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CHAPTER VII—Continued. 
I'oor Alary: m e signs Degan to come 

now, and such small vestiges of her ill 
humor toward Brandon as still re
mained were frightened off in a hurry 
by the fear that she had seen the last 
of him. 

She had not before fully known that 
she loved him. She knew he was the 
most delightful companion she had 
ever met and that there was an ex
hilaration about his presence which al
most intoxicated her and made life an 
ecstasy, yet she did not know it was 
love. It needed but the thought that 
6he was about to lose him to make her 
know her malady and meet it face to 
face. 

Upon the evening when Mary learn
ed all this she went into her chamber 
very early and closed the door. No 
one interrupted her until Jane went in 
to robe her for the night and to retire. 
She then found that Mary had robed 
herself and was lying in bed with her: 
head covered, apparently asleep. Jane 
quietly prepared to retire and lay 
down in her own bed. The girls usual
ly shared one couch, but during Mary's 
ill temper she had forced Jane to sleep 
atone. 

After a short silence Jane heard a 
sob from the other bed, then another 
and another. 

"Mary, are you weeping?" she asked. 
"Yes." 
"What is the matter, dear?" 
"Nothing," with a sigh. 
"Do you wish me to come to your 

bed?" 
"Yes, I do." So Jane went over and 

lay beside Mary, who gently put her 
arms about her neck. 

"When will he leave?" whispered 
Mary, shyly confessing all by her ques
tion. 

"I do not know," responded Jane, 
"but he will see you before he goes." 

"Do you believe he will?" 
"I know it." And with this consola

tion Mary softly wept herself to sleep. 
After this, for a few days, Mary was 

quiet enough. Her irritable mood had 
vanished, but Jane could see that she 
;was on the lookout for some one all 
the time, although she made the most 
pathetic little efforts to conceal her 
watchfulness. 

At last a meeting came about in this 
,way: Next to the king's bedchamber 
,was a luxuriously furnished little 
apartment with a well selected library. 
Here Brandon and I often went after
noons to read, as we were sure to be 
undisturbed. 

Late one day Brandon had gone over 
to this quiet retreat and, having select
ed a volume, took his place in a seclud
ed little alcove half hidden in arras 
draperies. There was a cushioned seat 
along the wall and a small diamond 
shaped window to furnish light. 

He had not been there long when in 
came Mary. I cannot say whether she 
knew Brandon was there or not, but 
she was there and he was there, which 
is the only thing to the point, and, find
ing him, she stepped into the alcove be
fore he was aware of her presence. 

Brandon was on his feet in an in
stant and with a low bow was back
ing himself out most deferentially to 
leave her in sole possession, if she 
wished to rest. 

"Master Brandon, you need not go. 
I will not hurt you. Besides, if this 
place is Dot large enough for us both, 
I will go. I would not disturb you." 
She spoke with a tremulous voice and 
a quick, uneasy glance, and started to 
move backward out of the alcove. 

"Lady Mary, how can you speak so? 
You know—you must know—oh, I beg 
you"— But she interrupted him by 
taking his arm and drawing him to a 
seat beside her on the cushion. She 
could have drawn down the Colossus 
of Rhodes with the look she gave Bran
don, so full was it of command, en
treaty and promise. 

"That's it. I don't know, but I want 
to know, and I want you to sit here be
side me and tell me. I am going to be 
reconciled with you despite the way 
you treated me when last we met. I 
am going to be friends with you wheth
er you will or not. Now what do you 
say to that, sir?" She spoke with a 
fluttering little laugh of uneasy non-
assurance, which showed that her 
heart was not nearly so confident nor 
so bold as her words would make be
lieve. Poor Brandon, usually so ready, 
had nothing "to say to that," but sat 
in helpless silence. 

Was this the sum total of all his 
wise determinations made at the cost 
of so much pain and effort? Was this 
the answer to all his prayer, "Lead 
me not into temptation?" He had done 
his part, for he had done all he could. 
Heaven had not helped him, since here 
was^.temptation thrust UDOU him when 
least expe*tea ana wnen tne way was 
so narrow he could not escape, but 
must meet it face to face. 

Mary soon recovered her self posses
sion—women are better skilled in this 
art than men—and continued: 

"I am not intending to say one word 
about your treatment of me that day 
over in the forest, although it was very 
bad and you have acted abominably 
ever since. Now is not that kind in 
me?" And she softly laughed as she 
jpeeped up at the poor fellow from be
neath those sweeping lashes, with the 
premeditated purpose of tantalizing 
him, I suppose. She was beginning to 
know her power over him, and it was 

Her beauty had its sweetest quality, 
for the princess was sunk and the 
woman was dominant, with flushed 
face and flashing eyes that caught a 
double luster from the glowing love 
that made her heart beat so fast. 

With the mood that was upon her I 
wonder Brandon maintained his self 
restraint even for a moment. He felt 
that his only hope lay in silence, so he 
sat beside her and said nothing. He 
told me long afterward that while sit
ting there in the intervals between her 
speech, the oddest, wildest thoughts ran 
through his brain. He wondered how 
he could escape. He thought of the 
window and that possibly he might 
break away through it, and then he 
thought of feigning illness, and a hun
dred other absurd schemes, but they 
all came to nothing, and he sat there 
to let events take their own course, as 
they seemed determined to do in spite 
of him. 

After a short silence Mary continued 
half banteringly: "Answer me, sir! I 
will have no more of this. You shall 
treat me at least with the courtesy you 
would show a bourgeoise girl." 

"Oh, that you were only a burgher's 
daughter!" 

"Yes, I know all that; but I am not. 
It can't be helped, and you shall an
swer me." 

"There is no answer, dear lady. I 
beg you—oh, do you not see"— 

"Yes, yes; but answer my question. 
Am I not kind, more than you de
serve?" 

"Indeed, yes; a thousand times. You 
have always been so kind, so gracious 
and so condescending to me that I can' 
only thank you, thank you, thank you," 
answered Brandon almost shyly, not 
daring to lift his eyes to hers. 

Mary saw the manner quickly enough 
—what woman ever missed it, much 
less so keen eyed a girl as she—and it 
gave her confidence and brought back 
the easy banter of her old time man
ner. 

"How modest we have become! 
Where is the boldness of which we 
used to have so much? Kind? Have 
I always been so? How about the first 
time I met you? Was I kind then? 
And as to condescension, don't—don't 
use that word between us." 

"No," returned Brandon, who in his 
turn was recovering himself; "no, I 
can't say that you were very kind at 
first. How you did fly out at me and 
surprise mel It was so unexpected it 
almost took me off my feet." And they 
both laughed in remembering the scene 
of their first meeting. "No, I can't say 
your kindness showed itself very 
strongly in that first interview, but 
it was there nevertheless, and when 
Lady Jane led me back your real na
ture asserted itself, as it always does, 
and you were kind to me—kind as only 
you can be." 

That was getting very near to the 
sentimental — dangerously near, he 
thought, and he said to himself, "If 
this does not end quickly, I shall have 
to escape." 

"You are easily satisfied if you call 
that good," laughingly returned Mary. 
"I can be ever so much better than 
that if I try." 

"Let me see you try," said Brandon. 
"Why, I'm trying now," answered 

Mary, with a distracting little pout. 
"Don't you know genuine out and out 
goodness when you see it? I'm doing 
my very best now. Can't you tell?" 

"Yes, I think I recognize it, but—but 
--be bad again." 

"No, I won't! 1 will not be bad even 
to please you. I have determined not 
to be bad, and I will not—not even to 
be good. This," placing her hand over 
her heart, "is just full of 'good' today." 
And her lips parted as she laughed at 
her own pleasantry. 

"I am afraid you had better be bad. 
I give you fair warning," said Brandon 
huskily. He felt her eyes upon him all 
the time, and his strength and good 
resolves were oozing out like wine from 
an ill coopered cask. After a short si
lence Mary continued, regardless of the 
warning-

"But the position is reversed with us. 
At first I was unkind to you, and you 
were kind to me, but now I am kind to 
you, and you are unkind to me." 

"I can come back at you with your 
own words," responded Brandon. "You 
don't know when I am kind" to you. I 
should be kinder, to myself at least, 
were I to leave you and take myself to 
the other side of the world." 

"Oh, that is one thing I wanted to 
ask you about. Jane tells me you are 
going to New Spain." 

She was anxious to know, but asked 
the question partly to turn the conver
sation, which was fast becoming peril
ous. As a girl she loved Brandon and 
knew it only too well, but she knew 
also that she was a princess, standing 
next to the throne of the greatest king
dom on earth—in fact, at that time the 
heir apparent, Henry having no chil
dren, for the people would not have the 
Scotch king's imp, and the possibility 
of such a thing as a union with Bran
don had never entered her head, how
ever passionate her feelings toward 
him. It was not to be thought of be
tween people so far apart as they. 

Brandon answered her question: "I 
do not know about going. I think I 
Bhall. I have volunteered with a ship 
tfiat sails in two or three weeks from 

never greater than at this moment J B r t e t o 1 ' a n d x suppose I shall go.' 
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"Oh, no! Do you really mean it?" i t 
gave her a pang to hear that he was 
actually gcing, and her love pulsed 
higher, but she also felt a sense of re
lief, somewhat as a conscientious 
housebreaker might feel upon finding 
the door securely locked against him. 
It would take away a temptation 
which she could not resist and yet 
dared not yield to much longer. 

"I think there is no doubt that I 
mean it," replied Brandon, "i should 
like to remain in England until I can 
save money enough out of the king's 
allowance to pay the debt against my 
father's estate, so that I may be able 
to go away and feel that my brother 
and sisters are secure in their home— 
my brother is not strong—but I know 
it is better for mo to go now, and I 
hope to find the money out there. I 
could have paid it with what I lost to 
Judson before I discovered him cheat
ing." This was the first time he had 
ever alluded to the duel, and the 
thought of it, in Mary's mind, added a 
faint touch of fear to her feeling to
ward him. 

She looked up with a light in her eyes 
and asked: "What is the debt? How 

''•Heaven help me!" he cried. 
much? Let me give you the money. I 
have so much more than I need. Let 
me pay it. Please tell me how much 
it is, and I will hand it to you. You 
can come to my rooms and get it, or I 
will send it to you. Now tell me that 
I may. Quickly!" And she was alive 
with enthusiastic interest 

"There, now, you are kind again, as 
kind as even you can be. Be sure, I 
thank you, though I say it only once," 
and he looked into her eyes with a 
gaze she could not stand even for an 
instant. This was growing dangerous 
again; so, catching himself, he turned 
the conversation back into the banter
ing vein. 

"Ah, you want to pay the debt that 
I may have no excuse to remain? Is 
that it? Perhaps you are not so kind 
after all." 

"No, no; you know better. But let 
me pay the debt. How much is it, and 
to whom is it owing? Tell me at once, 
I command you." 

"No, no, Lady Mary; I cannot" 
"Please do. I beg, if I cannot com

mand. Now I know you will. You 
would not make me beg twice for any
thing?" She drew closer to him as she 
spoke and put her hand coaxingly upon 
his arm. With an irresistible impulse 
he took the hand in his and lifted it to 
his lips in a lingering caress that could 
not be mistaken. It was all so quick 
and so full of fire and meaning that 
Mary took fright, and the princess for 
the moment came uppermost. 

"Master Brandon!" she exclaimed 
sharply and drew away her hand. Bran
don dropped the hand and moved over 
on the seat. He did not speak, but 
turned his face from her and looked 
out of the window toward the river. 
Thus they sat in silence, Brandon's 
hand resting listlessly upon the cush
ion between them. Mary saw the elo
quent movement away from her and 
his speaking attitude with averted face; 
then the princess went into eclipse, and 
the imperial woman was ascendant 
once more. She looked at him for a 
brief space with softening eyes and, 
lifting her hand, put it back in his, say
ing: 

"There it is again—if you want it." 
Want it? Ah, this was too much! 

The hand would not satisfy now. It 
must be all, all! And he caught her to 
his arms with a violence that fright
ened her. 

"Please don't; please! Not this time! 
Ah, have mercy, Charl— Well! There! 
There! Mary mother, forgive me!" 
Then her woman spirit fell before the 
whirlwind of his passion, and she was 
on his breast with her white arms 
around his neck, paying the same trib
ute to the little blind god that he would 
have exacted from the lowliest maiden 
of the land. 

Brandon held the girl for a moment 
or two, then fell upon his knees and 
buried his face in her lap. 

"Heaven help me!" he cried. 
She pushed the hair back from his 

forehead with her hand and as she 
fondled the curls leaned over him and 
softly whispered: 

"Heaven help us both, for I love 
you!" 

He sprang to his feet "Don't! Don't, 
I pray you," he said wildly, and almost 
ran from her. 

Mary followed him nearly to the door 
of the room, but when he turned he 
saw that she had stopped and was 
standing with her hands over her face, 
as if in tears. 

He went back to her and said, "I 
tried to avoid this, and if you had 
helped me it would never"— But he 
remembered how he had always de
spised Adam for throwing the blame 
upon Eve, no matter how much she 
may have deserved it, and continued: 
"No, I do not mean that. I t Is all! 
my fault I should have gone away 
long ago. I could not help i t I tried, 
oh, I tried!" 

Mary's eyes were bent upon the 
floor, and tears were falling over her 

flushed cheeks unheeded and uncheck
ed. 

"There is no fault in any one. Nei
ther could I help it," she murmured. 

"No, no; it is not that there is any 
fault in the ordinary sense. It is like 
suicide or any other great self inflicted 
injury with me. I am different from 
other men. I shall never recover." 

"I know only too well that you are 
different from other men, and—and I, 
too, am dirferent from other women! 
Am I not?" 

"Ah, different! There is no other 
woman in all this wide, long world." 
And they were in each other's arms 
again. She turned her shoulder to 
him and rested with the support of his 
arms about her. Her eyes were cast 
down in silence, and she was evident
ly thinking as she toyed with the lace 
of his doublet. Brandon knew her 
varying expressions so well that he 
saw there was something wanting, so 
he asked: 

"Is there something you wish to 
say?" 

"Not I," she responded with em
phasis on the pronoun. 

"Then it is something you wish me 
to say?" 

She nodded her head slowly, "Yes." 
"What is it? Tell me, and I will sav 

i t " 
She shook her head slowly, "No." 
"What is it? I cannot guess." 
"Did you not like to hear me say that 

—that I—loved you?" 
TO BE CONTINUED. 

J u s t Poss ib le . 

He—I never saw anything like this 
tide. Here I've been pulling steadily 
for ten minutes and we don't seem to 
have moved a foot. 

She (after a pause)—Oh, Mr. Stroker, 
I've just thought of something! The 
anchor fell overboard a short time ago 
and I forgot to tell vou. Do you sup
pose it could have caught on some
thing?—Ram's Horn. 

E n t i t l e d t o Respec t . 

"Who's de ole guy w'at jist went 
by?" asked the telegraph messenger 

"De ole guy wid de dinky whiskers'?"' 
replied the oflice boy: "aw, he's de 
owner of de paper." 

"An' who's de guy wid ' im?" 
"Sh! don't git gay. He ain't no guy: 

dat's de &portin' editor. "—Catholic 
Standard. 

BUSINESS LOCALS. 

Cg* MONEY to loan on improved 
farms. M. S. RUTHERFORD, 

Princeton, Minn. 

Ladies' shirt waists, the newest 
spring styles, see the prettiest patterns 
at LUDDEN'S . 

We pay the highest market price 
for all kinds of farm produce. 

F. T. KETTLEHODT. 

F O R SALE—The two shops north of 
the Sadley mill where we formerly did 
business. PETERSON & NELSON. 

Farmers, bring us in your butter and 
eggs. The highest market price paid. 

F. T. KETTELHODT. 

Fresh vegetables every day, cool and 
clean on our mist display stand. 

LUDDEN'S STORE. 

NOTICE—The horse-clipping season is 
now open and I am prepared to do this 
line of work in good shape. 

W M . SCHMIDT. Blacksmith. 
P. O., Princeton, Minn. 

FOR SALE—Quarter section of wild 
land in the town of Greenbush, three 
miles from Brickton. Call on or ad
dress the owner, E. M. FARNHAM, 

tf Princeton Minn. 

Maple syrup and maple sugar, the 
pure article right from the old home
stead at LUDDEN'S STORE. 

The E. Mark Live Stock Co. wants 
your hogs and cattle. Highest market 
prices paid. If you have anything for 
sale bring it to the yards at Princeton 
or write and a buyer will call and see 
you. tf 

Just received a full and complete 
stock of spring and summer hats. 

F. T. KETTLEHODT. 

NOTICE—I have opened up a black
smith shop north of Steeves' barn and 
am now ready to attend to horse shoe
ing and all kinds of blacksmithing. 
Plow work a specialty. 

CHAS. BERTHIAUME. 

LOST—Dark brown fur overcoat be
tween my farm on section 28, Bogus 
Brook and Princeton. Finder return 
to Gustav Schramm, Bogus Brook, or 
leave at UNION office. A reward will 
be paid for return of coat. 

Live stock of all kinds bought and 
sold by the E. Mark Live Stock Co. 
Highest market prices paid. Bring 
your stock to Princeton or drop a line 
and our buyer will call and make you 
an offer for your stock. 

tf E. MARK L I V E STOCK CO. 

Do you need a new carpet? Our 
variety and low prices will please you. 

LUDDEN'S STORE. 

has better strength and 
flavor than many so-call
ed "fancy" brands. 

Bulk coffee at the same 
price is not to be com
pared with Lion in quality. 

In 1 lb. air tight, 
sealed packages. 

They Are Pretty. 

These spring woolens for 
particular men are going 
to be very popular. 

They have already made the start on 
public favor. We think you'll find here 
just the piece of goods that will make 
a satisfactory suit. Our making does 
the rest. 

L. Fryhling, 
The Tailor. 

The Horrible 
Tortures of 

Rheumatism 
can be overcome and 
the dreaded disease 
expelled from you* 
system by the use ot 

6G8I 
Few Sals exist Guaranteed Only By 

C. A . J A C K , D r u g g i s t . 

Western 
Canada 

The Vast Areas of this 
Remarkable Agricul

tural Country 
are attracting more at
tention than any other 

District in the World. 
"The Granary of the World." 

"The Land of Sunshine." 
The Natural Feeding Grounds 

for Stock. 
Area Under Crop in 1902— 

1,987,330 Acres. 
Yield 1902—117,922,754 Bu. 

Abundance of water. Fuel plenti
ful. Building material cheap. 
Good grass for pastures and hay. 
A fertile soil, a sufficient rainfall 
and a climate giving an assured 
and adequate season of growth. 

Homestead Lands 
of 160 Acres 

The only charge being $10 for 
entry. Close to Churches, Schools, 

etc. Railways tap all settled districts. Send for 
Atlas and other literature to Superintendent of 
Immigration, Ottawa, Canada; or to the authorized 
Canadian Government Agent— 

K. T . H O L M E S , 
3 1 5 Jackaon S t r e e t , S t . P a u l , Minn. 

Modern 
facilities 

Absolute cleanliness 
Light and ventilation 
AJF needed to make 

P U R E 
B E E R 

Supplied by agents everywhere, or 
THB.O. HAMJt BREWING CO., 

., St. Paul, Utbn. 
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Great Northern Railway. 

ST. P A U L , MINNEAPOLIS . PRINCETON 
A N D D U L U T H . 

G O I N G S O U T H . G O I N G N O R T H . 

Leave 
Duluth 6:45 a.m. 
Brook Park . . 9:30 a.m. 
Mora 9:50 a.m. 
Ogilvie 10:03 a.m. 
Milaca 10:25 a.m. 
Pease (f) 10:40 a.m. 
L. Siding(f) . 10:50a.m. 
Brickton (f) .10:54 a.m. 
Princeton 11:00 a m. 
Zimmerman. 11:15 a.m. 
Elk River . . . . 11:35 a.m. 
Anoka 12 00 a.m. 
Minneapolis.12:40 p m. 
Ar. St. P a u l . 1:05 p.m. 

(f) Stop on signal. 
ST. CLOUD T R A I N S . ^ 

G O I N G W E S T . 
Le. Milaca 110:25a.m. 

Bridgeman 10:30 a . m . 
Ar. St Cloud. 

Le. St. Cloud.. . 
Bridgeman 
Ar Milaca 

G O I N G E A S T . 
11:23 a. m. 

4:20 p. rati 
5:12 p . m . 
5:20 p . m . 

MILLE LACS COUNTY. 
TOWN CLERKS. 

Bogus Brook—O. E. Gustafson Pr inceton 
Borgholm—J. B Herou Bock 
Greenbush—R. A. Ross Pr ince toa 
Hayland—Alfred P . Johnson Milaca 
Isle Harbor—Otto A. Haggberg Isle 
Milaca—Ole Larson Milaca 
Milo—R. N. Atkinson Pores ton 
Princeton—Otto Henschel Pr inceton 
Bobbins—C. Archer , . . Vineland 
South Harbor—Enos Jones Cove 
E a s t Side—Geo. W. F ree r Opstead 
Onamia—Arthur "Wiseman Onamia 
Page—August Anderson Page 

VILLAGE RECORDERS. 
J . M. Neumann Foreston 
J . W . G o u l d i n g .Princeton 
C. H. Foss MilacS 

N E I G H B O R I N G TOWNS. 
Baldwin—H. B . Fisk Princeton 
Blue Hill—Thomas E. Brown Princeton 
Spencer Brook—G. C. Smith . . Spencer Brook 
Wyanett—J. A. Krave Wyane t t 
Livonia—Chas. E . Swanson. . . Lake Freemont 

P R I C E S O F T H E 

Princeton Roller Mills and Elevator. 
Wheat, No. 1 Northern. 
Wheat , No. 2 Northern. 
Corn . .. 
Oats 

.70 
.68 
.40 
.32 

R E T A I L . 
Vestal, per sack $2.20 
Flour, (100 per cent) per sack 2.10 
Banner, per sack 1.65-
Ground feed, per cwt 1.05 
Coarse meal, per cwt 1.00 
Middlings, per cwt 95 
Shorts , per cwt 75 
Bran, per cwt 75 

All goods delivered free anywhere in Princeton. 

PRINCETON 

Market Report. 
Wheat, No. 1 Northern 
Wheat , No. 2 Northern. . 
Oats . . . . . . . . . 
Corn 
Rye 
F lax 
Buckwheat . .. 

P O T A T O E S 

Burbanks 

. .70 
• 68 
. .32 
. .40 
. .42 
1.07 

.50 

.27 

FRATERNAL -:-LODGE 
NO. 93, A. F. & A. M. 

Regular communications,2d and 4th 
Wednesday of each month. 

B. D. G R A N T , W. M. 
A. B CHADBOTJRNE, Sec'y. 

4 
^ P R I N C E T O N - : - L O D G E , 

N O . 9 3 , K . of P . 

Regular meetings every Tuesday eve
ning at 8 o'clock. 

_ C. W. V A N W O R M E R , C. C. 

OSCAR P E T E R S O N K. R. & s . 

K . O. T . M. , 
T e n t No. 1 7 . 

Regular meetings every Thurs 
day evening a t 8 o'clock, in the 
Maccabee hall. 

W. G. F R E D R I C K S . Com. 
N. M. N E L S O N . R. K. 

H e b r o n E n c a m p m e n t . 
N o . 4 2 , I . O . O . F . 

•*.' 

Meetings, 2nd and 4th Mondays 
a t 8 o'clock P . M. 

M. C. SATJSSER, C. P . 

D. W. SPATJLDING, S. W. 
J o s . C R A I G , Scribe. 

P R I N C E T O N - : - L O D G E 
N O . 2 0 8 , 1 . O . O . F . 

Regular meetings every Friday evening at 7:30 
o'clock. H. J. L O W E L L , N. G. 

M. J. J A A X , R. Sec. 

P R I N C E T O N C A M P , M . W . A . , 
N o . 4 0 3 2 . 

Regular meet ings 1st and 3rd Saturdays of 
each month, a t 8:00 p . M., in the hall a t Brick
yards. Visit ing members cordially invited. 

^ N E D C. K E L L E T , V. C. 
J. F . ZIMMERMAN. Clerk. 

A N D F E E D B A R N . 

CRAVENS & DOUGLAS, Props. 
Princeton, Minn. 

Single and Double Rigs 
a t a floments' Notice. 

Commercial Travelers ' Trade a Specialty. 

F R A N K P E T E R S O N . N , M. N E L S O N . 

PETERSON & NELSON, 

Blacksmiths 
and wagon makers. 

Wagons and Buggies manufactured 
and repaired. 

Satisfaction also guaranteed in all o ther 
lines of our business. 

Shops next to Starch Factory, 

Princeton, Minn. 

Leave. 
St. P a u l 2:35 p.m 
Minneapolis. 3:05 p.m. 
Anoka 3:45 p.m. 
Elk River 4:11 p.m. 
Zimmerman. 4:29 p.m. 
Princeton 4:46 p.m. 
Brickton (1). 4:51 p.m. 
L. Siding (1). 4:55 p.m. 
Pease (1) . . . . 5:05p.m. 
Milaca 5:20 p.m. 
Ogilvie 5:41p.m. 
Mora 5:54 p.m. 
Brook P a r k . 6:15 p.m. 
Ar. Duluth 9:00 p.m. {„ 
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