omething Now For Every' One
' Not a few Prizes for a few, But a Prize for every Subscriber

= A Years Subscription to the Farmers Tribune

The great Agricultural Weekly of the north west, Subscription price $1.00. Given ABSOLUTELY FREE to every Subscr
who pays arrearages and one year in advance to the Review.

TheChicago Iribuneoffer

The Review has exclusive rights for Crawford County to
make the following burpnsmg offer for Chicago’s Great-
est Daily:

The Denison Review,

WEEKLY
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COULD HARDLY BELIEVE IT-.BUT IT WAS TRUE

Last year when we made this same offer, business men in
Denison could hardly believe it. The Newsdealer could not
believe it, because it was cheaper than he could get it. at
wholesale.

But it was true then and is now. This means the regular,
complete daily edition of the Chicago Tribune. (The paper
+ that captured Stensland.) -Six days in the week, together
with the Review and the Farmers Tribune, all for

$3.50

Those who are now taking the Tribune will be pleased to
learn that they can RENEW their Tribune subscription

There Are No Disappointed Losers--
Every Reader is a Prize Winner,......

Experience shows that the various prize contest scheme sen-
tered into by newspapers cause twenty heart aches for every
one who wins. In the eagerness to win, people are tempted
to spend large sums of money which thev can ill afford. It
is not the hard working agent who wins the prize, but the
glrl whose people vow that by the Great Jehosphat they will
win that prize if it costs a thousand dollars. The publisher
sits back and grins, while the poor dupes rush to throw in
their money, urged on by vanity.

It is all well enough for charity for some public enter-
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Hearts, Jo

losers

they have put in.

dear for his whistle.

are a sure winner.

At the final ‘‘secret balloting’’
times the value of the prizeif you want your girl to win. Do
not be drawn into such foolishness.
watch, or a pony, or a piano, buy it for her, pay cash and you
will save 100 per cent over any prize you may buy for her,
for Buying the Prize is what it amounts to. And what of the
they have strained their resources,
friends to death, and they get little or nothing for the money

prise, but for a private undertaking it is not good business.
Such Contests Have Caused Embezzlements and Broken
o\r
you ‘must put up many

-

o\r oS

THE LOTTERY SCHEME IS BETTER.

For there each man pays his bill and gets his chance.
has a chance to win himself, in the prize contest schemes the
winner is the man with the biggest wad, and he pays mighty

If you have from $100 to $500 to spend for a gold watch—
or for nothing — by all means
stirred up over a newspaper contest.

THE REVIEW'S PLAN IS FAIR FOR EVERYONE,

You pay your money and get your money’s worth.
no temptation to spend more than you can afford, and you

If your girl needs a

chased their

He

let your daughter getall

There is

— ALL

is yours ALSO FOR A

The Chicago Tribune,

DAILY except Sunday :

The Farmers Tribune,
WFEFEKLY

$3.50--$3.50

Pay your subscription and The Farmers Tribune is
yours, FREE FOR A YEAR. Add §2.00 to your
Review subscription and Chicago’s Greatest Daily

We trust that everyone of our subscribers will take ad-
vantage of these offers at once.

FOR

YEAR.

through the Review at the SAME RATE.

This offer will be made by no other paper in Crawford
The Review has Exclusive Rights.

It is such a snap that every who reads this should hasten

County.

to accept it.

The Review enters upon this subscription season, feeling
It has by 500 the largest bona
It is giving good value for every cent

“pretty good, thank you.”
fide list in the county.

it receives. It sets more type,

more Ilustrations, Has better Correspondence THEN ANY
OTHER PAPER IN CRAWFORD COUNTY.

THE FARMERS TRIBUNE IS A WEEKLY PAPER

of 36 pages, devoted to matters of interest to every farmer
It is fully worth the sub-

and housekeeper in the county.
scription price of $1.00 a year-

It Is a Free Gift to our Subscribers-~-Old and New Alike
New subscribers also get one of the SPLENDID MOUNT-

ED REVIEW MAPS FREE.

The Review has no

work +-- Just a straight bona fide offer,

Gives more news, Prints

bunco game to

s

The Review Publishing Company |
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Marathon
Mystery

A Story of Manbhatian

By BURTON E. STEVENSON
Author of “The Holladay Case'

Copyrighe, 1904, by Henry Holt and Company

“As soon as lLie struck the blow, 1
‘think he—he threw it down. I remem-
ber hearing it fall”"—

“Yes~here it is” sald Godfrey ftri-
umphantly, and fished it out from un-
der a chair which stood near the wall.
“But see, Simmonds, it's not a bar, it's
a pipe.”

‘Simmonds examined it. It was an
ordinary pliece of iron piping about

~ fifteen inches in length,

“Her story seems to be straight.” he
gald in an undertone to Godfrey.
“What do you think about it?”

“I think she's perfectly innocent of
any crime,” answered Godfrey, with
conviction. He had his doubts as to
the absolute straightness of her story,
but he concluded to keep them to him-
self.

“Well, there's nothing more to be
learned out here,” remarked Sim-
monds, after another glance around.

“*Suppose we take a look at the other
room,” and he led the way toward the
inner door."”

It was an ordinary bedroom of mod-
erate size and with a single closet, in
which a few soiled clothes were huug
ing. The Bed had been lain upon, and
evidently by a person fully dressed,

_for there were marks of muddy shoes
upon the counterpane, fresh marks as
of one who had come in during the
evening’s storm. An empty whisky
bottle lay on a little table near the
bed.

“I guess Thompson svas a boozer,"
obsertved Simmonds.

“Yes,” agreed Godfrey,
ghowed that pretty plainly.”

“Well, the man we're after ain't in
here; we'll have to search the house.”

“Can’'t we let Miss Croydon go
home? She won't run away—I'll an-
swer for that. Besides, there's nothing
against her.”

Simmonds pondered a minute.

“Yes, I suppose 80,” he said at last.
“Of course she'll have to appear at the
fnquest. Do you know her address?”

“Yes; 21 East Sixty-ninth street.”

Simmonds jotted it down in his note-
book.

“All right” he said. “You'd better
take her down to her cab.”

“I’ll see her down to her cab, What
are you going to do?”

“his face

“I'm golng 10 quiz the janior ana
then search the house. Maybe the
other fellow hasn't had a chance to get
away yet. I wonder what's goinz on
out there?’ he added as they returned
together to the other room.

They could hear a commotion of
some sort in the hall, the hum of many
voices, the shuffling of many feet.

The commotion swelled to an uproar
as Simmonds opened the door and
closed it quickly behind him. Godfrey
heard his voice raised in angry expos-
tulation, and be chuckled grimly to
himself as he turned to Miss Croydon.

He gazed at her with interest, search-
ingly, pondering how bhest to surprise
her secret—at the bent head, with its
crown of dark halr, shadowed by a lit-
tle velvet hat; at the rounded arms, the
graceful figure,

He paused yet a moment, looking at
her, at the slender hands, the little ear,
and he pictured to himself what her
training had been, how she had been
fenced away from the rough places of
the world, the unpleasant things of life.
Certainly she could never have com-
mitted such a crime as this or even
connived at it.

Yet she had lied—deliberately and
distinctly she had lied. She had told
him that she had never before seen the
dead man, She had told Simmonds just
the opposite. Which was the truth?
Doubtless the first. IHer first impulse
would be to speak the truth. After-
ward, at leisure for a moment, she had
mastered her agitation, had thought out
the lie, and had uttered it with sur-
prising calmness.

“May I see you to your cab, Miss
Croydon?” he asked.

“To my cab?”’ she repeated, half ris-
ing. “I may go, then? I am free? You
have not’—

“Betrayed you?’ he finished as she
stopped suddenlys *No, I don't intend
to. Whether you know the man you-
der or not, I don’t for an instant believe
you killed him.”

“Oh, I didn’t!” she cried.
best to save him.
quickly.

“I did my
But it was done so
1 didn't understand until too

late.”
“Nevertheless,” continued Godfrey
evenly, I think you're wrong in trying

to protect the scoundrel who did.”

The color faded suddenly from her
face.

“To protect him ?” she faltered.

“I'm sure you know him. You could
place him in the hands of the police if
you wished to do'’'—

The door opened and a man came in
—a keen faced man of middle age, who
nodded to Godfrey and threw a quiek,
penetrating glance at his companion.
Behind him the clamor burst out anew;
various heads appeared In the doorway,
various eager faces sought to peer into
the room, but the newcomer calmly
closed the door and assured himself
that it was locked. He looked at God-
frey again, then expectantly at the
girl,

“Miss Croydon.” sald Godfrey. “this

is Coroner Goldberg, whose auty It 18
to investigate this affair, and who may
wish to ask you some questions.”

“Only a few at present,” began tle
coroner in a voice soft and deferential,
as only he knew how to make it. How
often, with that voice, had he led a wit-
ness on and on to his own ruin! ‘“You
were the only witness of this tragedy,
I believe, Miss Croydon?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Are you acquainted with the mur-
lerer?”

“No, sir.”

“But you could identify him if the
police succeed in capturing him?”

*Ol, yes, sir.”

“You have aiready given Mr. Sim-
monds u description of him?”

“Yes, sir; as well as 1 could.”

“And told him the whole story ?"”

“Yes, sir—the whole sgtory.”

“Except one detail, I believe. You
did not explain how you came to be
in this room. Will you tell me that?”

“I do not think it concerns the police,
sir.”

“You would better let me judge of
that; if it does not concern the police,
I promise you it shall go no further.
I persist,” continued Goldberg, ‘‘be-
cause I think that perhaps the story
may help us to identify this man.”

“It won't” said Miss Croydon,
I will tell you—briefly., this

bt
man

concerned cur family. We had never

i

“Do me the favor to deny yourself to

B e ]

all callers tonight.”

heard of him before. We know noth-
ing about him. But I came here——;o

claimed to have certain papers which.

see, against the advice of my sister.”

“Then your sister knew you were
coming?”

*“Oh, yes; and tried to dissuade me.”

Goldberg nodded, still looking at her.

“That is all at present,” he said. “Of
course I shall have to summon \ou as
a witness at the inquest.”

She bowed without replying.

“One thing more,” said Goldberg.
"]):-l he have the papers? Did he give
tlis: to.you?!

“\o she answered quickly.
had no papers. He was lying.”

“Then that is all,” repeated the cor-
oner. “You'd better see her to her
cab, Mr. Godfrey,” he added, with a
little smile. *She'll\need an escort.”

fhe rose from her chair and dropped
over her face a heavy veil which she
had raised about her hat. Godfrey
opened the door for her and fol-
lowed her through. She shrank back
from the mob which charged down
upon her as soon as she appeared on

“He

the threshold, but Godfrey sprang for-
wiard quickly to her rescue. In a

moment they were down the stairs and
at the door of the cab.

“Miss Croydon,” he’ said, leaning
toward her as she took her seat, *do
me the favor to deny yourself to all
callers tonight.”

“T shall,” she agreed instantly.

CHAPTER III.
ODEFREY glanced at his watch,

1 It was after 9 o'clock. The
rain had almost ceased, but
the wind was still hizh, e

turned back to the building and found
the janitor sitting just inside the door.
IIe had endured the ordeal of inquisi-
tion by police and reporters and was
rather limp.

| After all, Godfrey told himself, he
had as yet only half the story; lhe
must get every detail from this man,
and he saw that it would be necessary
to proceed delicately, for his compan-
| fon’s temper was evidently badly ruf-
fled.

“Well,” he began at last, ‘“you look
as though those fellows had about
| worn you out, Mr.'

“Higgins is my unme." said the jan-
itor. *“Simon Higgins.”

“Oh, yes. I remember now.”

They sat together for a moment in
silence, listening to the tramp of feet
in the halls overlhead, the opening and
closing of dqors, the subdued murmuy
of voices, At the stair foot, beyond the
elevator, they caught a glimpse now
aud then of a policeman pacing back
and forth.

“They're searchin’ th' house,” ob-
served Higgins at last, with a grimace
of disdain. *“I turned tl' keys over t’
them. Much they’ll find!”

“*Nobody thbere, eh?” It was not real-
Iy o question. It seemed more a sign
of polite interest on Godfrey's part.

“I ought t' know. I told 'em they
wasn’'t nobody there. Ain’t I been here
all evenin' ‘cent fer that minute I run

—

acrost th’ street?” Nobody in nor ouf,
’cept th’ girl, not since 7 o'clock. That
was about th’ time that there Thomp-
son come in too drunk t’ stand. He'd
never 'a' got home in th’ world by his-
self, but they was a feller with him,
a-holdin’ him up.”

Godfrey was listening with strained
attention. There were many questions
he wished to ask, but he dared not in-
terrupt.

“Well, we got him upstairs atween
us. An’ then, when I went through his
pockets, I couldn’t find his key, an’ I
had t' come down an’ git mine afore I
could git his door open. We laid him
on his bed an’ left him there, a-snorin’
like a hog. That feller who was with
him was certainly a good sort. Ie set
down here t' talk t* me awhile—it was

fainin® 8o hard he couldn't go—an’ he
saild bhe'd run acrost Thompson down at
Pete Magraw's place on Sixth avenoo.
Thompson was treatin’ everybody an’
actin’ like a fool ginerally. Then he
got bad an’ started t' clean out th'
saloon, an' Pete was goin’ t' call a cop,
but this feller said he'd bring him home,
an’ so he did.”

Higgins stopped to take breath, and
Godfrey ventured to put a question.

“Did you know him?”

“No. I never seed him afore.”

“What sort of a looking fellow was
he?”

“A good lookin’ feller, well dressed—
no bum, I ken tell y' that. He was
short an’ heavy set, with a little black
mustache that turned up at th' ends.”

Godfrey’s heart gave a sudden leap—
so Miss Croydon had told the truth
after all!

*And
asked.
away?”

*'Oh, yes; he stayed hera talkin’ quite
awhile—he started t' go onct or twice,
but th' rain was too bad. But about
8 o'clock he said he couldn't stay no
longer, rain 'r no rain, an® was jest
buttonin’ up his coat when a cab
drove up an’ a woman got out. She
had a thick veil on so's I couldn’t see
her face, but from her style I judged
she was a high flier., She come up t’
me an' she says, ‘I want t' go t'
apartment fourteen — Mr. Thompson.’
‘Madam,” says I, ‘I wouldn't if I was
you.! ‘Why,! she asked, quick like,
‘ain’t he there? ‘He's there,’ says I,
‘but he ain't in no condition t’ see a
lady.’ ‘Never mind,’ says she, ‘I'll go
up.' ‘All right,” says I. ‘I'll be back
in a minute,’ I added t' my friend.
‘No,” he says, ‘I can't walit; I must be
goin',’ an’ he started toward th’ door.
‘Well, good night,’ I says, an’ stepped
into th’ car an’ started it.

“I showed her th’ door o' fourteen,
an’ she knocked. I was walitin’ at th’
elevator, fer I knowed Thompson was
too dead drunk t' hear her an’ I'd have
t’ take her down ag'in; when blessed if
th' door didn’t open an’ in she walked.
Well, sir, I was so dumfoundered I
couldn’t belleve my own eyes! But in
she went, an’ I come on down, tryin’ t’

then what happened?’ he
“I suppose this fellow went

[ him;

figger it out. it was mebbe ten mm-
utes later that I heard a pistol shot an’
I knowed in a 1minute what'd hap-
pened. That drunken brute had got
too familiar, an’ she’d put a bullet in
though,” he added reflectively,
“why she'd go t' his room at all is
more'n I kin see.”

“Was there only one shot?” asked
Godfrey.

“Only one,” answered the janitor,
“but it sounded like a small cannon.
It didn’t come from no sech little pop-
gun as that which Mr. Simmonds
picked up in th’ corner. I rushed up
th’ stairs an’ threw open th’ door’—

“Wasn't it locked?”

“No; an’ that's funny, too,” he added,
“fer I remember hearin’ the lsek snap
after th’ girl went in. Somebody must
‘a’ throwed it back ag'in, Mebbe th”
girl did it, tryin’ t' git out, an’ Thomp-
son got a-hold of her an’ then she let
him have it.” .

Godfrey nodded, with an appreciation
seemingly very deep.

“That's it, no doubt,” he said. “I
see you're a close reasoner, Mr' Hig-
gins.”

‘“Why,” said Higgins, with a smile of
self satisfaction, “I allers have been
able t’ put two an’ two t'gether. They's
one thing, though, I can’t explain. As
I was rushin’ up th’ steps, I heard th’
openin’ an' shuttin’ of a door.”

“Ah,"” said Godfrey® thoughtfully.
“And there was no one in the hall?”’

“Not a soul; not a soul ia sight.”
. “Are vou sure of that?”

[TO BE CONTINUED.]

Pure, Wholesome, Reliable

Made from cream of tartar
derived solely from grapes,
the most delicious and
healthful of all fruit acids.

Its use is a guarantee of
perfect food and a protec-
tion against the ills that
follow the use of alum,
alum-phosphate and other
low grade powders.

The mixtures called baking powders that
sell for tem or twentyefive cents a
pound, or a cent an ounce, are all alike,
make from alum and costing less
thaa three cents a pound.
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