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Dr. Addison Jones 
the regular and reliable ,' 
Chicago Specialist How *>. <> 
making his 5th year of 
continuous visits here v 
will be at 

FOX HOTEL, AUSTIN, 

Tuesday, Sept 6th 
Owatonna, Sept. io. 

One day only and return each 28 days. 

Cures permanently the cases he un-» 
dertakes and sends the incurable home* 
without taking1 a fee from- them. This 
is why he continues his visits year aft
er year, while other doctors have made 
a few visits and stopped. Dr. Jones is 
an eminently successful specialist in 
all chronic diseases, proven by the 
snany cures effected in chronic Cases 
which have baffled the skill of Other 
physicians. His hospital experience and 
extensive practice have made hint so 
proficient that he can name and locate 
a disease in a few minutes. 

Treats all eurable cases of Lung DIM* 
eases, Consumption in early stmlb 
Stomach, Liver, Kidneys and BotmpSk 
Gravel, Paralysis, Neuralgia, Nervous* 
nese, Sick Headache, Heart, Blood an« 
Skin Diseases, Epilepsy, Appendicitis, 
Bupture and Bright's Disease, Diseases 
of Bladder, and Tobacco hfibit. 

Absorption treatment given for Cat
aract and Granulated Eyelids. 

Special attention given to all Surgical 
«uea, and all Diseases of the Bye, Ear, 
Hose, Throat* Ringing In Eari and 
Deafness. 
I have a seldom falling remedy for Gotten 

Cross Byes straightened without .fain. 
Glasses fitted' and guaranteed. 

Remarkable ciyres are perfected. In 
•cases of Catarrh, and all catarrhal..dis
charges, Rheumatism of muscles and 
Joints, Eczema, Gall Stones. Blood Pol-
son, Nervous Debility, St. Vitus Dance. 

Piles, Fissure, Fistula 
Guaranteed Cured Without Surgical 

Operation or Detention from. Business. 
All kinds of piles and rectal d.seases treated. 

Piles injure tbe general health, produce indigestion, 
bloating and nervousness. Often cause untold suf
fering and much loss of blood. Come and see me 
even though you have been told a surgical operation 
was necessary. Hundreds of such cases cored. 

Chronic Diseases of Men and 
Women a Specialty 

Space forbids tbe.mention of but a few of tb| 
Chronic Diseases which 1 treat of both men and 
women, if you are nervous, excitable and irritable, 
despondent, weak and easily tired out. If you have 
lack of energy, want of confidence, deposit in urine, 
or if you are a woman and have headache, backache 
or pain in side, my treatment! s remarkably success
ful. Married ladies should be accompanied by theil 
husbands 

Wonderful Cures 
Perfected in ofd cases which have been 
neglected or unskillfully treated. No 
experiments or failures. We do not un
dertake incurable cases, but cure thou* 
sands given up to die. 

Consultation Free and Confidential 
Reference, Draxel State Bank 

Address DR._ADDISON-JOVfKS 
Chicstf* 145 OaKwood Blvd. 

Shoemaking 
C. J. MYHRE 

Has something to tell you. Listen. 
NEW PRICES 

Men's Half Sole Sewed on _ _ 
by hand 75C 

Ladies Half Sole Sewed on _ _ 
by hand . . . .  ;  '  50c 

.New Heels 40c 
Heels Squared up 20c 
Patches — 10c to 20c 

Everybody knows I can do better 
work by hand than any machine made. 
If you .want good work at reasonable 
prices go at once and see 

C. J. MYHRE, 
-113 East Mill St. - Austin, Minn. 

Nels Mickelson, 
200 South River Street. 

Keeps on hand a full line of 

Cement Blocks, 
Fence Posts. 

Well Tiles, 
Cement Brick 
,;.vy-Etc. 

Of his own manufacture and 
guaranteed to be made right.. -

PLENTY ON HAND, i 

Now is ;a good time to firgue on your 
JBuilding Material. 

Sand for Sale by ths Load. 

NELS MICKELSON, 
Austin, Minn.' , 

dQoo mqb 

By Clifford V. 
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Res, Phone 
206 R. 

Leave orders at Keenan's 
f yi; I ; ,.;.Mu8ic Store 

J. H. SCHniTZ, 
Piano Tuner. 

Terms: One call or tuning per year 
82.50, three calls per year $5.00. 
All Classes of Kepairing{Done. . 

I. E MANDEV1LLE WORTHING 
M. D. Northwestern Uhiy.;i 
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Physican and Stored?*; 
Office oppollte BormeiSillarket, 

Read and there will unfold for 
yon a romanee from which you 
will learn how two plucky dough' 
ters of the farm yearnedfora c ol-
lege education; how their father 
gave them the use of a wornout 
orchard to secure the money nec
essary; how they grappled with 
the apple raising, problem and 
Snyder, the sharper, who was cor
nering the apple crop; how their 
ambition had much to do with 
the futures of [two young men, 
one rich and one poor; how the 
wornout orchard influenced di
rectly or indirectly not only the 
lives of four young people, but 
college work, college sport and 
college morals as well, and how 
some of those concerned in this 
idyl of farm and college were at 
last persuaded to exchange ap
ple blossoms for orange blossoms. 

CHAPTER L 
H, daddy!" 
, Mr. Sanders looked up 

from tbe harness he was 
, mending in preparation for 
afittng's work to see his two daughters 
standing before him. 

"Well?" he said, with an Inquiring 
smile. • <-"j "I . 
; "We—we want to go to college," 

said Mabel. She was the older of the 
two, a fair haired girl of seventeen. 
Her sister Gladys was a year younger, 
a short* plump -little girl with unruly 
brown hair and an irrepressible smile. 

Their father let the strap he was 
holding fall to the floor. 

"What for?" he asked. 
- "To learn things," said Mabel. "We 
want to go to the agricultural college 
and take the domestic science course. 
If you'll come in the house I'll show 
you what the catalogue says about it" 

Mr. Sanders picked up his strap and 
went to work again. "You're mighty 
good girls," hie said, "and I want to do 
all I can for you, but 1 don't see where 
the money to send you to college is 
coming from." 

Mabel's lip quivered. "Then can't— 
can't we go?" she asked. 

Her father's eyes twinkled as he 
looked up. "I'll tell you what I'll do," 
he said. "I'll give you girls the old 
apple orchard, and you-can use all the 
money you make from it to go to col
lege with." 

The old apple orchard consisted of 
an acre of apple trees that Mr. San
ders had set out several years before 
with the expectation of reaping a 
handsome reward when they should 
reach bearing age. But the locality 
was not especially well adapted to ap
ple growing. Weeds and insects play
ed havoc, and the orchard turned out 
to be anything but a paying proposi
tion. 

Mabel turned abruptly and left the 
shop, but Gladys sat down on a nail 
keg, with her forehead puckered up in 
thought After a few moments she got 
up and went oyer to the window. 
There had been a hard frost the night 
before, and the apple trees were laden 
with a white coating of frost crystals 
that shone and sparkled in the sun
light 

"It's pretty this morning anyway," 
she said. "Can we really have it to 
do as we please with?" 

"That's what I said," her father an
swered. "You'll have a hard time 
getting anything out of it, though." , 

"Well," Gladys replied determined
ly, '"we're going to get something out 
of it. I believe we can make that old 
orchard pay our way through college." 

Mr. Sanders smiled. "I hope so," 
. he said. "I'll help you all I can." 

"I'm going over to Pearson's this 
afternoon," said Gladys as they were 
| seated at the dinner table that noon. 

"DO you want to go along, Mabel?" 
"What for?" asked Mabel. 
"To find out how he raises so many 

apples." 
"He's got better apple soil than we 

have," spoke up Mr. Sanders,^5 

"Maybe-that isn't the only reason,"• 
persisted Gladys. "I want to talk with 
him anyw'ayi" 

Mr. Sanders had a' three-year-old 
colt, which r'l.f . girls had broken to 
drive that winter. They had had 
many a lively tussle with it before it 
would acknowledge that it was con
quered, but now it was as quiet and 
docile as could be asked for and would 
follow the girls around like a big dog. 

Gladys always insisted that Mollie, 
as they called the colt, needed only a 
little training to rival Lou Dillon. In
deed, she had boasted of Mollie's speed 
qualities so much that Mrs. Sanders 
could not be induced to ride behind 
hter, and she held her breath every 
time, the girls droye out of,, the yard 
with the colt. 411 k* -• 

After the dinner dishes were washed 
and put away the girls hitched Mollie 
to the old fashioned square box cutter 
and drove over to Pearson's/ 

Mr. Pearson was a somewhat eccen
tric old farme*, He spent most of hts 
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were forced to admit that he raised 
fine fruit, but they were inclined to 
give credit to his rich, somewhat 
sandy soll rather than to his painstak
ing care. He rubbed his bald head 
delightedly when the girls told hkn 
their errand. 

"Of course you can make it pay!" he 
exclaimed. "That acre of apple trees 
ought to send half a dosen girls to col
lege." 

Thereupon he entered into a lengthy 
discussion on apple growing; which 
the girls only half understood, though 
they listened with growing interest. 

"What you want to do first," said 
Mr. Pearson, "Is to prune your trees-
cut out about a third of the old limbs 
and let the sun have a chance to get 
in. Jeff's out pruning now, I think. 
Don't you want to come on out and 
see how it's done?' .. 

Their feet .made noAoioise in the soft 
snow, and Jeff, who was busily saw
ing away, did not notice them untii 
his father spoke. 

He turned quickly and almost fell 
out of the tree in his embarrassment 
at seeing the girls. He was a tall, 
lank, awkward boy of eighteen, but 
when his honest smile lighted up the 
freckles on his usually solemn' face 
his ungainllness was forgotten. 

"Hello!" he said in response to the 
girls' greeting as he started to climb 
down from the tree. 

"Hold on," his father said. "Mabel 
and Gladys here want to learn how to 
prune apple trees. They are going to 
ship a carload of apples from their fa
ther's orchard next fall." And he 
chuckled as he pulled off his cap and 
rubbed his head. 

"I believe you'wT just making fun 
Of us," declared Gladys. "I don't see 
why we-can't raise just as good apples 
as you do." 

Mr. Pearson slapped his hat back 
on his head and drew his face down 

MABEL AND GLADYS EBBB WANT TO 
IiSABN BOW TO PBUNB APPLE TUBES." 

solemnly. "I'm not making fun," he 
assured them. "Let me take the saw, 
Jeff." And he proceeded to give them 
a lesson in practical pruning. 

"Do you see how it's done?" he ask
ed as he finished the tree and smeared 
some white lead on the larger wounds. 
"Don't try to leave pegs long enough 
to hang your sunbonnets on, but cut 
the limbs off close." 

"We're ever so much obliged," said 
Mabel. "We'd better be going home, 
hadn't we?" she added, turning to 
Gladys. 

"Come in and get warm first," said 
Mr. Pearson. "Jeff '11 bring your horse 
around in a few moments.". : 

Jeff's few moments was nearly half 
an hour, and it was almost dark when 
he drove Mollie up to the door.Jv, 

"Here's & few books you may be in
terested in," Mr. Pearson said as they 
started to leave. "Most of the folks 
around here don't' think much of book 
farming, but just as like as not'fhey 
may be mistaken." He chuckled to 
himself as he closed the door. r \ 

"Ain't there something I can do to 
help you with your apple trees?" ask
ed Jeff as he handed the Unes to 
Gladys. "I ain't very busy now, and 
I thought maybe"— ' •'.% 

"Oh, thank you! But I guess vte'll 
get along all right," said Gladys. 
"Goodby!" J _ j 

"Just as if we wanted a big, awk
ward boy bothering around," she said 
to Mabel as they turned into, the malfi 
road. 

"Jeff's good if he is awkward," Ma 
bel answered, don't like 
boys." 
"I don't like any kind of boys," said 

Gladys. "Apple trees are so much 
more interesting.'^/; \/;;i ;' 

Mrs. Sanders met the girls with a 
White face as they turned Into the 
yard. 

"Your father is hurt awfully!" she 
cried. "He cut his foot while he was 
chopping wood, and I can't seem to 
stop the bleeding." She caught her 
breath with a frightened sob. , 
' "Did you phone for the doctor?' ask

ed Mabel as 'she sprang to the ground. 
, "Something's the matter with the 
llne,".hermether' 
life 

pretty 

fcUadys gathered up the nb» and 

"You can't drive that colt to town; 
In the dark!" cried her mother. "Yon 
go with-her, MabeL'ff. 

"I'm not afraid, mommie," spoke tip 
Gladys. "You need Mabel more thaw 
I do. . Come on, Mollie!" 

It was six miles to Brighton, the 
nearest place where she could get a 
doctor, and Gladys well knew that 
there was no time to lose. If the 
bleeding didn't stop— She leaned for
ward and Spoke Coaxingly to Mollie. 
Tbe little mare seemed to realize that 
something was wrong and swung into 
a stride that made Gladys' heart swell 
with pride. 

The fencepdsts sped by in a long, 
jumbled procession, just visible in the 
dim, ghostly snow light Gladys kept 
her eyes fixed on the strip :of white 
road ahead; Just over the -end of it 
the north star shone brightly, Gladys 
remembered {the old story about1 the 
star that had led the wise men and 
whimsically wondered if this star was 
not there to lehd her. On and on they 
sped, Mollie never varying from that 
long, steady stride that covered the 
ground so quickly and easily. -

One, two, three* four miles, and 
still the little mare showed no signs 
of slackening her pace. There, was 
no wind—nothing but stars and snow 
and that long, never ending stretch of 
white road. It was gloiiOus, this night 
ride, or would have been if it were 
not so grimly necessary. 

"Can't you go just- a little tester, 
Mollie?"'Gladys whispered. 

Mollie gave a leap forward. It al
most seemed as if they were flying, so 
little noise did the mare's swift hoof 
beats make on the snowy road . 

Suddenly she gave a leap sideways. 
There was a crash as one of the run
ners struck a stone that some one had 
carelessly lost from his load that after
noon, and Gladys dived headlong into 
the soft snow at the roadside. ' 

' CHAPTER IL 
LADYS picked herself up and 

shook the snow out of her 
eyes. 5 The soft. snow had 
broken her fall and kept her 

from getting hurt She looked around 
for Mollie and saw her standing in a 
drift up to her knees a little ways 
down the road, with nothing left of the 
cutter but the thills. In a moment 
Gladys had waded through the snow 
to the mare and was loosening the 
thill straps. As soon as the thills were 
unfastened she leaped to Mollie's back 
and headed her again toward town 
and the doctor. 

Mollie was much better as a driver 
than as a rider, and Gladys found rid
ing her without a saddle hard, jolting 
work. But she set heir teeth and held 
grimly to the little mare's mane, urg
ing her to a still faster gait 

She was almost to the town now and 
could see the light in the doctor's big 
house on the corner. In another mo
ment she was at the door. * Giving 
Mollie's reins a twist around the post, 
she ran up the steps and rang the 
doorbell. 

The doctor's wife opened the door. 
"The doctor?" she said in reply to 
Gladys' breathless question. "I'm sor
ry, but he started to Kensett just 
about ten minutes ago." 

Gladys started back as if she had 
been struck. The doctor's wife sprang 
forward and caught her. "Why, my 
girl," she cried, "you're all tired out 
Come in and get warm." 

Gladys shook her head. "I—I must 
catch the doctor," she gasped. "Has 
he a saddle I can take?" 

The doctor's wife, quickly realizing 
that this was no ordinary call, pointed 
toward the barn and hurried into the 
house after the lantern. It was but 
a moment's work to throw off the 
harness and replace it with the sad
dle; Gladys hesitated an instant and 
then reached for the doctor's riding 
whip. She was so stiff that she could 
hardly swing into the saddle, but she 
smiled bravely back at the good doc
tor's wife as she turned away into 
the darkness. 

Kensett was directly west, and her 
own home was straight soutk If she 
could catch the doctor soon enough 
he might still be able to get there in 
time. But what chance did a weary 
colt ridden by a Still wearier girl have 
of overtaking a fresh team of brOh-
chos? Gladys leaned forward and 
spoke caressingly to Mollie. The little 
mare sprang nimbly forward, but 
Gladys felt rather than Saw that she 
was not running as easily as at first 

Minute after minute passed and still 
the mare held pluckily to her pace. At 
last after what seemed hours of hard 
riding Gladys heard the tinkle of sledgh-
bells ahead;ciShe knew the time had 
come for the final spurt She raised 
her whip to strike the struggling mare, 
but threw it in the snow instead. 

"MOllie!" she cried, leaning forward. 
"Go, Mollie, go—just for a few mo
ments more!" 

^ Mollie gave a snort that was almost 
a groan and struck a slightly faster 
pace. Louder and louder sounded the 
bells, and soon Gladys could see the 
sleigh as ,a black speck ahead.. 

Then she called with all her might, 
and the sound of the bells stopped 
abruptly;. In a moment she was be
side the doctor's cutter and in a few 
gasping sentences told her story. 

"Ride up to the Greys' and have 
them put that colt in the barn and 
give her a good rubbing down," the 
doctor ordered. "She's done a great 
night's work tonight. And tell Mrs. 
Grey to give you some hot coffee and 
put you to bed!" He shouted the last 
words back over his shoulder as he 
turned quickly around and commenced 
his part' of the race, with life and 
death. , -

That climb up the hill to the Greys' 
seemed harder to both Mollie and 
Gladys than all the,'rest together. Mr. 
Grey lifted the- exhausted girt from 

away te the barn, while hls wif• pat 
Gladys la the big chair baek of the. 
stove and set the old grsaite coffeepot 
on to boil., / .r • 

At home Mrs. Sanders' and Mabel 
watched and waited anxiously. Mr. 
Sanders moaned and tossed in a fever
ish delirium. The towel which they 
had twisted tightly around his leg had 
failed to stop the bleeding entirely, 
and the faces of the silent watchers 
grew white with fear as they saw the 
blood slowly oozing from the tightened 
bandages. 

The patient grew weaker and more 
delirious as the hours passed. Mrs. 
Sanders ran to the window every min
ute or so to peer out Into the darkness. 

"He ought to be coming!" she cried 
hysterically. "Oh, what if anything 
has happened to Gladys?" 

* Mabel< tried to comfort her, but with 
little success. At last they heard the 
jingle of sleighbells, and almost be
fore they had time to look the big 
doctor hiihself was at the door. 

"I Wonder if you can put my team 
In." he said to Mabel as he threw off 
his coat and stepped over to where the 
injured man lay. 

Mabel ran to put away the bronchos 
and then came back and stood holding 
her mother's hands while the doctor 
worked.. Somehow, his masterful, pres
ence was reassuring, and they breathed 
freer in the confidence that their re
spect for his skill inspired. 

"There," he said at last, straighten
ing up. "He'll be all right now as 
soon as the fever goes down., We'll 
have him on his feet again in a week. 
It wasn't a moment too soon, though," 
he added. "I want to tell you Mrs. 
Sanders, that you have a daughter 
to, be' proud of. She saved her 
father's life tonight" vAnd he pro
ceeded to tell the story of as much 
of that lonely night ride as he knew. 

When Gladys came down to break
fast the next morning an unwonted 
pallor on her cheeks was the only visi
ble effect of her hard night ride. She 
stopped in surprise as she enteral the 
dining room door. A' tall, handsome 
youth, with the self assured smile of 
one who has supreme confidence' in his 
own ability to do and say the right 
thing at the right time, came forward 
with a low bow. ' ' ' 

"Harold Du Val!" cried Gladys. 
"What are you doing out here?" 

Harold held out his hand with a 
Smile. "I might ask you the Same 
question, only I happen to know al
ready," he replied. "You're a brave 
girl, Gladys." > 

•' "You haven't answered my question 
yet," persisted Gladys, the color 
heightening in her cheeks.' ! 

"Oh, that's easy. Didn't you know 
Mr. Gray was my uncle? I've been 
sick, and the folks sent me out her to 
recuperate." r ' " 

The announcement of breakfast cut 
short further conversation. After the 

, meal was finished Harold insisted on 
hitching up and taking Gladys home. 

"I thought you were sick," she said. 
"I can ride Mollie just as well as not" 
1 "I'm hot sick enough to .let the girl 
who used to work most of my prob
lems for me ride eight miles on horse
back," he replied as he put on his 
overcoat and started for the barn. 

"What have you been doing since 
you left high school?" asked Gladys 
when they were on their way. 

Harold winced a little at the tone of 
her question. "Oh, nothing much," 
he answered. "Father wants me to 
go to college, but I don't like to study 
well enough." 

"What are you going to dor' Gladys 
went on. "You surely don't mean to 
go on doing nothing all your life." 

"Why not?" inquired Harold as he 
tilted his hat a little to one side.. "I'm 
having a pretty good time as it is." 

"Is that all the ambition you have-
just to have a good time?" A dis
appointed surprise shone in Gladys' 
honest brown eyes. 

"Oh, come now," Harold answered 
lightly. "This is getting too serious. 
Let's talk about something else—your
self, for Instance." 

"There isn't anything to say on that 
subject only—oh, I wonder bow dad-

MB. SANDEBS CALLED HBB HIS BBAVB flTttf, 

dy is. If you don't stop talking and 
drive faster I shall have to get out 
and ride Mollie." 

Thus admonished, Harold gave the 
horse a sharp slap with the reins and 
during the remainder of the ride de
voted his attention entirely to his driv
ing, 

TO BE CONTINUED."  ̂

%? 
Be sure and take a bottle of Cham-

Oerlain's Colic, Cholera and Diarrhoea 
Remedv with you when starting on 
your trip this summer. It cannot be 
obtained on board the trains or steam
ers. Changes of water and climate 
often cause mdden tittacks of diar« 
rhmw, aad it iŝ best ' prepared. 

tW-

OB Paaama Canal^^'"'*^'''" >.^r 

_ drawback-mala- ^ 
ria trouble-thatlias brought suffering \a 
and death to thousands. The germs * 
cause' chills, fever and ages* biliousness, 
jaundice, lassitude, weakness and gene-" 
ral debility. But Electric Bitters never 
fail to destroy them and cure malaria 
troubles. "Three bottles completely 
cured me of a severe attack of malaria," ~ 
writes Wm. A. Fretwell, of Lucama, 
*?• L.,"and I've had good health ever 
81nc®- Cure Stomach, Liver and Kid-

Tr°ubleB, and prevent Typhoid. 
50c. Guaranteed by Ki O. Wold. 

Citatloa for Hearing on Petition for 
r Probate o* Will. 

eatate of Joseph. 

Stat* «r Mixhmota, 
Cuonti of Mower.—u. 

. In Probate Court: 
• In the matter of the 
Lamping, decedent. 

TheState of Minnesota to the heirs at law of 
•**4 deceased and to all persons interested , in 
the allowance and probate of the will of ssiid 
decedent: The petition of J. p. Lamping, 
beinaduly JUecTm this court, re] 
that a Joseph Lamping, then a rei 
eonntyofMo " 

petition, and praying that said instrn-
inent be allowed as the last will and testament 
of said decedent, and that letters testamentary 
be issued thereon to Joseph P. Lamping. 

Mow; therefore, yon, and each of yon, are 

Of'Austin, county of Hower, state of Minnesota, 
on thelfith day'ol Septembor, 1B10 at 10 O'clock 
a. m. why the prayer .of said petition should 
not be granted.. 

Witness the ' Honorable, J. M. Ctreenman, 
Judge of said court, and the seal of said 
eourt, this 22nd day of August, 1010. 

Seal) J. M GBBSNMAN, 
Judge of Probate. 

FBENCH A BASSE, 
Attorneys for Petitioner. 

Aug. 24,81, Sept 7. 

Citation for Hearing on Petition for 
Determination of Descent 

of Land. 

of Hattie 
In Probate Court. 
In the matter of the estate 

B. AdamB, Wolfe, Decedent. 
The State of; Minnesota to Albert C. 

Wolfe, Hattie M. Carmichael and to 
all persons interested in the deter-
mination of the descent of the real estate of 
said, decedent: The petition of R. A. Carmichael 
having been filed In this^conrt, representing that 
saidjleeadentfdied more than five years prior to 
the filing thereof, leaving certain; real estate in 
said petition described, and that no will of 
decedent I has, been proved nor admin
istration of his estate granted in this state 
and praying that the descent of said real estate 
be.determined by this court: Therefora, you, 
and each of you, are hereby cited and required 
to show canst*, if any you have, before this 
court at the probate court rooms in the court 
house in the city of Austin in the county of 
Mower,"state Oi Minnesota, on the 8th day of 
Sept,,1910, 11 10 o'clock a m, why said peti
tion should not te granted .£ U 9 O 

WitnefeE, the judge of said court and the eeal 
of siua con rt, this 15th day ef August, 1910. 

(BBAXi) J. M. GBEKNMAN, 
Judge of Probate. 

Citation for Hearing on Final Ac
count and for Distribution. 

STATE OF MINNESOTA, 
County of Mower^-ss. 

In the matter of the estate of John Saman 
Decedent. 

The State of Minnesota to the heirs at law 
of said deceased and to all persons Interested 
In the final account and distribution of the 
estate of said decedent: The representative of 
the above named decedent, having'filed in this 
court the final account of the administration 
of the estate of said decedent, together with 
her petition praying for the adjustment and 
allowanca of said final account and for distri
bution of the residue of said estate to the per
sons therennto entitled: Therefore, yon, and 
each of yon, are hereby cited and required to 
show cause, if any yon nave, before this court, 
at the probate court rooms in the court house 
in the city of Austin, County of Mower, State 
of Minnesota on the 12th dayfof Sept., 1910, at 
10 o'clock a. m. why the prayer of said petition 
should not be granted. 

Witness the judge of said court and the seal 
of said court, this 15th day of August, 1910. 
(Seal) J. M. GfiEENMAN, 

Probate Judge. 

Citation for Hearing on Petition to 
Sell Land. 

STATE OF MINNESOTA. 
County of Mower—ss. 

In Probate Court. 
In the matter of the estate of Hattie M. 

Carmichael. Minor. 
The State of Minnesota to Hattie M. 

Carmichael. and to all persons interest
ed in the sale of certain lands belonging to said 
Minor: The petition of R A. Carmichael as 
representative of the above named minor, 
being filed in this court, representing that it is 
necessary and for the best interests of said es
tate and of all interested therein that certain 
lands of said minor described therein be 
sold and praying that a license be to R. A. 
Carmichael granted to sell the same. 

Now Therefore, you, and each of you, are 
hereby cited and required to show cause, if 
any you have, before this court, at the Probate 
Court Booms in the Court House In the City of 
Austin, County of Mower, State of Minnesota, 
on the 8th day of September 1910, at 10 o'clock 
a. m., why the prayer of said petition should 
not be granted. 

. Witness the judge of said court, and the seal 
of said court, this 16th dar of August. 1910. 

J. M. GBEENMAN, 
(Seal] Judge of Probate. 
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