the subsequent course of this story 
that will become perfectly clear and 

DENISON, IOWA. 

Calls attended day or uight. Office up
stairs 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. 

X W. W. HOLMES, M. D., 

PHYSICIAN AND SURGEON. 
DENISON, IOWA. 

rOffice on Main street. 'j 

p'-'-H. A. BOYLE, M. D., 

PHYSICIAN AND SURGEON. 
DENISCN, IOWA. 

Office In Cassaday's drug store. 

WM. T. WRIGHT, M. D., 

PHYSICIAN AND SURGEON; 
DENISON, IOWA. % 

Office over Shaw & Kuehnle's Bank. Resi
dence, two doors north of city hall. 

DENTISTS. 

Continued on page 8 

J. C. ROBINSON, D. D. S. 

I SURGEON DENTIST: 
DENISON, IOWA. 

Prom State University :of Iowa, graduate 
from Northwestern UniversltylDental Col
lege. Chicago, also* from-State Board of Den
tal Examlnersiby examination. Satisfaction 
guaranteed. . 

EET~Office over Burk's drug store, . 

IP 
B. F. PHILBROOK, 

ESIDENT DENTIST. 
DENISON, IOWA. • : 

High grade dental work. Teeth extracted 
lthout pain. Office over Kelly'sshoe store. 

FOR THE BEST 
CEMENT work at lowest 
prices consistant with first - rk 
class work call or address 

/. 0. Orem, - Denison, Iowa, 

H* 

Penn Mutual Life Insurance 
^.v;_ l ESTBLISHED 1847.1 

ALL FORMS OF LIFE INSURANCE. 

C. H. & H. E. RUMSEY, Gen. Agts, 
Des Moines, Iowa. 

W. IV. Cushman, - Local Agent, Denison. 

•DENISON? 
J B R I C  K :  
: WORKS I 

'x High grttde building 
brick Repressed brick 

> on hand. The use of 
improved machinery 

'i makes our brick of the 
*, best durable quality. 
f For our prices address 

A I #SO<>OCOOC<XX>OOCOOOOOOCCCOO<5 

:c. GREElTProp3 
• DENISON, ICWA. J  
•••••••••••••••••••• 

LEADING BARBER SHOP 
, H, D. Lorentzen, Prop. 

Under First National Bank, 
Fmir Chairs All Work First-Olass 

J. W. BAKER,, m-

Kerosene and Gasolene 
Delivered at your homes; -
a great convenience. Air
ways prompt and reliable. 

OVISTS FOE SALE! 

' ' " V 
V» ' -J Ci-jj-j-'.'tTir.Yr 


