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TO REPUBLICANS: 
We are anxious to have every 

Republican in close touch, and work
ing in harmony with the Republican 
National Congressional Committee in 
favor of the election of a Republican 
Congress. 

The Congressional campaign must 
be based on the administrative and 
legislative record of the party, and, 
that being so, Theodore Roosevelt's 
personality must be a central figure 
and his achievements a central 
thought in the campaign. 

We desire to maintain the work of 
this campaign with popular subscrip
tions of One Dollar each from Repub
licans. To each subscriber we will 
send the Republican National Cam
paign Text Book and all documents 
issued by the Committee. S: 

Help us achieve a great victory. 
JAMES S. SHERMAN, Chairman. 

P O. Box 2063, New York. 

Pianos by Mall. 
Write today for new catalogs and 

special prices on fine pianos. We man

ufacture the celebrated "Mueller" pi

anos—made doubly strong, to stand 

the western climate, and guaranteed 

lor 20 years. Sold direct to you at 

factory prices. Also 20 other standard 

makes, including Steinway, Steger, 

Emerson, Hardman, Davis, Bradford, 

* A. B. Chase, Kurtzman, McPhail, etc. 

Also over 50 slightly used upright 

; p:anos at one half former cost, $85, 

; ?98, $105 and up to $190. Easy terms 

1 il desired Write today, you will save 

money. We ship pianos everywhere. 

Address 

SCHMOLLER & MUELLER PIANO 

CO. 

1311-13 Farnam street, Omaha, Neb. 

The largest piano house in the west 

Over GOO pianos in stock. Established 
1859. 

WHY PAY RENT * 
lor the privilege of farming 
some other man's farm, 
•when you can buy a farm 
from me on easy terms,same 
as rent and you will be work
ing and improving a home 
for yourself and family, 
where you can enjoy the 
fruits of your labor. 

COME TO SOUTH DAKOTA 
and let us show you lands' 
that will produce as good 

; crops as Iowa lands costing 
live times as much; lands 
that you can buy on your 
own terms; lands that will 

1 make you rich and indepen-
« dent. Ask me about the, 

CROP PAYMENT PLAN 
' upon which 1 am selling 

these lands. 

F. E. fowler, 
Buck Grove, lows. 

$75.00 to the Pacific Coast and Return 
from Chicago. Correspondingly Low 

Round Trip Kates from other 
Points. 

Via the Chicago, Union Pacific & 
North-Western Line daily June 1, to 
Sept. 30 to San Francicso, Los 
Angeles,, Portland Seattle, and Taco-
ma and the Pacific Coast points. 
Very low rates to Helena, Butte, 
Spokane, Ogden and Salt Lake City 
Daily and personally conducted ex
cursions in Pullman tourist sleeping 
cars to San Francisco, Los Angeles 
and Portland, through without change. 
Double berth only $7.00 from Chicago 
and $5.75 from Omaha. Choice of 
routes. For rates, tickets, etc. apply 
to agents Chicago & North-Western 
R'y. • . - " 

Special Excursion R ntes to Colorado, 
Utah and the B!ack Hills. 

Via the North-Western Line. Be-
gining June 1st excursion tickets will 
be sold daily to Denver, Colorado 
Springs Pueblo, Salt Lake City, Hot 
Springs, Deadwood, Lead and Custer 
S. D. etc., good to return until Oct 
ober 1. Specially low rate round trip 
tickets to these and other points, 
with favorable return limits, will be 
sold the first and third Tuesday of 
each month until September 18, in
clusive. A splendid opportunity is 
offered for an enjoyable vacation trip 

Several fine trains via the North-
Western Line daily. Apply of agents 
Chicago & North-Western R'y. 

BEAUTIFUL LAKE VIEW 
is an ideal summer resort. Good hunt 
ing and fishing. The North-Western 
Line will sell excursion tickets to 
Lake View at $1.20 for the round trip 
from Denison on Fridays, Saturdays 
and Sundays, tickets limited, to re 
turn on or before the following Mon-

1 day. Other low rate round trip tick-
ets sold daily with return, limit of 30 
days. Apply to agents Chicago & 
North-Western K'y-

::The Manager of 
the B.&A. 

By VAUGHAN KESTER 

Copyright. 1001, by Harper & Brothers 

much admired .Miss ropim'toii. rrom 
the crown of her small dark head, with 
its tightly braided "pigtails," down to 
her trim little foot he had esteemed 
her as wholly adorable; but. after all, 
his affair of the heart had been an af
fair of the winter only. With the com-
inp of summer ho had found more se
rious things to think of. He was 
learning to swim aud to chew tobacco. 
The mastering of these accomplish
ments pretty well- occupied his time. 

"Say," he repeated, "got another?"' 
Still Clarence blinked at the' fierce 

sunlight which danced on the rails and 
said nothing. Spide slid skillfully down 
from his perch, but his manuer had un
dergone a change. 

"Who throwed that snipe away any
how?" he asked disdainfully. Clarence 
turned liis eyes slowly in his direction. 

"Lookee here. You fellows got to 
keep out of these yards or I'll tell Mc-
Clintock. First we know some of you 
kids will be getting run over, and 
then your folks will set up a lively 
howl. Get on out! It ain't no place 
for little boys!" 

He put the cigarette between liis lips 
and took a deep and tantalizing pull 
at it. Spide kept to his own side of the 
ditch that ran between the fence and 
the tracks. 

"Huh!" with infinite scorn. "Who's 
a kid? You won't be happy till I come 
over there and lick you!" 

"First thing I know you'll be stealing 
scrap iron!" 

"My gosh! The Huckleberry'd have 
to stop running if I swiped a coupling 
pin!" 

Clarence had recourse to the ciga
rette, and again Spide was consumed 
with torturing jealousies. "Where did 
you shoot that snipe anyhow?" he in
quired insultingly. 

Once more Clarence allowed his 
glance to stray off up the tracks. 

"For half a cent I'd come across and 
do what I say!" added Spide, stooping 
down to roll up his trousers leg and 
then easing an unclastic "gallus" that 
cut his shoulders. This elicited a short 
aud contemptuous grunt from Clar
ence. He was well pleased with him
self. He felt Spide's envy. It was 
sweet and satisfying. 

"Say!" with sudden animation. "You 
fellers will be going around on your 
uppers iu a day or so. I'll bet you'd 
give a heap to know what I know!" 

"I wouldn't give a darned cent to 
know all you know or ever will know!" 
retorted Clarence promptly. 

"Some people's easily upset here in 
the cupola," tapping his brimless cover
ing. "I wouldn't want to give you 
brain fever. I don't hate you bad 
enough." 

"Well, move on. You ain't wanted 
around here. It may get me into trou
ble if I'm seen fooling away my time 
on you." 

"I hope it will," remarked Branyon's 
boy, Augustus, with cordial ill will. 
He was literally bursting with the im
portance of the facts which he possess
ed, and Clarence's indifference gave 
him no opening. 

"What will you bet there ain't a 
strike?" 

"I ain't betting this morning," said 
Clarence blandly, "but if there is one 
we are ready for it. You bet the hands 
won't eatch us napping. We are ready 
for 'em any time and all the time." 
This, delivered with a large air, Im
pressed Spide exceedingly. 

"Have you sent for the militia 
a'ready?" he asked anxiously. 

"That's saying," noting the effect of 
his words. "I can't go blabbing about, 
telling what the road's up to, but we 
are awake, and the hands will get it 
in the neck if they tackle the boss." 

To Clarence, Oakley was the most 
august person he had ever known. He 
religiously believed his position to be 
only second in point of importance and 
power to that of the president of the 
United States. He was wont to invest 
him with purely imaginary attributes 
and to lie about him at a great rate 
among his comrades, who were ready 
to credit any report touching a man 
who was reputed to be able to ride on 
the cars without a ticket. Human 
grandeur had 110 limits beyond this. 

"There was a meeting last night. I 
bet you didn't know that," said Spide. 

"I heard something of It. Was your 
father at the meeting, Spide?" he ask
ed, dropping hitt tone of hostility for 
one of gracious familiarity. The urchin 
promptly crossed the ditch..and, stood 
at his side. ^ 

"Of course the old man was. You 
don't suppose ue wouldn't ne m it?" 

"Oh, well, let 'em kick. You see the 
boss is ready for 'em," remarked Clar
ence indifferently. He wanted to know 
what Spide knew, but he didn't feel 
that he could afford to show any spe
cial interest. "Where you going—swim
ming?" he added. 

"Yep." But Spide was not ready to 
drop the fascinating subject of the 
strike. He wished to astonish Clarence, 
who was altogether too knowing. 

"The meeting was in the room over 
Jack Britt's jjjloon," he volunteered. 

"I suppose you think we didn't know 
up at the office. We got our spies out. 
There ain't nothing the hands can do 
we ain't on to." 

Spide wrote his initials in the soft 
bank of the ditch with his big toe while 
he meditated on what he could tell 
next. 

"Well, sir, you'd 'a' been surprised If 
Tou'd 'a' been there." . 

"Was 7'W there, Spide?" ' & 

"Yep." 
"Oh. come off: you can't stuff me.". 

"l was, too, tnere. me oia may sent' 
me down to fetch pap home. She was 
afraid he'd get full. Joe Stokes was 
there, and Lou Bentick and a whole 
slew of others, and Griff Ryder." 

Clarence gasped with astonishment. 
"Why, he ain't one of the hands." 

"Well, he's on their side." 
"What you giving us?" 
"Say, they are going to make a stiff 

kick on old man Oaicley working in the 
shops. They got it in for him good and 
strong." He paused to weigh the ef
fect of this and then went on rapidly: 
"He's done something. Ryder knows 
about it. He told my old man and Joe 
Stokes. They say he's got to get out. 
What's a convicted criminal anyhow?" 

"What do you want to know that for, 
Spide?"' questioned the artful Clarence, 
with great presence of mind. 

"Well, that's what old man Oakley is. 
I heard Ryder say so myself, aud pnp 
and Joe Stokes just kicked themselves 
because they hadn't noticed it before, 
I suppose. My, but they were hot! 
Say. you'll see fun tomorrow. I should 
not be surprised if they sent you all 
a-kiting." 

Clarence was swelling with the de
sire to tell Oakley what he had heard. 
He took the part of a pack of ciga
rettes from his pocket. 

"Have one?" he said. 
Spide promptly availed himself of his 

companion's liberality. 
"Well, so long," the latter added: "I 

got to get back." And a moment later 
lie might have been seen making his 
way cautiously in the direction of the 
office, while Spide. his battered hat 
under his arm and the cigarette clutch
ed in one hand, was skipping gayly 
across the cornfield toward the creek, 
followed by Pink. Ho was bound for 
the "Slidy," a swimming hole his 
mother had charged him on no account 
to visit. Under these peculiar circum
stances it was quite impossible for him 
to consider any other spot. 

s CI-IArTEIt XI. 
AY," Clarence blurted out, 

"there's going to be a strike!" 
Oakley glanced up from his 

writing. 
"What's that you are telling me, 

Clarence?" 
"There's going to be a strike, Mr. 

Oakley." 
Dan smiled good naturediy at the 

boy. 
'"I guess that has blown over, Clar

ence," he said kindly. 
"No, it ain't. The men had a meet

ing last night. It was in the room over 
.Tack Britt's saloon. I've just been 
talking with a fellow who was there. 
He told me." 

"Sit down," said Oakley, pushing a 
chair toward him. 

"Now, what is it?" as soon as he was 
seated. And Clarence, editing his 
reminiscences as he saw fit, gave a 
tolerably truthful account of his con
versation with Spide. The source of 
his information, its general incomplete
ness and the frequent divergences oc
casioned by the boy's attempt to in
corporate Into the narrative a satisfac
tory reason for his own presence in the 
yards, did not detract from its value 
in Oakley's estimation. The mere fact 
that the men had held a meeting was 
in itself significant. Such a thing was 
new to Antioch, as yet unvisited by la
bor troubles. 

"What is that you say about my fa
ther?" For he had rather lost track 
of the story and caught at the sudden 
mention of his father's name. 

"Spide says they got it in for him. I 
can't just remember what he did say. 
It was something or other Griff Ryder 
knows about him. It's funny, but it's 
clean gone out of my head, Mr. Oakley." 

Oakley started. What could Ryder 
know about his father? What could 
any one know? 

He was not left long in doubt. The 
next morning shortly after he arrived 
at the office he heard the heavy shuf
fling of many feet on the narrow plat
form outside his door, and a deputation 
from the carpenter shop led by Joe 
Stokes and Branyon entered the room. 
For a moment or so the men stood in 
abashed silence about the door and 
then moved over to his desk. 

Oakley pushed back his chair and as 
they approached came slowly to his 
feet. There was a hint of anger in his 
eyes. The whole proceeding smacked 
of insolence. The men were in their 
shirt sleeves aud overalls and had on 
their hats. Stokes put up his hand and 
took off his hat. The others accepted 
this as a signal and one after another 
removed theirs. Then followed a mo
mentary ihuffiing as they bunched 
closer. Several who looked as if they 
would just as soon be somewhere e'.se 
breathed deep and hard. The office 
force—-Kerr. Holt aud Miss Walton-
suspended their various tasks and 
stood up so as not to miss anything 
that was said or done. 

Stolces took a step forward and clear
ed his throat as if to speak. Then he 
looked at his comrades, who looked 
back their encouragement at him. 

"We want a word with you, Mr. Oak
ley," said he. 

"What have you to say?" 
"Well, sir, we got a grievance," bt» 

gan Stokes weakly, but Branyon push
ed him to one side hastily and took his 
place. He was a stoekily built Irish-
American, with plenty of nerve and a 
loose tongue. The men nudged each 
other. They knew Mike would have 
liis say. 

"It's just this, Mr. Oakley: There's 
a man in the carpenter shop who's get 
to get out. We won't work with him 
eo longer!" 

"That's right," muttered one or two 
of the men under their breath. 

"Whom do you mean?" asked Oakley, 
and his tone was tense and strenuous, 
for lie knew. Tltere was an awkward 
silence. Branyon fingered his hat a 
trifle nervously. At last he sai l dog
gedly: 

• The man who's got to go is your fa
ther." 

"Why V" asked Oakley, sinking his 
voice. 11c R-csessed what was coming 

next, but tne question seemeo dragged 
from him. He had to ask it. 

"\Ve got. nothing against you, Mr. 
Oakley, but we won't work in the same 
shop with a convicted criminal." 

"That's right," muttered the chorus 
of meu again. 

Oakley's face flushed scarlet. Then 
every scrap of color left it. 

"tiet out of here!" he ordered hotly. 
"1 lon't we get our answer?" demand

ed Branyon. 
While the interview was in progress 

MeClintock had entered and now stood 
at the opposite end of the room, an at
tentive listener. 

"No!'' cried Oakley hoarsely. "I'll 
put whom I ple:;-e to work iu the 
shops. Leave the r;;om, all of you!" 

The men ret re.: ted before his fury, 
their self confidence rather dashed by 
it. One by one they backed sheepishly 
out of the door. Branyon being the last 
to leave. As he quitted the room he 
called to Dan: 

"We'll give you until tomorrow to 
think it over. But the old man's got 
to go." 

MeClintock promptly followed Bran
yon. and Clarence darted after him. 
He was in time to witness the uncork
ing of the master mechanic's vials of 
wrath and to hear the hot exchange of 
words which followed. 

"You can count your days with the 
Huckleberry numbered, Branyon," he 
said. "I'm hanged if I'll have you un
der me after this!" 

"We'll see about that!" retorted 
Branyon roughly. "Talk's cheap." 

"What's the old man ever done to 
you. you inl'erual loafer?" 

"Shut up, Milt, and keep your shirt 
on!" said Stokes in what he intended 
should lie conciliatory tones. "We only 
want our rights." 

"We'll have 'em. too!" said Branyon, 
shaking his head ominously. "We ain't 
dagoes or Polacks; we're American 
mechanics, aud we know our rights." 
•"You're a sneak, Branyon! What's 

he ever done to you? You needn't bo 
so particular about the old mail's rec
ord. You know as much about the in
side of a prison as he does." 

"You're a liar!" Nevertheless Me
Clintock spoke only the truth. At 
Branyon's last word he smashed his 
fist into the middle of the carpenter's 
sour visage with a heavy, sickening 
thud. No man called him a liar and 
got away with it. 

"Gee!" gasped the closely attentive 
but critical Clarence. "What a soak
er!" Branyon fell up against the side 
of the building near which they were 
standing. Otherwise he would have 
gone his length upon the ground, and 
the hands rushed in between the two 
men. 

Stokes and Bentick dragged their 
friend away by main strength. The 
affair had gone far enough. They 
didn't want a fight. 

MeClintock marched into the office, 
crossed to the water cooler and filled 
himself a tumbler; then he turned an 
unruffled front on Oakley. 

"I guess we'd better chuck those fel
lows—fire 'em out bodily, the impudent 
cusses! What do you say, Mr. Oak
ley?" 

But Dan wns too demoralized to~con-
sider or even reply to this. lie was 

. v, . W 
"The mauwlio's got to rjo is your lather." 

feeling a burning sense of shame and 
disgrace. The .whole town must know 
his father's history or some garbled 
version of it. Worse still, Constance 
Emory must know. The pride of his 
respectability was gone from him. He 
felt that he had cheated the world of 
a place to which he had no right, and 
now he was found out. He could not 
face Kerr nor Holt nor McClintock 
But this was only temporary. He 
couldn't stand among his ruins. Men 
survive disgrace and outlive shame just 
as they outlive sorrow and suffering. 
Nothing ever stops. Then he recog
nized that, since his secret had been 
wrested from him, there was no long
er discovery to fear. A sense of free
dom and relief came when he realized 
this. The worst had happened, and he 
eould still go on. How the men had 
learned about his father he could not 
understand, but instinct told him he 
had Ryder to thank. Following up the 
r'lew Keuyon had given him, he had 
carefully looked into Roger Oakley's 
record, a matter that simply involved 
a little correspondence. 

lie had told Branyon and Stokes ouiy 
what he saw fit and had pledged him
self to support the men in whatever 

action they took. He would drive Oak
ley out of Antioch. That was one of 
his motives. He was also bent on cul-
tivatini; as treat a measure of person

al popularity as he couin. it would tie 
useful to Keuyon and so advantageous 
to himself. The congressman had 
large ambitions. If he brought his 
campaign to a successful issue it would 
make him a power in the state. Count
ing on this victory, Ryder had mapped 
out liis own career. Keuyon had force 
and courage, but his judgment, and tact 
were only of a sort. Ryder aspired to 
supply the necessary brains for his 
complete success. Needless to' say, 
Kenyon knew nothing of these benev
olent intentions on the part of his 
friend. He could not possibly have be
lieved that he required anything but 
votes. 

Oakley turned to Clarence. 
"Run into the carpenter shop and see 

if you can find my father. If lie is 
there ask him to come here to me at 
once." 

Tiie boy was absent enly a few mo
ments. Roger Oakley had taken off 
his work clothes aud had gone uptown 
before the men left the shop. He had 
not returned. 

Dan closed his desk and put on his 
hat. 

"I am going to the hotel." he said to 
Kerr. "If anybody wants to see me 
you can tell them I'll be back this aft
ernoon." 

"Very well, Mr. Oakley." The treas
urer was wondering what would be his 
superior's action. Would he resign and 
leave Antioeli or would he try and 
stick it out? 

Dan hurried uptown to the hotel. 
He found his father in his room, seat
ed before an open window in his shirt 
sleeves and with his Bible in his lap. 
He glanced up from the book as liis 
son pushed open the door. 

'Weii. Dannie?" he said, and his 
tones were mild, meditative and in
quiring. 

"I was looking for you. father. They 
told me you'd come uptown." 

So I did. As soon as I heard there 
was going to bo trouble over my work
ing in the shops I left." 

"Did they say anything to you?" 
"Not a word. Dannie, but I knew 

what was coining and decided to quit 
work." 

"You shouldn't have done it, daddy," 
said Dan. seating himself on the edge 
of the bed uear the old man. "I can't 
let tlieni say who shall work in the 
shops and who not. The whole busi
ness was trumped up out of revenge 
for the cut. They want to get even 
with me for that, you see. If I back 
down and yield this point there is no 
telling what they'll ask next—proba
bly that the wages be restored to the 
old figure." 

He spoke quite cheerfully, for he saw 
his father was cruelly hurt. 

"It was all a mistake. Danny—my 
coming to you, I mean," Roger Oakley 
said, shutting the book reverently aud 
laying it to one side. "The world's a 
small place after all, aud we should 
have known we couldn't keep our se
cret. It's right I should bear my own 
cross, but it's uot your sin, aud now it 
presses hardest on you. I'm sorry, 
Dannie"— Aud his voice shook with 
the emotion he was striving manfully 
to hide. 

"No, no, father. To have you here 
lias, been a great happiness to me." 

"Has it, Dannie? Has it really?" 
with a quick smile. "I am glad you 
can say so, for it's been a great happi
ness to me—greater than I deserved." 
And he laid a big hand caressingly on 
his son's. 

"We must go ahead, daddy, as if 
nothing had happened. If we let this 
hurt us, we'll end by losing all our 
courage." 

"it's been a knockout blow for me, 
Dannie," with a wistful sadness, "and 
I've got to go away. It's best for you 
I should. I've gone in one direction 
and you've gone another. You can't 
reconcile opposites. I've been thinking 
of this a good deal. You're young aud 
got your life ahead of you, and you'll 
do big tilings before you're done, and 
people will forget. I can't drag you 
dowu just because I happen to be your 
father aud love you. Why, I'm of a 
different class even, but I can't go on. 
I'm just as I am, and 'I can't change 
myself." 

"Why, bless your heart, daddy," cried 
Dan, "I wouldn't have you changed! 
You're talking nonsense. I won't let 
you go away." 

"But the girl, Dannie; the girl—the 
doctor's daughter! You see, I hear a 
lot of gossip in the shop, aud even if 
you haven't told me I know." 

"We may as well count that ijt an 
end," said Dan quietly. 

"Do you think of leaving here?" ' * " ' 
"No. If I began by running, I'd be 

running all the rest of my life. 1 shall 
remain until I've accomplished every
thing I've set out to do if it takes ten 
years." 

"And what about Mis# Emory, Dan
nie? If you are going to stay, why is 
that at an end?" 

"I dare say she'll marry Mr. Ryder. 
Anyhow, she won't marry me." 

"But 1 thought you cared for her?" 
"I do, daddy." 
"Then why do you give up? You're 

as good as he is any day." 
"I'm not her kind; that's all. It has 

nothing to do with this. It would have 
been the same anyhow. I'm not her 
kind." 

Roger Oakley turued this over slow
ly in his mind. It was most astonish
ing. He couldn't grasp it. 

"Do you mean that she thinks she is 
better than you are?" he asked curi
ously. 

"Something of that sort, I suppose," 
dryly. "I want you to come back into 
the shops, father." 

"I can't do it, Dannie. I'm sorry If 
you wish it, but it's impossible. I 
want to keep out of sight. Back east 
when they pardoned me every one 
knew, and I didn't seem to mind, but 
here It's not the same. I can't face it. 
It may be cowardly, but I can't." 
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:-"L took the First Grand Prize ut 
, the SC. Louis Exposition, and 

1: is HOUI by all grocers at 5c 
a pa ckage—enough for 40 

. loaves. Send »i postal card 
for our new illustrated book, 
" Good Bread: How to Make 
It." 

NORTHWESTERN YEAST CO. 
CHICAGO, ILL. 
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Baldwin 
Advantages 

The record made in Paris, 1900-^ 
when we were awarded the Grand 
Prix, 16 additional awards and the-f 
decoration of Legion of Honor. * 

Two Grand Prizes at the Worlds; 
Fair, St. Louis, 1904. 

For particulars address 

M. McVeigh OdeSolt, la. 
Keiire.sentirn.-D. H. Baldwin & Co 

267 Wiibush Ave., ChieitKO. 

A' 

NEW CAB LINE 
Having engaged in the Cab line 

business I wish to announce to th<* 
public that I will make all trains and 
also all calls for cabs either day or*, 
night. The best of service and treat
ment guaranteed. A share of the 
public patronage is solicited. 

JAS. MELTON, 
C. C. Phone 6. Denison, la. 

[TO BE CONTINUED.] .J 
Colic, Cholera aticv 

, . Diarrhoea Remedy. 
Aever fails. Buy it now. It may save life. 
Chamberlain's 

Special Low Kates . 70 From Deni
son to Minneapolis. Minn., and Ke-

turnon August 11, 12 and IS 
Via the North-Western Line, wili 

apply for tickets with favorable • 
return limits, on account of 
.National G. A. R. Encampment, via 
The North-Western Line. Direct 
route. Splendid train service 
Excellent fast schedules. Special 
G. A. R. trains. The best of every 
thing. For dates of sale and full 
particulars apply,to agents Chicago 
& North-Western R'y. 

G. A. R. AT MINNEAPOLIS AUG-
' UST 13-18, 1906. 

On account of National Encamp-! 
ment, Grand Army of. the Republic 
at Minneapolis, Minn, as above, the 
Illinois Central Railroad Company 
will sell excursion tickets from Den
ison to Minneapolis on August 11-14 
Inclusive, at a rate of $5.70, tickets 
limited to August 31st for return.^ 
with the privilege of extension until! 
Sept. 30th upon deposit of ticket and 
payment of fifty cent fee. ^ 
THROUGH TOURIST SLEEPERS J 

Through Tourist Slepeers will leave 
Denison at 10:32 P. M. August 13th, 
running through via Ft. Dodge and 
the M. & St. L. R. R. Minneapolis, 
arriving there 7.25 A. M. August 
14th. Applications for reservations 
in these through sleepers should be 

^ made to S. North, District Passenger 
Agent, Omaha, Neb. 

H. J. Phelps, 
Division Passenger Agent, SU; 
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