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RAILWAY TIME TABLE. 
Chicago fc Worth-western. 

GOING WEST 
No. 11* Denver Special 4:48 a m 
No. 1* Overland Limited ....7:01am 
No. 3 China-Japan Express. .12:55 p m 
No. 17 Local -Passenger 7:25 am 
No. 23* American Express ....7:32am 
No. 7 Los Angeles Limited. .10:01 a m 
No. Fast Mail 7:13 am 
No. 15 Fast Mail 1:09 pm 
No. 33 Locai Passenger 3:14 pm 
No. 5 Omaha Special 8:23 pm 
No. 13* Centennial Express ...9:16pm 
No 4 7 Way Freight (local). .10:40 a m 

Nos. I and 23 do not earry passengers. 
GOING EAST. 

No. 2* Overland Limited .... 9:56pm 
No. 8 Los Angeles Limited. .10:07 p m 
No. 26 Fast Mail & Express ..10:22am 
No. 10 Eastern Express ..... 8:54pm 
No. 22 Chicago Special 8:16 pm 
No. l'< Denver Express 7:23 pm 
No. 18 Local Passenger 7:05 pm 
Nc. 6 Atlantic Express 2:40 p rn 
No. 12 Denver Special 9:45am 
No. 32 Local Passenger 9:27 am 
No. 14* Centennial Express ... 2:43 pro 
N6. 46 Way Freight Uocal) ..12:00 n> 

No. 26 will not, carry passengers. 
•Do Not Stop at Denison. 

BOXES TALLET TIME TABU. 
No. 55 Freight ar 10.4 5 a. m. 
No. 59 Passenger ar 910 p. m. 
No. 53 Passenger ar 2:40 p. m. 
No. 52 Passenger Iv 12:05 p. rn. 
No. 60 Passenger Iv 7:05 p. m. 
No. 54 Freight lv 5:45 a. m. 

XUi&olB Central. 
GOING EAST. 

No. 4* Chicago Bpress 5:00am 
No. 2* Chicago Limited 7:52pm 
No. 32 Omaha, Ft. Dodge ... 6:36pm 

GOING WEST. 
No. 1* Omaha, S. City & Co. B. 5:43 am 
No. 5* Fast Mail l:5Spm 
No. 31 Kt Dodge & Omaha .. 9:00aro 

•Daily. 

c. X. fc St. V .  TXXE TABU—AJUOH. 
Going Bait. 

No. 4 Passenger 8:55 A. M. 
No. 6 Passeijger 7:25 P. M. 
No. 2 Passenger 8:55 P. M. 
No. 94 Way Lreight 5:55 P. M. 

Going W«t. 
No. 1 Passenger 5:55 A. M. 
No. 5 Mail 7:25 A. M. 
No. 3 Passenger 1:32 P. D. 
No. 91 Way Freight 8:05 A. M. 

All the above trains stop at Arion. 
No. 5 carries passengers Mapleton and 
Sioux City and all points north and •west 
of Sioux City. 
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R. P. PLIMPTON 
• 

Homeopathist Physician. 
•  ••• 

• Office in Residence, Broadway. 
4> —«— 

• 4 
• W. T. Wright L. M. Coon 4 
• WRIGHT & COON 4 
• Physicians and Surgeons. 4 
• Telephone—Crawford County 536. 4 
• Offices and Treatment Rooms 2d 4 
• Stairway North of Postoffics. 4 
• • 

• .. 
• C. W. Carr P. J. Brannon 
• CARR & BRANNON 
• Physicians and Surgeons. 
• —*— 
• Office in Bulletin Building. 
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PRODIGAL JUDO 
The Famous Novelby 

VAUGHAN RESTED 
Copyright, 1911, Tke Bobbs-Merrill Crv-mnny 
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Sjxopsis of Preceding Chapters. 
At the death of General Quintard at 

the Barony—his family seat in North 
Carolina—a little boy named Hannibal 
is discovered by those who are settling 
up the estate to have been left without 
a protector. The old general has led a 
strange and secluded life and what kin. 
if any, Hannibal is to him nobody knows. 
Bob Taney—a native of the mountains 
—takes Hannibal home with him and be
comes deeply attached to him. The 
Barony is sold to Mr. and Mrs. Ferris, 
who take possession of it and who have 
as their guest Eetty Malroy. Mrs. Der-
ris and Betty conduct a Sunday school, 
which Hannibal attends and Betty be
comes very fond of him. 

Soon after a stranger—Captain Mur-
rell—of handsome, dashing appearance, 
oomes into the neighborhood and secret
ly employs Bladen—a local attorney—to 
get Hannibal away from Bob. Then one 
day Bob is absent Ha"nnibal is stolen 
but Bob intercepts at a cross roads the 
man who is carrying him off and rescues 
Hannibal. A warrant is issued for Bob's 
&rr6st. 

Betty closes her visit at the Barony 
and starts west to her own home at 
Belle Plaine in Tennessee, near Mem
phis. She is particularly glad to go be
cause of the unwelcome attentions of 
Captain Murrell, who has been a fre
quent caller at the Barony. Bruce Car-
rington, a river man of attractive per
sonality, who has been visiting in the 
neighborhood where his family once 
lived, takes the same coach with Betty, 
to whom he has been greatly attracted. 
Betty at first, feeling that he is social
ly beneath her, is inclined to snub him, 
but his good natured perseverance and 
inate worth make themselves felt and 
she is unable to resist his advances al
together. At Belle Plaine Betty is wel
comed by Charley Norton, her friend 
from childhood and long her suitor. The' 
house and plantation which—during her 
absence at school—have been in charge 
of her step-father's soiv—'Tom Ware— 
have, she finds, been greatly neglected. 
To Ware's disguest, Betty insists on re
storing the place to its former beauty. 

Meanwhjie Bob Yancy, fearing that he 
will finally lose Hannibal, decides to take 
him and make his way toward Belle 
Plaine where Betty has suggested that 
he should come. On the way they are 
overtaken bv Murrell and during the 
night at Slosson's Tavern Bob is set up
on by Slosson and Murrell and terribly 
beaten. Supposing him to be dead, they 
drop his body in the river. Hannibal, 
who has been upstairs in bed, hears 
Bob's cry and escapes over the shed roof 
to the yard outside. He sees the two 
men carry Bob's still form to the river 
and flees' through the woods he knows 
not where. 

After a time he comes on a cabin, 
where is living Slocum Price, once rich 
and highly respected, but who, through 
misfortune or drink, has become a dere
lict. Price takes him in, borrows a 
ten-dollar bill that Murrell had given 
him, and gets drunk with it. 

At Pleasantville a new jail has been 
raised and when it is discovered that 
the bill which Judge Price has passed 
at the tavern is counterfeit, he is made 
prisoner. 

He fears lynching, but has a 
chance to escape with a companion 
prisoner—a horse thief—is that night 
rescued by his band. Price's friend, 
Solomon Manaffy, who in the meantime 
has had Hannibal in charge, joins liim 
and the three make their way to Ral
eigh, N. C„ where the races are in 
progress and whither-Betty and Ware 
have come. 

* Telephone—Crawford County 85. 
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J. J. MEEHAN 
-*-

Physician and Surgeon. 
—41— 

Office Over Postoffice. 
Phones: Office, 249. Res. 246. 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *  

DEIJTISTS: 

•  • • • * • • • * • * •  * * * * 4  
* 
• J. C. ROBINSON, D. D. S. 
• —•— 
• Office Over Lambora Drug Store. 4 
'• —4— 
• Special Attention Given to Bridge 4 
• and Plate Work. 
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• 4 
• B. P. PHILBROOK, D. D. S. 4 

—*_ • 
• 
• 
• 
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• 

Wednesdays in Dunlap. 
—#— 

Offices in the Laub Block. 

* 4 
* R. O. McCONNAUGHEY, D. D. S. 4 
% —4 
* Office in Warbasse Block. 4 
• 
• 
• 
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Phone—259. 
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pTTOMfEYS: 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *  4 
• 4 
* L. M. Shaw. J. Sims 4 

F. Kuehnle. 
—*— 

• 
• 
• SHAW, SIMS & KUEHNLE 
• Attorneys and Counsellors. 
• Office with Bank of Denison. 
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• J. P. Conner. P. E. C. Lally 4 
• —*— 
• CONNER & LALLY 
• —*— 
• Offices Over C. C. State Bank. 
• —4— 
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Daily Inter Ocean and Re
view one year for only ... $3.50 

CHAPTER XV. 
The Shooting Match at Boggs'. 

The judge's faith in the reasonable 
ness of mankind having received a 
staggering blow, there began a some
what furtive existence for himself, for 
Solomon Mabaffy and for the boy. 
They kept to little frequented high
ways, anu usually it was the early 
hours of the morning, or the cool of 
late afternoon when they took the 
road. 

A certain hot afternoon brought 
them into the shaded main street of 
a straggling village. Near the door 
of the principal building, a frame tav
ern, a man was seated, with his feet 
on the horse rack. There was no 

Send the Review to a friend. 

other sign of human occupancy. 
"How do you do, sir?" said the 

judge, halting before this solitary in
dividual whom he conjectured to be 
the landlord. "What's the name of 
this bustling metropolis?" continued 
the judge, cocking his head on one 
side. 

As he spoke Bruce Carrington ap
peared in the tavern door; pausing 
there, he glanced curiously ai the 
shabby wayfarers. 

"This is Raleigh, in Shelby county, 
Tennessee," said the landlord. 

'Are you the voice from the tomb?' 
inquired the judge, in a tone of play
ful sarcasm. 

Carrington, amused, sauntered to
ward him. 

"That's one for you, Mr. Pegloe!" 
he said. 

I am charmed to meet a gentleman 
whose spirit of appreciation shows 
his familiaruy with a literary allus
ion,' said the judge, bowing. 

We ain't so dead as we look," said 
Pegloe. "Just you keep on to Boggs' 
race track, straight down the road, 
and you'll find that out—everybody's 
there to the hoss racing and shooting 
match. 1 reckon you've missed the 
hoss racing, but you'll be in time for 
the shooting. Why ain't you there Mr. 
Harrington ?" 

•I'm going now, Mr. Pegloe," an
swered Carrington, as he followed the 
judge, who, with Mahaffy and the boy, 
had moved off. 

Better stop at Boggs'!" Pegloe 
called after them. 

But the judge had already formed 
his decision. Horse racing and shoot
ing matches were suggestive of that 
progressive spirit, the absence of 
which he had so much lamented at 
the jail raising at Pleasantville. Mem
phis was their objective point, but 
boggs' became a side issue of import
ance. They had gained the edge of 
the village when Cairington overtook 
them. He stepped to Hannibal's side. 

"Let me carry that long rifle, son!" 
he said. Hannibal looked up into his 
lace, and yielded the piece without a 
word. Carrington balanced it on his 
big palm. "I reckon it can shoot— 
these old guns are hard to beat!" he 
obesrved. 

"She's the closest shooting rifle I 
ever sighted," said Hannibal prompt
ly-

Carrington laughed. 
There was a rusty name plate on the 

stock of the old sporting rifle; this 
caught Carrington's eye. 

Oh, Tur-"What's the name here? 
berville." 

The judge, a step or two in advance, 
wheeled ill his tracks with a startling 
suddenness. 

"What?" he faltered, and his face 
was ashen. 

"Nothing, I was reading the name 
here; it is yours, sir, I suppose?" said 
Carrington. 

"No, sir—no; my name is Price— 
Slocum Price! Turberville—Turber-
ville—" he muttered thickly, staring 
stupidly at Carrington. 

"It's not a common name; you seem 
to have heard it before?" said the lat
ter. 

A spasm of pain passed over the 
judge's face. 

"1—I've heard it. The name is on 
the rifle, you say?" 

"Here on the stock, yes." 
The judge took the gun and exam

ined it in silence. 
Where did you get this rifle, Han

nibal?" he at length asked brokenly. 
1 fetched it away from the Barony, 

sir; Mr. Crenshaw said I might have 
it." 

The judge gave a great start, and a 
hoarse, inarticulate murmur stole 
from between his twitching lips. 

"What do you know of the Barony, 
Hannibal ?" 

"I lived at the Barony once, until 
Uncle Bob took me to Scratch Hill to 
be with him," said Hannibal. 

You—you lived at th,e Barony?" re
peated the judge, and a dull wonder 
struck" through his tone. "How long 
ago—when?" he continued. 

I don't know how long it were, but 
until Uncle Bob carried me away after 
the old general died.' 

The judge slipped a hand under the 
child's chin and tilted his face back so 
that he might look into it. For a long 
moment he studied closely those small 
features, then with a shake of the head 
he handed the rifle to Carrington and 
without a word strode forward. Car
rington had been regarding Hannibal 
with a quickened interest. 

' Hello!" he said, as the judge moved 
off. "You're the boy 1 saw at Scratch 
Hill!" 

Hannibal gave him a frightened 
glance and edged to Mr. Mahaffy's 
side, but did not answer. 

The judge plodded forward, his 
shoulders drooped, and his head bowed 
For once silence had fixed its seal up
on his lips, no inspiring speech fell 
from them. He had been suddenly 
swept back into a past he had striven 
these twenty years and more to forget 
and his memories shaped themselves 
fantastically. Surely if ever a man 
had quitted the world that knew him, 
he was that man! He had died and 
yet he lived—lived horribly, without 
soul or heart, the empty shell of a 
man. 

A turn in the road brought them 
within sight of the Boggs' race track, 
a wide, level meadow. The judge 
paused irresolutely, and turned his 
bleared face on his friend. 

"We'll stop here, Solomon," he said 
rather wearily, for the spirit of boast 
and jest was quite gone out of him. He 
glanced toward Carrington. "Are you 
a resident of these parts, sir?" he 
asked. 

"I've been in Raleigh three days al 
together," answered Carrington, and 
they continued on across the meadow 
in silence. 

Here were men from the small clear
ings in homespun and butternut or 
fringed hunting shirts, with their 
women folk trailing after them. Here, 
too, in lesser numbers, were the lords 
of the soil, the men who counted their 
acres by the thousand and their slaves 
by the score. There was the flutter 
of skirts among the moving groups, the 
nodding of gay parasols that shaded 
fresh young faces, while occasionally 
a comfortable family carriage with 
some planter's wife or daughter rolled 
silently over the turf. 

The judge's dull eye kindled, the 
haggard lines that streaked his face 
erased themselves. This was life, opu
lent and full. These swift-rolling car
riages with their handsome women, 
these well-dresBed men on foot, and 
splendidly mounted, all did their part 
toward lifting him out of his gloom. 

A cry from Hannibal drew his at
tention. Turning, he was in time to 
see the boy bound away. An instant 
iater, to his astonishment, he saw a 
young girl who was seated with two 
men in an open carriage, spring to the 
ground, and dropping to her knees put 
her arms about the tattered little fig
ure. 

"Why, Hannibal!" cried Betty Mal: 

roy. 
"Miss Betty! Miss Betty!" and Han

nibal buried his head on her shoulder. 
"What is it, Hannibal; what is it, 

dear?" 
"Nothing, only I'm so glad to find 

you!" 
"I am glad to see you, too!" said 

Betty, as she wiped his tears away. 
"When did you get here, dear?" 

"We got here just today, Miss Bet
ty," said Hannibal. 

Mr. Ware, careless as to derss, scowl
ed down on the child. He had favored 
Boggs* with his presence, not because 
he felt the least interest in horse rac
ing, but because he had no faith in 
girls, and especially had profound mis
trust of Betty. She was so much easi
ly portable wealth, a pink-faced chit 
ready to fall into, thd arms of the 
first man who proposed to her. But 
Charley Norton had not seemed dis 
turbed by the Planter's forbidding air. 

But Betty did not seem to hear, 
growled Ware disbustedly. 

"Did you come alone, Hannibal?" 
she asked. 

"What ragamuffin's this Betty?" 
"No, ma'am; the judge and Mr. Ma

haffy, they fetched me.' 
The judge had drawn nearer as Bet

ty and Hannibal spoke together, but 
Mahaffy hung back. There were 
gulfs not to be crossed by him. It was 

different with the judge; the native 
magnificence of his mind fitted him 
•or any occasion. 

"Allow me the honor to present my
self. ma'am—Price is my name— 
Judge Slocum Price. May I be permit
ted to assume t..at this is the Miss 
Betty oi whom my young protege so 
often speaks?" 

Tom Ware gave him a glance of un
disguised astonishment, while Norton 
regarded him with an expression of 
stunned and resolute gravity. 

Betty looked at the judge rather in
quiringly. 

"1 am glad he has found friends," 
she said slowly. She wanted to be
lieve that judge Slocum Price was 
somehow better than he looked, which 
should have been easy, since it was 
incredible that he could have been 
worse. 

"He has indeed found friends," said 
the judge with mellow unction, and 
swelling visibly. 

Now Betty caught sight of Carring
ton and bowed. Occupied with Han
nibal and the judge, she had been un
aware of his presence. Carrington 
steped forward. 

"nave you met Mr. Norton, and my 
brother, Mr. Carrington?" she asked. 

The two young men shook hands, 
and Ware improved the opportunity 
to inspect the new-comer. But as his 
glance wandered over him, it took in 
more than Carrington, lor it included 
the fine figure and swarthy face of 
Captain Murrell, who with his eyes 
fixed on Betty, was thrusting his 
eager way through the crowd. 

Muriel had presented himself at 
Belle Plain the day before. For up
ward of a year, Ware had enjoyed 
great peace of mind as a direct re
sult of his absence from west Tennes
see, and when he thought of him at all 
he had invariably put a period to his 
meditations with, "I hope to hell he 
catches it wherever he is!" 

More than this, Betty had spoken 
of the captain in no uncertain terms. 
He was not to repeat that visit. 

As Murrell approached, the hot col
or serged into Betty's face. As for 
Hannibal, he had gone white to the 
lips, and his small hand clutched hers 
desperately. 

Murre.i, with all his hardihood, real
ized that a too great confidence had 
placed him in an awkward position, 
for Betty turned her back on Jiim and 
began an animated conversation with 
Carrington and Charley Norton. 

Hicks, the Belle Plain overseer, 
pushed his way to Murrell's side. 

"Here, John Murrell, ain't you going 
to show us a trick or two?" he inquir
ed. 

Murrell turned quickly with a sense 
of relief. 

"If you can spare me your rifle," he 
said, but his face wore a bleak look. 

"Don't you think you've seen about 
enough, Bet?" demanded Tom. "You 
don't care for the shooting, do you?" 

"That's the very thing I DO care 
for; I think I'd rather s&e that than 
the horse racing," said Betty perver
sely. 

Betty now seated herself in the car
riage, with Hannibal beside her, quiet
ly determined to miss nothing. The^ 
judge, feeling that he had- come into 
his own, leaned elegantly against the 
wheel, and explained the merits of 
each shot as it was made. 

"I hope you gentleman are not going 
to let me walk off with the prize?" 
said Murrell, approaching the group 
about ine carriage. "Mr. Norton, I am 
told you are clever with the rifle." 

"I am not shooting today," respond
ed Norton haughtily. 

Murrell stalked back to the line. 
"At forty paces I'd risk it myself, 

ma'am," said the judge. "But at a hun
dred, offhand like this, I should most 
certainly fail—" 

"It would be hard to beat that—" 
they heard Murrell say. 

"At least it would be quite possible 
to equal," said Carrington, advancing 
with Hannibal's rifle in his hands. 

It was tossed to his shoulder, and 
poured out its contents in a bright 
stream of flame. There was a moment 
of silence. 

'Center shot, ma'am!" cried the 
judge. 

"I'll add twenty dollars to the 
purse," Norton addressed himself to 
Carrington. "And I shall hope, sir, 
to see it go into your pocket." 

"Our sentiments exactly, ma'am, are 
they not?" said the judge. 

"Perhaps you'd like to bet a little 
of your money?" remarked Murrell... 

"I'm ready to do that too, sir," re
sponded Norton quietly. 

"Five hundred dollars, then, that 
this gentleman in whose success you 
take so great an interest, can neither 
equal nor better my next shot!" Mur
rell had produced a roll of bills as he 
spoke. 

Norton colored with embarrassment. 
Carrington took in the situation. 

"Wait a minute—" he said, and 
passed his purse to Norton. "Cover 
his money, sir," he added briefly. 

"Thank you, my horses have run 
away with most of cash," explained 
Norton. 

"Your shot!" said Carrington short
ly, to the outlaw. 

Murrell, taking careful aim, fired, 
clipping the center. 

As soon as the result was known, 
Carrington raised his rifle; his bullet, 
truer than his opponent's, drove out 
t.hp center. Murrell turned on him 
with an oath. 

"You shoot well, but a board stuck 
against a tree is no test for a man's 
nerve," ne said insolently. 

Carrington was charging his piece. 
"I only know of one other kind of 

target," he observed coolly. 
"Yes—a living target!" cried Mur 

rell. 
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No More Cold Hands 

A woman often does not notice 
what a cold day it is so long as she 
is bustling around the house. But 
when she sits down to her sewing and 
mending, she soon (eels chilly. 

It is then she needs a Perfection Smokeless Oil Heater. 
Its quick, glowing heat warms up a room in next to no time. 

That is the beauty of a Perfection Smokeless Oil Heater. It it 
always ready for use; you can carry it wherever you please; and you 
light it only when you want it 

The Perfection Oil Heater it smokeless and odorlei* — a patented automatic 
device insure that. It is reliable, safe and economical — burns nine hours on one 
filling. Handsome, too—drums finished either in blue enamel or plain *4, **h 
nickel trimmings. 

Dealers everywhere; or write lor doenptwe circular to any agency of 

Standard Oil Company 
•Incorporated) 

W. A. McHENRY, President GEORGE McHENRY, Vice-President 
SEARS McHENRY, Cashier: I~ SEEMANN, Ass t. Cashier 

First National Bank, 
DENISON, IOWA 

Capital, Surplus and Profits • • $140,000.00 
Loans • $745,987.89 Deposits - $750,644.48 

Interest'Paid on Time Deposits LoanslMade on Gommercia. Paper 
Time Loans. Made or^Improved Farms at Current Rates. 

We have a complete set of abstract books of Crawford County Lands 
and Lots, and make abstracts of title. 

We solicit your account on a reciprocal basis. We make five pub
lished reports of our condition annually to the Comptroller of Currency 
pad are examined by the National Bank examiner twicc each year. 

Our Best Club Offer! 
DENISON REVIEW 
DES MOINES CAPITOL 

Both Untlljanoary 1, 
1913 for $3.30 

This offer gives you a chance to 
secure two papers which will sup
ply you with all your local news 
and a daily for markets, state and 
general news. The Capital has the 

; full leased Associated Press re
ports, and will cover the events of 

the year in a complete and impar-i 
tial manner. It will also publish] 
a Daily Cartoon by "Ding" during; 
the year 1912—This offer is good! 
for both old and new subscribers < 
of both papers. ; 
Send your remittance to ! 

THE DENISON, REVIEW 

FOR Several Thoroughbred Hampshire 
Boars at Reasonable Prices. 

} /T «*> 
The Hampshire hogs 

have won a world record 
for dressing more meat, 
of a superior quality over 
all other breeds of hogs, 
and is the packers' favor
ite. Come and get one of 
the right kind before they 
are gone. 

L. E. Wright & Wilber, Proprietors 
Phone Dunlap N-150. Farm 3 1-2 miles north of Dunlap. R. 
F. D. No. 5, Dunlap, Iowa. 47-tf 
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W. R. Temple Co, 
We wish to thank the public for the 
business they have given us the past 
year and solicit a continuance of the 
same for the balance of 1911 and the 
whole year of 1912. Assuring you 
we will do our best to please you in 
all lines ol Lumber. Coal, Wire Fence 
and all kinds of Posts. 

DENISON, IOWA 
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Review Advertising Pays 
li 


