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The revelation touched him with sud-
iden poignancy. The real strength that 
lay beneath his faults, the chivalry 
buried under years of callousness, stir
red at the birth of a new emotion. The 
resolution preserved at such a cost, the 
sacrifice that had seemed well nigh im
possible, all at once took on a different 
shape. What before had been a bar
ren duty became suddenly a sacred 
right. Holding out his arms, he drew 
her to him as if she had been a child. 

"Eive," he said gentry, "I have learned 
tonight how fully a woman's life is at 
the mercy of the world, and how 
scanty that mercy is. If circumstances 
had been different I believe—I am con
vinced—I would have made you a good 
husband—would have used my right to 
protect you as well as a man could use 
it. And now that things are different 
I want—I should like"— H e hesitated 
a very little. "Now that I have no 
right to protect you, except the right 
my love gives, I want to guard you as 
closely from all that is sordid as any 
husband could guard his wife. 

"In life there are really only two 
broad issues—right and wrong. What
ever we may say, whatever w e may 
profess to believe, we know that our 
action is always a choice between 
right and wrong. A month ago—a 
week ago—I would have despised a 
man who could talk like this and have 
thought myself strong for despising 
him. Now I know that strength is 
something more than the trampling of 
others into the dust that w e ourselves 
may have a clear road; that it is 
something much harder and much less 
triumphant than that; that it is stand
ing aside to let somebody else pass on. 
Eve," he exclaimed suddenly, "I'm 
trying to do this for you. Don't you 
see? Don't you understand? The easy 
course, the happy course, would be to 
let things drift. Every instinct is call
ing to me to take that course—to go 
on as I have gone, trading on Chil-
cote's weakness and your generosity. 
But I won't do it. I can't do it!" With 
a swift impulse he loosed his arms 
and held her away from him. "Eve, 
it's the first time I have put another 
human being before myself." 

Eve kept her head bent. Painful, in
audible sobs were shaking her from 
head to foot. 

"It's something in you, something 
unconscious, something high and fine, 
that holds me back, that literally bars 
the way. Eve, can't you see that I'm 
fighting—fighting hard?" 

After he had spoken there was si
lence, a long, painful silence, during 
which Eve waged the battle that so 
many of her sex have waged before, 
•the battle in which words are useless 
and tears of no account. She looked 
very slight, very young, very forlorn, 
as she stood there. Then, in the op
pressive sense of waiting that filled 
•the whole room, she looked up at him. 

Her face was stained with tears; 
her thick, black lashes were still wet 
with them, but her expression, as her 
eyes met Loder's, was a strange ex
ample of the courage, the firmness, 
the power of sacrifice that may be 
hidden in a fragile vessel. 

She said nothing, for in such a mo
ment words do not come easily, but 
with the simplest, most submissive, 
most eloquent gesture in the world 
she set his perplexity to rest. 

Taking his hand between hers, she 
lifted it and for a long, silent space 
held it against her lips. 

CHAPTER XXXIII . 

EOR awhile there was silence; 
then Loder, bitterly aware that 
he had conquered, poignantly 
conscious of the appeal that 

Eve's attitude made, found further en
durance impossible Gently freeing his 
hand, he a w ed av, ay from her to the 
fireplace, ta*king up the position that 
she had first occupied. 

"Eve,"' he said slowly, "I haven't 
finished yet. I haven't said everything. 
I'm going to tax your courage further." 

With a touchy of pained alarm, Eve 
lifted her head. "Further?" she said. 

Loder shrank from the expression on 
her face. "Yes," he said with difficulty, 
"there's still another point to be faced. 
The matter doesn't end with my going 
back. To have the situation fully saved 
Chilcote must return—Chilcote must be 
brought to realize his responsibilities." 

Eve's lips parted In dumb dismay. 
"It must be done," he went on hur

riedly, "and we have got to do it—you 
and I." He turned and looked at her. 

"I? I could do nothing. What could 
I do?" Her voice failed. 

"Everything." he said. "You could do 
everything. He is morally weak, but 
he has one sensitive point—the fear of 
a public exposure. Once make it plain 
to him that you know his secret and 
you can compel him to whatever course 
of action you select. It was to ask you 
to do t h i s - t o beg you to do th i s - that 
I came to you tonight. I know that it's 
demanding more than a woman's reso
lution—more than a woman's strength. 
But you are like no woman in the 
world! 

"Eve," he cried, with sudden vehe
mence, "can't you see that it's impera
tive—the one thing to save us both?" 

H e stopped abruptly as he had be
gun, and a painful silence filled the 
room. Then, as before, Eve moved in-
Hinctively toward him, but this time 

her steps were slow and uncertain. 
Nearing his side, she put out_her hand 
as if for comfort and support and, feel
ing his fingers tighten round it, stood 
for a moment resting in the contact. 

"I understand," she said at last very 
slowly. "I understand. When will you 
take me to him?" 

For a moment Loder said nothing, 
not daring to trust his voice. Then he 
answered low and abruptly. "Now!" 
he said. "Now, at once! Now, this 
moment, if I may. And—and remem
ber that I know what it costs you." 
As if imbued with fear that his cour
age might fail him, he suddenly re
leased her hand, and, crossing the room 
to where a long, dark cloak lay as she 
had thrown it on her return home, he 
picked it up, walked to her side and 
silently wrapped it about her. Then, 
still acting automatically, he moved 
to the door, opened it and stood aside 
while she passed out into the corridor. 

In complete silence they descended 
the stairs and passed to the hall door. 
There Crapham, who had returned to 
his duties since Loder's entrance, came 
quickly forward with an offer of serv
ice. 

But Loder dismissed him curtly, and, 
with something s>f the confusion bred 
of Chilcote's regime, the man drew 
back toward the staircase. 

With a hasty movement Loder step
ped forward and opening the door 
admitted a breath of chill air. Then 
on the threshold he paused. It was his 
first sign of hesitation—the one instant 
in . which nature rebelled against the 
conscience so tardily awakened. He 
stood motionless for a moment, and it 
is doubtful whether even Eve fully 
fathomed the bitterness of his renun
ciation—the blackness of the night that 
stretched before his eyes. 

Behind him was everything; before 
him nothing. The everything symboliz
ed by the luxurious house, the eagerly 
attentive servants, the pleasant atmos
phere of responsibility; the nothing rep
resented by the broad public thorough
fare, the passing figures, each uncon
scious of and uninterested in his exist
ence. As an interloper he had entered 
this house; as an interloper—a mas
querader—he had played his part, lived 
his hour, proved himself; as an inter
loper he was now passing back into the 
dim world of unrealized hopes and un
achieved ambitions. 

He stood rigidly quiet, his strong fig
ure silhouetted against the lighted hall, 
his face cold and set; then, with a 
touch of fatality, chance cut short his 
struggle. 

An empty hansom wheeled around 
the corner of the square. The cabman, 
seeing him, raised his whip in query, 
and involuntarily he nodded an acqui
escence. A moment later he had helped 
Eve into the cab. 

"Middle Temple lane," he directed, 
pausing on the step. 

"Middle Temple lane is opposite Clif
ford's inn," he explained as he took his 
place beside her. "When w e get out 
there we have only to cross Fleet 
street." 

Eve bent her head in token that she 
understood, and the cab moved out 
into the roadway. 

Within a few minutes the neighbor
hood of Grosvenor square was exchang
ed for the noisier and more crowded 
one of Piccadilly, but either the cab
man was overcautious or the horse w a s 
below the average, for they made but 
slow progress through the more crowd
ed streets. To the two sitting in si
lence the pace was well nigh unbear
able. With every added movement the 
tension grew. The methodical care 
with which they moved seemed like 
the tightening of a string already 
strained to breaking point, yet neither 
spoke, because neither had the courage 
necessary for the words. 

Once or twice as they traversed the 
Strand, Loder made a movement as if 
to break the silence, but nothing fol
lowed it. He continued to lean for
ward with a certain dogged stiffness, 
his clasped hands resting on the doors 
of the cab, his eyes staring straight 
ahead. Not once as they threaded their 
way did he dare to glance at Eve, 
though every movement, every stir of 
her garments, was forced upon his 
consciousness by his acutely awakened 
senses. 

When at last they drew up before 
the dark archway of Middle Temple 
lane he descended hastily, and as he 
mechanically turned to protect Eve's 
dress from the wheel he looked at her 
fully for the first t ime since their en
terprise had been undertaken. As he 
looked he felt his heart sink. He had 
expected to see the marks of suffering 
on her face, but the expression he saw 
suggested something more than mere 
mental pain. 

All the rich color that usually deep
ened and softened the charm of her 
beauty had been erased as if by a 
long illness, and against the n e w pal
lor of her skin her blue eyes, her 
black hair and eyebrows seemed 
startlingly dark. A chill colder than 
remorse, a chill that bordered upon 
actual fear, touched Loder In that 
moment. With the first impulsive 
gesture he had allowed himself, he 
touched her arm. 

"Eve"— he began unsteadily. Then 
the word died off his lips. 

Without a sound, almost without a 

At last, slowly, almost reluctantly. movement, she returned his glance, and , „ 
something in her eyes checked what he he turned round. "I'm afraid things 
might have said. In that one express- aren't quite—qihte right," he said in a 
ive look he understood all she had de- low voice*. "The door is locked, and I 
sired, all she had renounced—the full can see no light." 
extent of the ordeal she had consented 
to and the motive that had compelled 
her consent. He drew back with the 
heavy sense that repentance and pity 
were equally futile—equally out of 
place. 

Still in silence, she stepped to the 
^pavement and stood" aside while Loder 
dismissed the cab. To both there was 
Something symbolic, something prophet
ic, in the dismissal. Without intention 
and almost unconsciously they drew 
closer together as the horse turned, its 
hoofs clattering on the roadway, its 
harness jingling, and, still without real
ization, they looked after the vehicle as 
it moved away down the long, shadow
ed thoroughfare toward the lights and 
the crowds that they had left. At last 
involuntarily they turned toward each 
other. 

"Come," Loder said abruptly. "It's 
only across the road." 

Fleet street is generally very quiet 
once midnight is passed, and Eve had 
no need of guidance or protection as 
they crossed the pavement, shining like 
Ice in the lamplight. They crossed it 
slowly, walking apart, for the dread of 
physical contact that had possessed seemed that he paused in absolute si-
them in the cab seemed to have fallen ' T~ "— '-"—" 
on them again. 

Inquisitiveness has little place in the 
region of the city, and they gained the 
opposite footpath unnoticed by the cas
ual passerby. Then, still holding apart, 
they reached and entered Clifford's inn. 

Inside the entrance they paused, and 
Eve shivered involuntarily. . "How 
gray it is!" she said faintly. "And how 
cold! Like a graveyard." 

Loder turned to her. For one mo
ment control seemed shaken. His blood 

^surged, his vision clouded. The sense 
that life and love were still within his 
reach filled him overwhelmingly. He 
turned toward Eve; he half extended 
his hands. Then, stirred by what im
pulse, moved by what instinct, it was 
impossible to say, he let them drop to 
his sides again. 

"Come!" he said. "Come! This is the 
way. Keep close to me. Put your 
hand on my arm." 

H e spoke quietly, but his eyes were 
resolutely averted from her face as 
they crossed the dim, silent court. 

Entering the gloomy doorway that 
led to his own rooms, he felt her fin
gers tremble on his arm, then tighten 
in their pressure as the bare passage 
and cheerless stairs met her view, but 
he set his lips. 

"Come!" he repeated in the same 
strained voice. "Come! I t isn't f a r -
three or four flights." 

With a white face and a curious ex
pression in her eyes Eve moved for
ward. She had released Loder's arm 
as they crossed the hall, and now, 
reaching the stairs, she put out her 
hand gropingly and caught the banis
ter. She had a pained, numb sense of 
submission, of suffering that had sunk 
to apathy. Moving forward without re
sistance, she began to mount the stairs. 

The ascent was made in silence. Lo
der went first, his shoulders braced, 
his head held erect. Eve, mechanically 
watchful of all his movements, fol
lowed a step or two behind. With 
weary monotony one flight of stairs 
succeeded another, each to her unac
customed eyes seeming more colorless, 
more solitary, more desolate than the 

'preceding one. 
Then at last, with a sinking sense of 

apprehension, she realized that their 
goal was reached. 

The knowledge broke sharply through 
her dulled senses, and, confronted by 
the closeness of her ordeal, she paused, 
her head lifted, her hand still nervous
ly grasping the banister. Her lips part
ed as if in sudden demand for aid, but 
in the nervous expectation, the pained 

l & ^ U ^ f e M I / » T - Sim 

"Chilcote is dead." 
apprehension of the moment, no sound 
escaped them. Loder, resolutely cross
ing the landing, knew nothing of the 
silent appeal. 

For a second she stood hesitating; 
then her own weakness, her own 
shrinking dismay, were submerged in 
the interest of his movements. Slowly 
mounting the remaining steps, she fol
lowed him as if fascinated toward the 
door that showed dingily conspicuous 
in the light of an unshaded gas jet. 

Almost at the moment that she reach
ed his side he extended his hand to
ward the door. The action was deci
sive and hurried, as though he feared 
to trust himself. 

For a space he fumbled with the 
lock. And Eve, standing close behind 
him, heard the handle creak and turn 
under his pressure. Thep he shook the 
door. 

few 

She raised her eyes quickly. "But 
you have a key?" she whispered. 
"Haven't you got a key?" i t was ob
vious that to both the unexpected check 
to their designs was fraught with dan
ger. 

"Yes, but"— He looked toward the 
door. "Yes, I have a key. Yes, you're 
right," he added quickly. "I'll use it. 
Wait while I go inside.'^ 

FilF^d with a new nervousness, op
pressed by the loneliness, the silence 
about her, Eve drew back obediently. 
The^sense of mystery conveyed by the 
closed door weighed upon her. Her 
susceptibilities were tensely alert as 
she watched Loder search for his key 
and insert it in the lock. With min
gled dread and curiosity she saw the 
door yield and gape open like a black 
gash in the dingy wall^and with a sud
den sense of desertion she saw him 
pass through the aperture and heard 
him strike a match. 

The wait that followed seemed ex
traordinarily long. Listening jntently, 
she heard him move softly from one 
room to the othejr. And at last, to her 
acutely nervous susceptibilities, it 

lence. In the intensity of listening BABBEB SHOP & BATTT Tfnn%r<a 
she heard her own faint, Irregular AM,^JUJX OJliJ^ * BATH BOOMS. 
breathing, and the sound filled her with 
panic. The quiet, the solitude, the 
vague, instinctive apprehension, be
came suddenly unendurable. Then all 
at once the tension was relieved. Loder 
reappeared. 

He paused for a second in the shad
owy doorway; then he turned unsteadi
ly, drew the door to and locked it. 

Eve stepped forward. Her glimpse 
of him had t>een momentary—and she 
had not heard his voice—yet the con
sciousness of his bearing filled her with 
instinctive alarm. Abruptly and with
out reason her hands turned cold, her 
heart began to beat violently. "John"— 
she said below her breath. 

For answer he moved toward her. 
His face w a s bereft of color; there w a s 
a look of consternation in his eyes. 
"Come," he said. "Come at once. I 
must take you home." He spoke in a 
shaken, uneven voice. 

Eve, looking up at him, caught his 
hand. "Why? Why?" she questioned. 
Her tone was low and scared. 

Without replying he drew her im
peratively toward the stairs. "Go very 
softly," he commanded. "No one must 
see you here." 

In the first moment she obeyed him 
Instinctively; then, reaching the head 
of the stairs, she stopped. With one 
hand still clasping his, the other cling
ing nervously to the banister, she re
fused to descend. "John," she whis
pered, "I'm not a child. What is it? 
What has happened? I must know." 

For a moment Loder looked at her 
uncertainly; then, reading the expres
sion in her eyes, he yielded to her de
mand. 

"He's dead," he'sa id in a very low 
voice. "Chilcote is dead." 

Off 

was still beside her. 
In quiet obedience she took her place, 

drawing aside her skirts to make room 
for him, and in the same subdued man
ner he stepped into the vehicle. Then, 
with the strange sensation of reliving 
their earlier drive, they were aware of 
the tightened rein and of the horse's 
first forward movement. 

For several seconds neither spoke. 
Eve, shutting out all other thoughts, 
sat close to Loder, cHnging tenaciously 
to the momentary comforting sense of 
protection. Loder, striving to marshal 
his ideas, hesitated before the ordeal 
of speech. At last, realizing his re
sponsibility, he turned to her slowly. 
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CHAPTER X X X I V . 
O fully appreciate a great an

nouncement we must have time 
at our disposal. At the mo
ment of Loder's disclosure time 

was denied to Eve, for scarcely had the 
words left his lips before the thought 
that dominated him asserted its prior 
claim. Blind to the incredulity in her 
eyes, he drew her swiftly forward and 
—half impelling, half supporting her— 
forced her to descend the stairs. 

Never in after life could he obliterate 
the remembrance of that descent. 
Fear, such as he could never experi
ence in his own concerns, possessed 
him. One desire overrode all others, 
the desire that Eve's reputation, which 
he himself had so nearly imperiled, 
should remain unimperiled. In the 
shadow of that urgent duty, the de
spair of the past hours, the appalling 
fact so lately realized, the future, with 
its possible trials, became dark to his 
imagination. In his new victory over 
self the question of her protection pre
dominated. 

Moving under his compulsion, he 
guided her hastily and silently down 
the deserted stairs, drawing a breath 
of deep relief as one after another the 
landings were successively passed, and, 
still actuated by the suppressed need 
of haste, he passed through the door
way that they had entered under such 
different conditions oi^ly a few min
utes before. 

To leave the quiet court, to gain the 
Strand, to hail a belated hansom, was 
the work of a moment. By an odd con
trivance ot circumstance the luck that 
had attended every phase of his dual 
life was again exerted in his behalf. 
No one had noticed their entry into 
Clifford's inn; no one was moved to Cm»rnp rvci ^ T ^ Y T , . , ^ ^ 
curiosity by their exit. With an invol- ST^£VJS$F?IOTA< } 
untary thrill of feeling heN gave expres- S ^ n t y ° ^ l l . l e L a c s > t 
sion to his relief. 

"Thank God it's over!" he said as a 
cab drew up. "You don't know what 
the strain has been." 

Moving as if in a dream, Eve stepped 
into the cab. As yet the terrible de
nouement to their enterprise had made 
no clear impression upon her mind. 
For the moment all that she was con-
scious of, all that she instinctively ac- i v e l y s to-wit: Magnus "SCoDtanT'ind 
knowledged, was the fact that Loder Swan Olson, as Sjoblom & Olson-
~" , a ",*m K~ , 5 / ,~ *""" The lower floor of the brick building 

Notice. 

To persons holding county warrants num
bered as follows: 

COUNTY REVENUE. 
6439 6441 6442 6443 6444 6445 6447 6380 6448 
6449 6450 6357 6360 6361 6452 6224 6366 6470 
6363 6367 5727 6340 6358 6490 6493 6488 6489 
6168 6454 6473 6496 6491 6492 6503 6461 6462 
6466 6467 6497 6498 6499 6453 6506 6515 6539 
6540 6541 6542 6543 6544 6545 6546 6531 6536 
6538 6371 5760 5133 6563 6561 6562 6564 6559 
6560 6565 6557 6570 6567 6568 6576 6569 6514 
6535 6516 6518 6575 6594 6532 6592 6593 6595 
6596 6597 6598 6599 6579 6571 6236 6501 6465 
6469 6464 6500 6463 6362 6457 6602 6303 6605 
6606 6573 6533 6534 6630 6607 6572 6640 6604 
6608 6732 6700 6719 6681 6679 6673 6675 6676 
6677 6678 6679 6725 6704 6680 6694 6651 6652 
7605 6687 6688 6702 6703 6700 6653 6744 6719 
6698 6726 6741 6742 6749 6746 6696 6750 0745 
6743 6331 6332 6510 6746 6521 

All county poor warrants and all county road 
and bridge warrants issued to date 

Will please present to the county treasurer 
^ ^ • n ^ " i o r P^ment . Interest on 
the above nunabered warrants will cease thirtv 
davs from and after this date. "*""* 

Dated April 8, 1907. 
r, ^ m a K. H. BUKRELIi, 
County Treasurer. Mille Lacs County. 

Notice of Application for 
Liquor License. 

Vil lage of Princeton! \ 
Notice is hereby given, that applica

tion has been made in writing to the 
common council of said v i l lage of 
Frinc^ton and filed in my office, pray
ing for license to sell intoxicating 
»V q u ° r s t o r t n e t e r m commencing on 
£ J a y ^7!ih> 1 9 0 7> a n d terminating on 
May 16th, 1908, by the following per
sons , and at the following place, as 
stated in said application, respect 

ocated on the north twenty-six feet 
(26 ft.) of lot two (2) block s ix (6) of 
Princeton town site. 

Sa id application will be heard and 
determined by said common council of 
the v i l lage of Princeton at the record
er's office in the Odd Fel lows' block in 
said v i l lage of Princeton in Mille 
Lacs county and state of Minnesota, 
on Friday, the 26th day of April , A . 
D . 1907, at 7.30 o'clock p. m., of that 
day. 

Witness our hands and seal of vi l 
lage of Princeton this 17th day of 
April , A. D. 1907. 

I R A G. S T A N L E Y , 
^ m „ ~ ~ Vil lage Recorder. ^ 

A. W. WOODCOCK, President. 
(Corporate Sea l . ) / r . * , '- *\, c o r p o r a t e a e a i . ) . 

THE COMFORTABLE WAY. 

OOISG SOUTH. GOING 
6:20 a.m Duluth. . . 
0:10 a.m Brook Park. . 
9:32 a.m Mora. . . 
9:46 a.m. Ogilvie 

10:20 a . m . . . . . . . . Milaca.... 
10:30 a.m. Pease (f) . . . . 
10:40 a.m...Long Siding (f). . 
10:45 a.m Brickton ( f ) . . 
10:«5 a.m P r i n c e t o n . . 
11:10 a.m Zimmerman ..'.'. 
" •** a m Elk River. 
J2 00a.ni Anoka 
1 ? : # p.m Minneapolis. . . . 

1:™2-m St. Paul 
(f) Stop on signal. 

NORTH. 
10:00 p.m. 
7:06 p.m. 
6:42 p.m. 
6:25 p.m. 
6:00 p.m. 
5:39 p.m. 
5:28 p.m. 
5:22 p.m. 
5:17 p.m. 
5:00 p.m. 
4:41 p.m. 
4:20 p m . 
3:40 p.m. 
3:10 p.m. 

ST. CLOUD TRAINS. 
1 0 ° 1 ^ ° J " B T - « „ GOING BAST. 
2 x : s 2 B - m Milaca 5:40v.m. 
10:23 a. m Poreston. . . 5:34 S m 
» : 2 0 a . m St. Cloud.. . . :: 4:30 p. m. 

WAY FREIGHT. 
GOING SOUTH I GOING NORTH 

Tue. Thu.andSat | Mon. Wed.andPrl . 
10:45 a.m Milaca 2 : 5 0 B m 
12:30 p. m Princeton l:40n!m' 
2=45 p . m Elk River . . . .11:35a.m'. 
5:00p.m Anoka 10:00a. m. 

Any information regarding sleeping 
cars or connections will be furnished at 
an time by 

GEOxE. RICE, A g e n t , 
P r i n c e t o n , Minn. 

V 

* K 

1 ; 

9*' 

•*> 

Grain and Produce Market. 
Wheat, No. 1 Northern 
Wheat, No. 2 Northern. 
Corn 
Oats '*' 
Beans (hand picked) 
Wildhay 
Flax 
Rve .' 

F R A T E R N A I i - : - L O D G E 
N O . 9 2 , A ^ . & A . M . 

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

„ . „ T. L. ARMITAGE, W. M. 
C. A. CAiiBT, Sec'y. 

P R I N C E T O N - : - J L O D G E , 
N O . 9 3 , K . o f P . 

Regular meetings every Tuesday ov«-
nlng at 8 o'clock. 

T. P. SCHEBN, K. R. & S . R - E - J ° N E S ' C < ° ' 
H E N R Y A V E R Y , Master of Finance. 

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

o SpKUjar meetings every Monday evening at 
8 ?L ? £ l o i k - A - M - D A V I S , N. G. 

I R A G S T A N L E Y . Rec. Sec. 

JOHN BARRY } 
Expert Accountant. \ 

\ ' • 
Over 3 0 Years Exper ience . 5 

1011 First Ave. North, • 
. MINNEAPOLIS, MINN. • 

H^ W. BARKER'S 

M M Mjjsu>*£ 

The Rural 
Telephone Co. 

THE PEOPLE'S FAVORITE. 

Lilies t o Dalbo, Cambridge, S a n t i 
ago . Freer and Qlendorado. 

„ ]&" Good Service in Princeton and to all 
adjoining points. We connect with the 
Northwestern Long D i s t a n t Telephone. 

, Patronize a H o m e Concern. 
Service Day and Nighf. 

MBLLE LACS COUNTY. 
TOWN CLERKS. 

Bogus Brook—A. J, Franzen, (Box 322) Milaca 
Borgholm-Emil Sjoberg . . . . . . . . . ' B Sck 
East Side-Oscar C. Anderson.... .* Oostead 
Greenbush—J. H. Grow Ppinc^™ 
Hayland-Alfred F. Johnson . . . V . l V . M i K 
Isle Harbor-O. S. Swennes . . . . . . . .7.' jSSS 

MHO—-K. N.Atkinson Foreston 
Onamia-TUfred J. Wedgn O n I K 
P a g e - A u g u s t Anderson;. . . P S B S 
g ' ^ c e t o n - O t t o Henschel Princeton 
Robbins -E . E. Dinwidde Vineland 
South Harbor-Chas. Freer „ .Cove 
T „ e VILLAGE RECORDERS. 
Ira G. Stanlev Prin<»«tn« 
Roueff vaaier : . \ v : : : : . vv ." :?SSSS 
F . T . P. Neumann Foreston 
R d 1 , , N E I G H B O R I N G TOWNS. 

ISa&'iSSaa;-:::: I K S 

Dalbo—M. P. Mattson Dalbo 

y 

• . . . ».74 
72 
45 
36 

.i.30®1.35 
• 4.50@5.25 

1.06 

Princeton Roller Mills ana Eleyator. 
• — • - • — 

Wheat, No. 1 Northern. . . . * ,<? 
Wheat, No. 2 Northern * 'U 
Corn '? 

°ats ::::::•:•:::: •::.-.:: mm 
R E T A I L . 

Vestal, per sack *a o= 
Flour, (100 per cent)per sack. . . 2S? 
Banner, per sack 7"5? 
Ryeflour I'™ 
Whole wheat (10 lb. sack).'.."""..' 9% 
Ground feed, per cwt I'TX 
Coarse meal, per cwt ?'££ 
Middlings, per cwt! i ¥£ 
Shorts, per cwt i'JS 
Bran,percwt i'jS 
All goods delivered free anywhere" in Princeton 

«•» 
T. J. KALIHER, Proprietor, 

Princeton, Minn. ,," 7 
Single and Double Rigs ; V •' 
» t a i l oment* ' Notice. *%"^ 

Commercial Traveler*' Trade a Specialty, v ^ J 
•"ft- J i ^ ^ ^ « . -i I K -*. . 'K.'̂ Su.̂  *•£. vS&M 

1 

\ 

1 
1 

1 

J 

1 — 

1 — 


