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I H OME Wholesome and Pure,
s ; o o : Made t6 order and kept in stock.
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Butter Scotch, Taffy, Lemon Drops and
all the rest made in Denison out of best
materials by experienced candy maker.

The kind that mother used to make,

"THE
-‘PALACE
BAKERY
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W. A. McHENRY, Pres.

First National Bank.

DENISON, IOWA.

: Capital and Surplus, - - - $125,000.00.
Deposits, - - -{ - - - 425,000.00.
Loans, ° = - - - 5 450,000. 00.

‘With our thirty years of experience in the banking business and our large
capital and constant increasing deposits we are able to take care of our custom-
ers at the lowest rates. Deposits received subject to be drawn at sight. Time
certificates issued drawing three per cent for six and four per cent fortwelve
months. We make a specialty of loaning money on cattle to be fed for market
as well as indiviGuals. Also make first mortgage loans on improved farms at
cuarrent rates. We eell lands, town lots, furnish abstracts of title and sell
steamship tickets for foreign ports. Our officers speak Germau. We solicit
your patronage.

MONEY TO LOAN CN LONG OR SHORT TIME.

||
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A full line of Chamois Vests and Chest
If you have weak lungs

Protectors.
and are subject to colds from slight
changes in the weather, you cannot
afford to be without one.

A complete line of Amole Vegetable
Avoid chapped hands,by using
good soap.

Soap.

We have added a line of Formaldchy
The new-
est and most scientific method for the

de Generators and Inhalers.
~

treatment of Catarrh, Bronchiitis and
all Lung and Bronchial Troubles.

YOURS FOR GOOD HEALTH.

C. F. Gassaday & Co.

0222222229222 022292 20 %2 %Y

:

NEW BUSINESS HOUSE OPENED

d. KALMEDSOD,

Dealer in all Grades of Scrap Iron and all
Kinds of Metals, The highest cash price
paid for old iron, dry bones, beer bottles, rags,
rubbers, ropes, Prices for mixed irom $5,00
per ton, stove iron per hundred 10 cents,
bones per hundred 25 cents, rags 40 cents
per hundred, rope per hundred 40c, rubber
hose 40¢, heayy brass 7c, copper 8¢, clean
| rubbers free of cloth, buckles and rivets 4dc
|\ per pound, The first corner house opposite
" Northwestern depot, Denison, Iowa,
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The Mystery
of
Count Landrinof

John Topp, Pirate

By Weatherby Chesney
snd Alick Munro

By Fred Whishaw

This is a new story which we have
purchased and which will appear in
this paper. The scene is laid in
Russia and England, the incidents
being those attending the search for
a Russian nobleman who strangely
disappeared from his home and

We have purchased the serial| -
rights of this thrilling story and
it will appear in installments in

SEARS McHENRY, Cashier. |

Her Knowledge of Chinese,

A young woman at a watering place
one summer made a reputation as a
profound linguist in a rather odd man-
ner. She called one day at a Chinese
lnnndry where' she had left a shirt
waist, but it could not be found, as
there was no entry in the book of hiero-
glyphs corresponding to her pink slip.
After a half hour's search the China-
man found the entry. A mistake had
been made, so the entry was crossed

out and a new set of hieroglyphs in

tiny characters placed helow. She was
told that the waist would be laundered
Immediately, and she could get it the
next day.

The next day the young woman call-
ed to; it, accompanied by three other
young women. At the seashore the ex-
citement of a visit to the Chinese laun-
dry Is not to be despised. The China-
man to whom the pink slip was pre-
sented was not the laundryman of the
day before, and he experienced the
same difficulty in finding the identify-
Ing character, finally saying, “Not in
book.”

The girl answered calmly, “I can find
it,”” and the Chinaman allowed her to
take the book. Turning the leaves un-
til she came to one that had an entry
crossed out with another In tiny char-
acters under it, she handed it to the
Chinaman. ‘“There it is,” and, to his
surprise, he found it.

‘“You ohly lady I know splk Chi-
nese,” he said. And the other girls
looked upon her with admiration.—
Kansas City World.

Her Celestial Credentials,

“Put it down thar.” said the old man
to the obituary writer, “that she waz
42 an likely fer her age.”

“That’'s down.” .

“That she wuz never known ter
speak a cross word, bein deef an dumh
from childhood.”

“All right.!”

“That she Is now at rest on Abra-
ham’s bosom— But hold on! Ain't
that whar Lazarus is?”

“I think so.”

He paused a moment as if in deep
thought. Then he sald:

“No matter! Put it down tliat she's
thar, too, fer ef ever Lazarus sees her
comin he’'ll vacate an hunt another
restin place. ’Sides that, he's been thar
too long anyhow!”—Atlanta Constitu-
tion.

The Soft Answer,

“There!’ said the angry man, shov-
ing a photograph, presumably of him-
self, under the photographer's nose.
“Do you know what that makes me
look like?"”

“If you mean what it makes you look
like at the present moment,” answered
the photographer, surveying the face
of the angry man carefully, “I should
say it makes you look as If you were
about to throw a fit.””—Indianapolis
Press.

RAILROAD TIME TABLES.

Illinois Central.
Going Bast,
No. 2, Chicago & St. Paul Limited—a.9:48
No. 4, Chicago Express—a 139

.26, Omaha & St. Paul Express—2
No. 32 Fort Dodge Passenger—b .
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L 10

. 1N

] : § !
No. 52, Chicago Manifest & Stock—a..11:15 p. m
No. 62, Fast Stock—¢.......... ........8:30 a. m
No. 94, Local Freight—4......... ..... 1:05 p. m

Going west.

. 1 Omuha Limited—a...........,
.3 Omaha Express—a...,.
. 25 St. Paul & Omaha Expres

. 31 council Bluffs Passenger—b. .
51 Maniest Freight—a.. ...
No. 61 Omaha Stock—e

11:15 p. m

S oamas v Do) M

a—means daily. b—daifly except Sunday. ¢

daily except Saturday.

No. 2 arrives Chicago 10:204. m =

No. 4 arrives Chingo 7:00 u. m.

No. 2arrives St. Paul 8:00 u. m.,
s 7:3%0 a, m,

No. 26 arrives St. Paul 7:80,p. m., at Minneapo
118 7:00 p. m.

Freight trains No. 93 and No. ¢4 carry passen-
REr'S.

Tickets sold and bagugage checked to ull points

H. E. CASNER, Agent,
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Chicago & Northwestern.
Going BEast.
No. 2, Overlund Limited—stops
. 4, Colorado Speclul—stop
. 6, Atlantic EXpress—stops. .
. 8, Chicuago ¥
. 16, Local to C
24, Way Frei
. 84 Freight
LA B 1 T 1] ) R A e o
Going Wesu
. 1. Overland Limited—stops h:bda
. Y. Fast Mail—don’t stop. .
, 53, Freight SRR
. 3, Pucitic Express—all stops.
. 5, Colorado Speciul—stops.. .
. 15, Fast Mail—don't_stop.......
. 11, Local to Council Bluffs—stops.
23, Frefght
, 2L PassengerOmaha........ ..

Western lowa Division—Boyer Valley Line.
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No. 46, Accom, to Wall Lake....... 6:00 4. m.
No. 42, Pass, » v e enssen e DI
No.44, $ =3 A ces 20 21H P, M,
Nu, 45, Accom. from Wall Lake. ... 0 p. u.
No. 41, Pass, i EARRSE B TN R Y
No, 43, " \ ceee 215 p,m,
Phese trains connect closely at Boyer fo- !
Kiron, Schloswiz and points on Soldier Valley

line and at Wall Lake with tralns on Onswi, |

Moville and Lake City lines,

Chicago, Milwaukee & St. Paul at Arion

mmarabhaes ~onn b

this paper, beginning soon. family. ™ -

GOING WEST.
No, 1 Passenger i, m
No. 81 Way Fr m
No. 3 Passenge m
GOING EAST.
N S UPARSENGOY, . , ;1oL T el 8:50 a,
No. Lassenge (1 X 1‘». :::
No. 21 stockFrelght., ... ...z, 9:05 p. m
Nos. 2 &, 91 and 81 daily except Sunday,
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PHIL DENNETT'S

; “HIGHBACK.”

BY JOHN BOYD CLARKE.

CopyripM, 1500, by John Boyd Clarke.

|
| OTTED over the great grain
| prairies of upper Minnesota
} are many little communities
I of unpainted plank cottages
{or even of “sod” houses whose inhab-
| itants possess more of the characteris-
| tics of the old time Yankee than the
? present occupants of our New England
| homesteads.
| is plain,
| lineal descendants-of our best Puritan

And the reason for this

| stock and in migrating to their prairie |

homes from the rugged New England
hill farms took the peculiarities and
homely virtues of thelr ancestors with
 them. Boston “culture” has been fil-
| tered over the New
| steads, and the old time Yankee or the
i old fashioned Yankee community Is an
{ impossibility in the east.
{ But these westerners displey the in-
| dustry and frugality of their ancestors.
They are a hardworking people whose
pleasures come laboriously. For eight
months in the year it is a tug with na-
ture for the necessities and a few of
the luxuries of life. The other four
months they are snow bound. It is in
| this season, when the snow mantles
! the prairies and the Ice king fetters
the water courses, however, that the
| Minnesota boys and girls find most of
! their pleasures.
{ It is Iin winter that “school keeps,”
; and some of the pupils are well grown
| youths and maidens, There is little
| time for education during the rest of
the year, and the ambitious are not
jashamed to show their anxiety for
. “book learning.” The schoolhouse, usu-
Inlly In the center of the widely scat-
tered community, Is the headquarters
| for all junketings and frolics. If the
| schoolmaster happens to be musically
inclined, so much the better. There I8
|at once a 3singing school established
for one evening in the week.

)
Several years ago in a community of

! this kind known as Sassafras Bottoms
I the young people formed a singing club
 Which met at the schoolhouse on Fri-
jday evenings. The people of the Bot-

toms made up a typical Mlnnesouan'

community—there were noné very rich
and few very poor.
had all met each other In the common
8chool, that great leveler of class dis-
tinction, and there were few cliques.
There was one family, a recent ac-
. quisition to the Bottoms, which was
rather an exception to this, however.
They had lived some years down St.
Paul way in a much more thickly set-
| tled part of the state and were inclined

|

‘to look down a little upon their new |

neighbors. IDspecially was this true of
the son and daughter. Hiram Ball was

a little spick and span fellow, -with

dark complexion and eyes and hair as
black as coal. He was very gallant
with the ladies and was inclined to
snub some of the boys in a way which
they could not resent excepting in
‘their hearts. His sister Mira was a
pretty little brunette, but she, like her
brother, had such an exalted opinion
,of her own importance that she was
not very popular. In fact, the coming
| of the Balls to Sassafras Bottoms was

| the sowing of discord in the social life |

| of the community.
{ The winter of which I write began
| with a good fall of snow the day be-

{ fore Thanksgiving, and at once the

| boys got out their sleighs and planned !
'to take the girls to ride. There were |
tall sorts and conditions of sleighs, !

from the wood sled with a carriage
seat affixed and the ordinary “pung” to
Phil Dennett's old fashioned
back.” Phil Dennett was the acknowl-
edged leader among the young fellows
of the Bottoms, and it was considered
something of an honor among the girls
{ to be invited to share his sleigh to and
| from singing school. The old highback,
| & huge box affair which bad often held
| a merry party of six quite comfortably,
{ was an institution in the Dennett fam-
| fly. It had belonged to Phil's great-
uncle, and Phil patched and painted it
every fall with a sort of veneration.

Phil was a merry, good tempered fel-
low, and, as I have hinted, the girls of
his acquaintance were glad to go
sleighing with him. But for two or
three winters past there had been few-
| er frolics in the old highbkacl, Phil had
seemed to prefer taking one young
lady at a time, and that fortunate per-
son was always the same—the doctor's
daughter, Myrtie Kemp. Other girls
who may have secretly “set their caps”
at the big, good natured young farmer
had to turn their eyes elsewhere per
force.

Hlram Ball happened to pass the
Dennett place the morning after the
first snowfall and saw Phil's box sleigh
in the yard.

“Hello, Dennpett!” he exclalmed.
“Where'd you get that ark?”

“Don't you like the looks of
queried Phil coolly.

“It looks like a relic of the mound
builders,” sald Hi, with a laugh.

“Don’t s'pose your sister would care
to go sleighing with me, eh?” respond-
ed Phil.

“Well, hardly—in that thing.”

“All right; 1 shan’t ask her, then.”

“Say, you don't really mean to say
1 that you'd ask a girl to go to ride with
| you In that?” demanded HI confidens

it2”

| tially.

Phil looked at him calmly, but with
a spark of fire in his eye. “If you wait
;tlll Friday night, you'll see the nicest
{ glrl in these bottoms riding in it,” he
| sald. “Myrtie Kemp, I' mean.”
| The shot told, for it was an open se-
| cret that Phil was not the only fellow
| who worshiped at the shrine of the
| doctor’s daughter.

{ Myrtie Kemp was almost the ogly
{ girl In the neighborhood whom Miss
i‘, Ball put herself out to become friendly

~

These western Yankees are !

England farm- |

The young people '

“high- |

with, and it was whispered that thar
was entirely for her brother's sake.
Jlost of the young men of the Bottoms
had long since decided that Phil had
cutclassed them in Myrtie's favor, but
Hiram Ball was bound by ne such be-
lief. In truth, although Phil had made
,up his mind regarding Myrtie, he was
;nol at all sure that she had made up
her mind regarding him, and ¢he poor
fellow did not dare risk coming to the
i issue with the doctor’s daughter.

Most of the boys weye too busy mak-
ing all secure about the farmsteads for

| the winter (that first fall of snow had

come a little unexpectedly) to do much
sleighing previous to the night of the
finging club. The heavy wagons and
wood sleds had by that time beaten a
very fair path in the snow. Phil had
not seen Myrtie, but it was quite un-
derstood between them that he was al-
ways to stop for her on his way to the
schoolhouse. The day before, Thurs-
‘day, somebody told him In the store
' that Hi Ball had got a new sleigh.

“It's come up on the last trip of the
river steamer—come ’'way from St.
Paul,” said his informant. “An they
(say it's a hummer. All red an yaller
an silver bells on to the shafts. He'll
{cut some of you boys out with the gals

this winter.”

! Phil scarcely thought this probable,
‘however. Hi was most unpopular with
the boys and was hardly liked by the
girls despite his gallantry. But Phil
had yet to learn that the glitter of gilt
is often mistaken for the gleam of pure
gold.

He harnessed his best horse into the
box sleigh at the usual time and set

| out for the doctor’s house. Far up the
"road, slewing out of a side lane which
led to the Ball farm, there was a flash
! of red and yellow. It was Hiram’s new
sleigh, and behind Hiram’s pacer it
‘quickly disappeared from Phil’s sight.

He jogged along moderately. There
‘was plenty of time before the singing

school began.

‘When he reached the doctor’s front
gate, he noticed that a sleigh had stop-
ped there before him, for he could see
the tracks, but he still had no sus-
picion of the disappointment which

,awaited him.

The jolly little doctor met him at the
porch door.

I “You're too late, Phill”\he exclaim-
ed, laughing in his usual boisterous
manner, “Myrt's gone.”

“Hey!” drawled the astonished Phil.
“She ain’t gone alone?”

“Bless you, no!” cried the doctor.
“Hiram Ball just came in his new
sleigh and took her. I tell you what,
. Phil, HI's going to cuf all you boys out
. with that new cutter of his.”

Phil climbed back into the old high-
back and drove away without a word.
He was dazed and bitterly disappoint-
ed. He was half minded to turn back

“You're  too late, Phil!’ he exclaimed.
“Myrt's gone.”

lana not go to the schoolhouse at all.
{ But then, pride coming to his rescue,
| he would not do that. He thought once
iof going around by some other girl's
"house and “spiteing” Myrtie in that
'way. But Phil was first of all just.
'There might be a mistake. Myrtie
i might have thought he was not com-
i ing. Perhaps she fnl,d been told he was
tnot. He believed Hi thoroughly un-
"serupulous. 8o he drove on alone to
the schoolhouse and hitched Black Bob
to the rail beside Hi's handsome new
i turnout. It was a pretty cutter—rath-
er too light for country travel—and he
i could scarcely blame any girl for want-
ing to ride ip it

{ The other fellows had gathered
'around and “thought” many things
{when Phil drove up alone, but nobody
cared to chafl’ the big fellow. A mas-
'Y is usually good natured, but there
‘are some liberties that even a mastiff
Lwill not allow.

The boys and girls seldom sat with
ic:lch other—unless it was a well under-
Istood fact that they were engaged—
land Myrtie was in the midst of a bevy
of chattering friends when Phil enter-
ed. She seemed to talk all the faster
‘as he appeared, and an unmistakable

blush arose to her cheek. Secretly the

doctor’s daughter knew she had treat-
{ ed her old friend meanly.

| P’hil calmly took his seat, but before
i the evening was over he found an op-
| portunity to speak a moment with
{ Myrtie in private.

| “Will you ride home with me, Myr-
i tie?” he asked.

' “Oh, 1 must go back with Mr. Ball,”
she said nervously. “I have prom-
"ised.”

“You knew I was coming for you,”
he said quietly. “Will you go back
{ with me?”

l “I'll be glad to come with you next
|

week, Phil,” she said.

“I don't want you next week,” he
,said, flashing fire. “I want you to-
night.”

\ “Very well. If you don’t want me
"next week, you are not obliged to have

me,” responded Miss Myrtie, with her |

head up.
* The red and yellow cutter stopped at
i the doetor’s gate the next Friday night.

'Phil’s highback /went around by the ;

| 4

{

—

jother road. There was nothing more
| said by either; neither could their
ifriends pump anything regarding the
| estrangement out of them:. And Hiram*
| Ball, wisely, sealéd his own lips also.

Phil did not miss a session of the
singing club. He seldom called for or
| drove any of the girls home. If he
| did, it was always somebody who oth-
| erwise would have been neglected. He
| told himself that Myrtie should see he
| Wwas no weathercock. And, in truth,
{ if he could not have the girl of his
| choice he wanted none at all.
| The winter drew toward spring.
| There had been a thaw in February
| which almost spoiled the sleighing, but
| when it grew cold again the hard pack-
|ed snow froze solid, and the runners
! fairly hummed over the roads. The
| wiseacres, too, declared that the win-
| ter was by no means over. There was
|a big storm due, and the longer it de-
{ layed the more severe it would proye
when it finally came.

One Friday late in the month the
| snowbdnks began to pile up around
| the horizon, and the farmers hastened
to get their sheep into the folds and
make all secure for the night. There
was little wind, however, and the
storm grew slowly. .Phil was Iate at
the singing club that night, It was
well under way when he entered, and
as he came In he brought with him a
sudden cold blast of wind. The first
flakes of the coming storrP sparkled on
his bearskin coat. < ;

“You had better close early, Mr. Em-
ery,” he whispered to the master as
he passed to a seat. “There is going
to be a heavy gale.”

But it is hard to break up a merry
party of young people. The fine snow
sifted down about the schoolhouse and
packed hard over the door stone. Had
they been without they would have
heard now and then the snapping of
the overladen branches of the forest
trees behind the building. The school-
house stood upon the verge of a wood.

By the time the session broke up
the wind had risen and was moaning
angrily through the forest. It swept
the snow fiercely Into their faces as
they breasted it too. It was astonish-
ing how much had already fallen.

Everybndy but Phil and the master
hurried to get away. The latter lived
at the nearest farmhouse—almost with-
in stone's throw of the school—and
Phil had a question or two in algebra
he wanted explained. Although the
| young farmer did not attend the regu-
lar sessions of the school, he neverthe-
less spent his evenings at home in
studying such books as he had pre-
viously had no opportunity of dipping
into.

*Come, Phil, you'd best hurry along
yourself,” said Mr. Emery, going to the
‘door and receiving the full strength of
the gale in his face. “Why, it’s a bliz-
izard!”

“I’ll see you home first,” said Phil,
{laughing. “Black Bob is the best horse
{in a storm%n the Bottoms. I shall get
{ home all right.”

i They dug out the old box sleigh and
| backed the big black out of the horse
{shod. The others were already out of .
! sight and hearing. Phil and the mas-
i ter tumbled into the sleigh, and Black
{ Bob quickly drew them through the
ffnst drifting snow to the master’'s
‘abode.
| “You'd better spend the night here,
i Phil,” said Mr. Emery.
| “Nonsense!” responded the young fel-
i low, with a laugh. :
| “Well, you've a good horse and just
| the sort of a sleigh for the storm. The
lwtnd will be behind you most of the
| way too. That light cutter of Ball's
{will fare hard tonight.”
| The teacher’s last sentence repeated
| itself over and over in Phil's mind as
(he drove toward home. Perbaps that
i\ms why he turned into the road which
| passed the @octor’s house instead of
i taking the more direct route home,
Black Bob breasted the snow nobly
land responded to Phil's verbal encour-
| agement without his recourse to the
| whip, and he was almost past the doe-
| tor's before he knew it. Ie could not
Isce the house—the driving ‘snow hid
| that—but he recognized the big black
gum in the fence corner. Hi and Myr-
(tie must have got along before. At
{least he had not passed them on the
! road. i ]

“Get up, old boy !’ said Phil. “They’ll
keep him all night, o he's in no dan-
(ger, If he is, it isn't any of our busi-
| ness.”
| Fifteen minutes later Black Bob sud-
"denly stopped of his own accord.

“Well, what's up now?”’ demanded
| Phil in wonder. The old farm horse
, Whinnied loudly, and borne to Phil's
lears in reply faintly vet certainly was
| the whinny of another horse.
| “By George, it's a horse!” eried Phil.
| He stood up and listened. The whinny
| was repeated, and added to it were the
| tones of a human voice.

“It's somebody off the road,” thought
Puil.  “And dollars to doughnuts it's
i that fool, Ball!"

But as much as he hated Hiram he
could scarcely leave him unassisted in
| such a storm as this. The road ran
{ through an unfenced prairvie. It was
| very easy indeed to get off the track.
| Phil pulled Black Bob out of the road
:nn(l urged him through the drifts In
{the direction of the cries of distress.
| The snow swirled about them in a
| mighty shroud. He recognized the
[rlsk he took in leaving the trall, but
iwhat else could he do?

He shouted as Black Bob pressed on,

but the voices in front seemed to re-
| cede. It was ten minutes or more ere
 he came in sight of a mistily outlined
object in the snow—a horse and cutter
| half buried in the drifts.

Phil burst out at once. ‘“What the
;dlckens did you want to run away
{ from me for?” he yelled. “Hey there!
.Do you hear me, Ball? Can you turn
Yyour horse around?”

But it was not Hi's voice that re-
‘plled. Instead somebody erled, and in

& voice of almost rapture: '
| “Thank God, it is Phil!”

Phil was out of the slelgh and had

/
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