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His eyes rested upon the soft out

line of her ear, half hidden in her 
blown hair. "What are they?" 

She turned her face still farther from 
him. '"It made 110 difference to me," 
she said, "\vlietf -;r lie came or went. 
It wearied me to he with him, and I 
was very seltisli. When he kissed me 
it left me cold." 

His gaze stung her sharply. "And if 
you loved some one," he said, "it would 
make a great difference to you whether 
lie came or went? It would gladden 
you to be with him, and when h£ 
kissed you it would not leave you 
cold?" 

"I—I think so," she answered. 
He bent toward her swiftly, then 

cheeked himself, with a sneering laugh. 
"I'll give you a piece of valuable ad
vice," he said. "Don't allow yourself 
to grow sentimental. It is awful rot." 

And he threw himself into his clialr. 
He drew a notebook from his pocket, 
and when she seated herself he did not 
look up. There was a gray cast about 
bis face, and his lips were compressed. 
She noticed that he was older than she 
at first supposed and that the hand 
with which he held the pencil twitched 
nervously; then she lay watching him 
idly from beneath lowered lids. 

An hour later he looked up, and their 
glances met. With sudden determina
tion he closed the book and replaced it 
in his pocket. "You look pale," he re
marked abruptly. 

"Do I?" she questioned inanimatedl.v. 
"I do not see any reason why I should 
not." 

"Perhaps, so long as It is not unbe
coming to you." 

"Why will you say such things?" she 
demanded angrily. "I detest them." 

"Indeed? Yes, pallor is not unbe
coming to you. It gives you an inter
esting look." 

She rubbed the cheek next him with 
the edge of her rug until it glowed 
scarlet. "There!" she exclaimed in re
sentment. 

"That gives you a radiant look," he 
remarked composedly. 

Her eyes flashed. "You will make 
me hate you," she retorted. 

He smiled slightly, his eyes half sad. 
"I am trying to," he responded. 
• She stamped her foot with impa
tience. "Then you won't succeed. I 
will not hate you. Do you hear? I 
will not!" , 

"Is it a question of will?" 
"In this case, yes." 
"Do you li&te as you choose—and 

love?" lie asked. 
"I don't know," she replied. "I hard

ly think I could hate you if I would, 
despite your—your hatefulness." 

"Not though it were a part of wis
dom?" 

"Wis<lr-n lias nothing tcv do with"— 
"Willi what?" he questioned. 
"With hate." 
"Nor with love?" 
"Nor with love." 
He shook himself free from an imag

inary weight, passing his hand across 
his contracted brow. "Then so much 
the worse for hate," he responded, 
"and l'or love." 

As she did not answer he spoke fierce
ly. "When you love, love a virtuous, 
straightaway plodder," he said. "Love 
a man because he Is decent—because 
he is decent and plain and all the 
things that tlie romancers laugh at. 
Love a fool, if you will, but let him be 
a fool who goes to his office at 9 and 
leaves it at G; who craves no more 
exciting atmosphere than the domestic 
one of house girl worries and teething 
babies. If you ever find yourself lov
ing a man like me, you had better 
make for the nearest lamp post and— 
hang"— 

"Hush!" she cried, her cheeks flam-
ring. "How—how dare you?" Her 

voice broke sharply, and she fell to 
sobbing behind her raised hands. 

"My God!" he said softly. She felt 
his breath upon her forehead, and a 
tremor passed over her. Then his 

: hands fastened upon hers and drew 
them from her eyes. He was panting 

• like a man who has run a race. 
She was looking straight before her. 

A small homing bird alighted for a 
swift instant on the railing near them 
scanning suspiciously the deserted cor-

. per, and she knew that that bird would 
be blazoned on her memory forever 

•after. Then she felt the man's lips 
•.'lose upon her own. 

"You shall love me," he said, "and 
"-right be damned!" 
• • • • • • 
She stepped out upon the deck, her 

'eyes shining. He met her moodily. 
V'Shall we walk up into the bow?" he 
tasked. 
" She nodded. "This Is our last even 
^.lng," she said. "We will make 11 
' 'long." 

"However long we make it, there is 
al'.vays tomorrow." 

i Her face clouded. "Yes, there is to-
morrow," she admitted. 

She fell Into step with him, and they 
\walked the length of the deck. Once 

'^slie lost her balance, and he laid his 
' "hand upon her arm. When she recov-
' ered herself he did not remove it. 
' > "We will go far up," she said. "We 

> -will look straight out to sea and for-
.get what is behind us." 

, - "Can we forget it?" he asked gloom
ily. 

She smiled into his face. "I will 
make you," she answered. "Put your 
hands upon the railing—so—and watch 
the boat as it cuts the waves. Is it 
not like a bird? And see, the stars are 
coming out." 

A salt spray dashed into their faces 
as they leaned far over. A wet wind 
blew past them, and she put up her 
hand to hold her hat. Her skirts were 
wrapped closely about her, and her 
figure seemed to grow taller in th? 
'?ray fog that rose from the sea. The 
•itliereal quality In her appearance was 
•»mphasized. 

He drew away from her. "You arc. 
"oo delicate for my rough hands," he 
said. 

"Am I?" she laughed softly; then fl 
i; rising passion swelled in her voice, "I 

should choose to be broken by you to 
being caressed by any other man"— 

His face whitened. "Don't say that," 
he protested hoarsely. 

"Why not, since it is true?" 
"It is not true." 
A half moon was mounting into the 

heavens, and it lit the sea with a path 
of silver. The pearl colored mist flout
ed ahead of the steamer, fluttering like 
the filmy garments of a water sprite. 
A dozen stars hung overhead. 

"But it is true," she answered. Her 
words rang clearly, with a triumphant 
note. For a time he did not speak. In 
the light of the half moon she saw the 
deepening furrows upon his face. His 
hands were clinched. 

"There is time yet," he said at last, 
"to withdraw a false play. Take your 
love back." 

She trembled, and her lips parted. "I 
cannot," she replied, "and I would 
not." 

He stretched out his arms as if to 
draw her toward him, and she faltered 

"From the bculnniny 1 have lied to yon 
—lied, do you hear t" 

before the passion in his glance. Then 
he fell back. "What a mess you are 
making of your life!" he said. 

But his warming eyes had reassured 
her. "The mess is already made," she 
responded. 

But it is not," he returned. Then 
he summoned his flagging force. "And 
it shall not be." 

"How will you prevent it?" 
"By an appeal to reason." 
She laughed. "What love was ever 

ruled by reason?" 
"By proofs." 
She laughed again. "What proof ever 

shattered faith?" 
"Great God!" he retorted passionate

ly. "Stop! Think a moment! Look 
tilings in the face. What do you know 
of me?" « 

"I know that I love you " 
"I tell you I am a dc\il"— 
"And I do not believe j ou " 
"Go back to America and ask the 

first man you meet." 
"Why should I respect his opinion?" 
"Because it is the opinion of the re

spectable public." 
"Then I don't respect the respectable 

public." •, ^ t t 

"You ought to." 
"I don't agree with you." 
Again he was silent, and again he 

faced her. "What is it that you love 
in me?" he demanded. "It is not my 
face." 

"Certainly not. 
"Nor my manners 
"Hardly." - iJiL 

"Is there anything about me that is' 
especially attractive?" 

"I have not observed it." 
"Then I'll be hanged if I know what 

It is!" 
"So will I." 
He sighed Impatiently. "No woman 

ever discovered it before," he said, 
"though I've known all sorts and con
ditions. But, then, I never knew a 
woman like you." 

"I am glad of that," she responded. 
"I would give two-thirds of my fu

ture—such as it is—if I had not known 
you." 

"And yet you love me." 
He made a step toward her. his face 

quivering. But his words were harsh. 
"My love is a rotten reed," he said. 
Then he turned from her, gazing gloom
ily out to sea. Across the water the 
path of moonlight lay unrolled. Small, 
brisk waves were playing around the 
flying steamer. Suddenly he faced her. 
"Listen!" he said. , 

She bent her head. ji 
"From the beginning I have lied to 

you—lied, do you bear? I singied you 
out for my own selfish ends. All my 
kindness, as you call it, was because 
of its usefulness to me. While you 
looked on In Innocence I made you a 
tool In my hands for the furtherance of 
my own purposes. Even those con
founded prunes were sent to you from 
any other motive than sympathy"— 

She shivered, supporting herself 
against the railing. "I—I don't under
stand," she stammered. 

"Then listen again: I needed you, and 
I used you. There is not a soul in this 
boat but believes me to be your hus
band. I have created the impression 
because I was a desperate man and it 
aided mo. My name is not even Law
rence Smith"— 

"Stop!" she said faintly. For an in
stant she staggered toward him; then 
her grasp upon the railing tightened. 
"Go on!" she added. 

Ills face was as gray as tl»e fog 
which shrouded it. "I left America a 
hunted man. When I reach the other 
side I shall find them still upon my 
tracks. It is for an act which they c:ill 

oy any ugly name. And yet I would 
do it over again. It was justice." 

She was shivering as from a strong 
wind. "I—I don't think I understand 
yet," she said. 

"I have led a ruined life," ho went on 
hurriedly. "My past record is not a 
pretty one, and yet there is no act of 
my life which I regret so little as the 
one for which they are running me 
down. It was n deed of honor, though 
it left blood upon my hands"— 

Her quivering face was turned away. 
"I readied New York with the assist

ance of a friend, the only man on earth 
who knows and believes in me. lie 
secured a stateroom from an L. Smith, 
who was delayed. I took his name as 
a safeguard, and when 1 saw yours be
side me at table I concluded he was 
your husband, and I played his part in 
the eyes of the passengers. It succeed
ed well." He laughed bitterly. "Law
rence was a guess." he added. 

Then before her stricken eyes his 
recklessness fell from him. "Oh, if I 
could undo this." he said, "I would go 
back gladly to stand my chances of the 
gallows"— 

A sob broke from her. "Hush," she 
said wildly. "Have you uo mercy— 
none ?" 

"You must believe this," he went on 
passionately, "that at the last I loved 
you. You must believe." 

She shook her head almost delirious
ly-

"You must believe it," he repeated 
savagely. "If I could make you be
lieve it, I would lie down to let you 
walk over me. You must believe that 
I have loved you as I have loved no 
other woman in my life—as I could 
love no other woman but you. You 
must believe that." He put out his 
hands as if to touch her, but she shrank 
away. 

"No, no!" she cried. And she fled 
into the obscurity of the deck. 

All that night she sat upon the edge 
of her berth. Her eyes were strained, 
and she stared blankly at the foam 
breaking against the porthole. Thought 
hung suspended, and she felt herself 
rocking mentally like a ship in open 
sea. She saw her future brought to 
bay before the threatening present, and 
she glanced furtively around in search 
of some byway of escape. The walls 
of the little stateroom seemed closing 
upon her, and she felt the upper berth 
bearing down. She sobbed convulsive
ly. "It was so short," she said. 

When she came upon deck next day 
it was high tide, and the steamer was 
drawing into Liverpool. She wore a 
closely fitting jacket and carried a 
small bag in her hand. Through her 
lowered veil her eyes showed with 
scarlet lids, as if she had been weep
ing. The crowd of passengers, leaning 
eagerly over the railing, parted slight
ly, and she caught a glimpse of the 
English landing, peopled by strange 
English faces. A sob stuck in her 
throat, and she fell hastily into a cor
ner. She dreaded setting foot upon a 
strange shore. She heard the excited 
voices vaguely, as she hoard them sev
en days ago upon sailing. They grated 
upon her ears with the harsh insistence 
of unshared guyety and made her own 
unhappiness the more poignant. 

"Why, there is Jack!" rang out the 
voice of a woman in front of her. 
"Lend lue the glasses. Yes, it is Jack. 
He came up from Loudon to meet me!" 

Then the steamer drifted slowly to 
the landing, and the voyage was over. 
She saw the gangways swung across, 
and she saw a dozen men stroll lei
surely aboard. Yes, the end had come. 
"There Is no harm in goodby," said a 
voice at her side. 

She turned hastily. He was looking 
down upon her, his eyes filled with the 
old haunting gloom. "Goodby," she 
answered. 

He held out his hand. "And you will 
go home like a sensible woman and 
forget?" » , s 

"I will go home " < 
His face whitened. "And forget?" 
"Perhaps." , r 

"It is wise." t 1 C 
She looked up at him, her eyes wet 

with tears. "Oh, how could you?" she 
cried brokenly. "How could you?" 

He shook his head. "Don't think of 
me," he responded. "It Is not worth 
the trouble." 

The hand that held her bag shook 
nervously. "I wish I had never seen 
you," she said. 1 s 

Then a voice startled them. < 
"So you have got your wife safely 

across, Mr. Smith," It said, "and no 
worse for the voyage. May I have the 
pleasure?" 

It was the ship's surgeon, a large 
man with a Jovial face. "I am afraid 
It was not the brightest of honey
moons," he added, with attempted fa-
eetiousness. She looked up, her face 
paling, a sudden terror in her eyes. 

A man with a telegram In his hand 
passed them, glancing from right to 
left. He stopped suddenly, wheeled 
round and came toward them. 

All at once her voice rang clear. She 
laid her hand upon the arm of the man 
beside her. "It is a honeymoon," she 
said, and she smiled Into the surgeon's 
face, "so bright that even seasickness 
couldn't dim it. You know, it has last
ed eight years"— 

The surgeon smiled, and the strange 
man passed on. 

Some one took her hand, and they 
descended the gangway together. As 
she stepped upon the landing he looked 
down at her, his eyes aflame. 

"For God's sake," he said, "tell me 
what It means!" 

Her glance did not waver. "It means," 
she answered, "that I am on your side 
forever." 

His hand closed over the one he held. 
"I ought to send you back," he said, 
"but I cannot." 

"You cannot," she repeated resolute
ly-

Then her voice softened. "God bless 
that detective!" she added fervently. 

Across the passion In Ills eyes shot a 
gleam of his old reckless humor. "It 
was Cook's man after a tourist," he 
said, "but God bless him!" 

Great 

Denison People Affected 
News af the Sensational Event 

J3eing Heralded All Over 
This Country. 

Sioux City's Largest Wholesale 
and Retail Piano Dealers and 
Chicago's Manufacturers In
augurate a Great Advertising 
Slaughter Sale. , 

Manufacturer's Wholesale Prices 
will Rule in this, Denison's 
Greatest Piano and Organ Sale 

Every Piano and Organ Marked 
in Plain, Readable Figures and 
Sold direet from Factory to Par
lor—Easy Terms of Payment. 

Largest and Most Beautiful Stock of 
High Grade Pianos and Organs ever 
Shown in Denison. Prices Almost 
Cut in Half. Every Instrument fully 
Warranted by the Most Responsible 
Manufacturers iu the World. Big 
Sale Opens This Morning at Kine 
o'clock. Special Music in the Sales
room Every Afternoon and Evening. 
Visitors are Welcome. 

f'fe* jix; 
r'f. . * A" ^V*-. 

( S T A N D A R D I Z E D )  

For All Live Stock 
EASY AND SAFE TO USE. 

KILLS LICE. TICKS. FLEAS, MITES. CURES MANGE. SCAB. 
RINGWORM. SCRATCHES. ETC. DESTROYS DISEASE 

GERMS AND DRIVES AWAY FLIES. 

NON-IRRITATING. EFFECTIVE. INEXPENSIVE. 
MANUFACTURED BY 

PARKE, DAVIS A CO., Detroit, Mich. 

FOR SALE BY 

Ph. A.'Schlumberger 
Pharmacist 

Denison, - Iowa 

ASK FOR rail BOOKLKTS. 
mi 

L. M.SHAW, PRCS. C. F. KUEHNLE, V-PRCS C. L. VOSS CASH. 

Business Conducted. BAM OF DENISON. "3 .J-
Long and Short Time Loans at Lowest Rates. Interest paid on Time Deposits 

flCCOUHTS OF RLL BRANCHES OF 
BUSINESS CONOUCTE© 

Personal attention given to investments for local patrons. Business Conduct
ed in English or Germaa. 

SHAW, SIMS & KUEHNLE. 
LAWYERS 

Real Estate Loans at Lowest Rates 

Never in the history of the piano 
trade in Denison or perhaps any 
where in the state of iowa, has there 
been an opportunity presented to the 
music loving people like the WYCOFF 
PIANO CO., or the Chicago manufact
urers are at this timeott'ering. Mr. 
Win. Thomas Worth, representing 
these large firms, has placed on sale 
an immense assortment of pianos and 
organs, all of which will be sold at 
actual manufacturers cost. What this 
means to the intending purchaser will 
be readily appreciated when they note 
the prices attached to the instruments 
shown. 

it is a commercial secret that the 
principal cost of any manufactured 
article to the consumer is the usual 
enormous expense of marketing and 
selling the article. This item of ex 
pense alone is almost, if not quite, 
equal to the cost of manufacture. For 
example, a retail piano dealer can 
not conduct a regular music store, pay 
rents, salary and commission to 
agents, without adding from $100 to 
S15u to the cost of each piano and 
from $25 to $50 to the cost of each 
organ. The largest wholesale and 
retail piano house in Sioux City pro 
pose doing the business along differ
ent lines and save the purchaser this 
usual enormous expense and profit, 
and to that end has shipped direct 
from Chicago two whole carloads of 
bright new pianos and organs, which 
arrived in car load lots, there-by 
saving one-half in freight and they 
propose doing a whole year's business 
within ten days and save eleven and 
one-half months' expense of a music 
store in Denison. 

Every piano and organ will be 
marked in plain figures at prices 
heretofore unheard of to the buyers of 
Denison and western Iowa. It is in
deed the largest and most beautiful 
stock ever exhibited in our city, and 
the price reductions are nothing* short 
of startling. On the sales floor will 
be found the most celebrated makes in 
the world, including the whole re
nowned Hallett & I3avis (for sixty-
live years the Boston favorite), the 
Arion of New York, the Bush & Lane 
(the artists favorite), the Hobart M. 
Cable, Schaelt'er and Clinton. Pianos 
of world wide reputation. Pianos 
that heretofore have been sold in Den
ison by regular retail dealers from 
S.iOO to $500 will be slaughtered during 
this sale at $198, $218, $2.'i(i, $258, $276, 
$290, $312, $326, $350. These remember 
are the most renowned makes in the 
world, those used and endorsed by 
the world's greatest artists and 
schools of music. Then for those 
who wish to economize and yet have a 
good, reliable and durable piano in 
their homes, there will be shown an 
endless variety of fully warranted 
Boston and New York made pianos 
which are usually sold at prices $200 
to $350. These will be sold during the 
continuance of this sale at such 
phenominallv reduced prices as $136, 
$158, $l(i(i. $182, $19t$, to $210. Beauti
ful parlor cabinet organs sold the 
world over by retail dealers at prices 
ranging from $75 to $125 will be 
closed out at $26.50 $26.50 $14.t0, $52 
to $66. Every instrument sold takes 
with it a guarantee as good as a 
government bond, backed by the 
largest and wealthiest piano and or
gan manufacturers in the world. 

If you have not the ready cash and 
yet are in need of a piano or organ 
for your home and family, easy terms 
of payment will be granted. Pay a 
small sum down pay each month $5, 
$6, $7, $8 or f 10 on a piano and from 
$3 to $5 per month on. an organ. 
This easy purchase plan makes it 
possible for the most humble home to 
have music 

The big slaughter sale will last for 
ten days only, and at the great price 
reductions the stock will not last long. 
If you have contemplated the purchase 
of a piano or organ within the next 
few years to come you cannot afford 
to let this golden opportunity pass 
without an iovestment. The store 
will be open every evening until 9:00 
o'clock Visitors are cordially wel
come i v.1 

Wm. Thos. Woith, 
V' 5 Manager - 1 

Wyckoff Piano Co 
Largest wholesale and retail piano 

dealers in the northwest. 

Denison, Iowa. 

Main Street, two doors from the 
Hub clothing store. 

HILL -L Monument flakier 
Let us make 
Estimates on 
anything you 

• may desire. 

The best of 
workmaDihip. 

A Guarantee 
that amounts to 
gomett.icg 

i 
i 
i 

Artistic Designs 
in Granite and Marble. 

R. L. HILL Denison, Iowa 

GREAT WESTERN DIP 

KILLS 

Lice 
Ticks 
Mites 
Scab 
Itch 

1 ,S ;; 
Throuogh 

Disinfectant 

Deodorizer 

Insecticide 

Germicide 

It is the best dip known for hogs, cattle and sheep 
Spray it around pens and shedsf it will keep away disease 
Use it in the chicken house, it kills germs. 

Sold in 1 gallon and 5 gallon cans. Guaranteed to give 
entire satisfaction or money refunded. 

Lamborn Drug Co. 
Denison, - - Iowa 

Next Door 
to P. O. 

WESTERN CANADA 
PRAIRIE LANDS 
OFFER A GOLDEN OPPORTUNITY 

to both the 
F A R M E R  A N D  I N V E S T O R  

We have for sale :hs 
t f-'-r "jt *' 

Entire  C a n a d i a n  N o r t h e r n  
R a i l w a y  L a n d  G r a n t  

• • • • • • •  i r .  t n e  f x r . ^ i u  S f S f  

Saskatchewan Valley 
and Mf 

THE GREATEST 

Carrot River Valley 
the Great Saskatchewan Plains 

»ti 
1$ 

WHEAT DISTRICT IN THE WORLD 

TO THE FARMER—-You will find hue the finest land in the 
world. Deep, black, loam soil, clay sub-soil, no brush no stone, 
just clean, open prairie that will produce 30 to 50 bushels of No. I 
hard wheat to the acre. 

Sell your old (arm, buy a bigger or. 
: bank. 

! in Western Canada and put 
the balance ui the " 

THIS IS YOUR 3PP0RTUNin-THY IT *' 

TO THE INVESTOR---You will find an absolute safe invest
ment. The country is being fairly networked with new railroads, 
settlers are pounng in and land values will advance tremendously in 
the next two years. Our adviee is to BUY NOW. 

SASKATCHEWAN VJ1LEY S AL2E37A LAND COMPANY. Ltd. 
Tht Urgost Land Company In thi World 

Htai! Oiliest: Canadian Ncrthtrn Bldg. WINNIPEG, CANADA 
< **A. D. D iviilsun, l'res. A. H. Da viilson, Vice-Pies. 

A. D. McRac, Si'c'y-'l'roua. 

Ailiioss all inquiriL'S to 

Stewart 8 Mathews, 
GENERAL AGENTS FOR. IOWA AND NEBRASKA 

306 Jackson SI. ST. PAUL, MINN. 

j i 

Randall & Cushman Agents, Denison, Iowa 


