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" SYNOPSIS

‘Walitstil] Baxter and her sister, Patience
PPatty), keep house for their widowed,
mean father. Ivory Boynton, whose fa-
ther disappeared, is interested in WaltstilL
He takes care of his daft mother.

Mrs. Boynton expects her husband to
geturn. Rodman, a young boy, is a mem-
ber of the Boyaton household.

Ivory’s father abandoned his family te
fellow Jacob Cochrane, a mystic. Pa-
tience chafes under her father's stern
rule.

Patty has two admirers—Mark Wilson,
&n educated young man, and Cephas Cole,
who is unlearned. Mark kisses her.

‘Waitstill is spending her life in loving
eare of Patience. Aunt Abby and Uncle
Bart Cole are friends of the whole com-
munity.

Cephas Cole, tending store for Baxter,
Peoposes to Patty and is rejected. 1n his
agitation he lets the moiasses run all
over the store floor.

" Although they 1ove each other, Waitstill
and Ivory suppréss their affection because
of their household cares.

Patty and Waltstill go to church, al-
though. their father is t00 mean to give
:::I:b ::un. sarments. Walitstill sings in

r.

A strange young woman in the Wilson
pew, a visitor from Boston, makes Patty
jealous. Haying time arrives.

‘Waitstill decldes to disobey her father
by paying a visit to Mrs. Boynton. Uncle
Bart discourses to Cephas on woman's
ways.

Mrs. Boynton confides in Waitstill, tell-
ing the girl she believes Rodman is not
her sister's child, but she camnot be sure.

To punish Waitstill for disobedience
Deacon Baxter locks her out all night.
Bhe spends the night in the baran. Pa-
tience sympathizes.

Patience Baxter is embarrassed amid a
:mmmde of suitors. BShe thinks Mark Is
ckle. &

Trying to trace his father, Ivory writes
to Waitstill a long account of Boynton’'s
following of Cochrane, with which Mrs.
Boynton was not in full sympathy.

The village gossips are busy with the
mames of Walitatill and Ivory, but In a
friendly and sympathetic manner.

In Ivory’s absence young Rodman min-
Isters to Mrs. Boynton. BShe is ill ana

" sends Rodman for Ivory.

Ivory receives proof of his father’s death
and succeeds in ¢onvincing his mother of
It. Waitstill volunteers her help in the
Boynton housekeeping.

Despairing of winning Patty, Cephas
turns his affections elsewhere. Patty and
Mark are now sweethearts.

Patty and Mark know Deacon Baxter
will not consent to their marriage, so
l.::y plan an elopement to New Hamp-

re.

Deacon Baxter is more than usually
“difficult.” Patty runs off with Mark, is
married and returns and tells Waitstill.

The deacon turns Patty out into the
®0ld. She finds shelter with Aunt Abby
and Uncle Bart. =

Waitstill rises against her father and

Ellhlmlho"nml.rry Ivory as soon as
is ready to have her.

Left by his daughters, the deacon can-
:t manage his household. Walitstill vis-
the Boyntons.

Patty is welcomed by the Wilsons
Ivory will wed Waltstill. Mrs. Boynton

lells of & summons received years before |

o go to her husband’s side,

Rodman is the son of Boynton and an-

other woman for whom be had left his

wife. The woman, who hud

Mrs. Boynton, had left Rodman in her

:;o before dying. Waitstill at a neigh-
(9

To spite his daughters Deacon Baxter
to a widow and is accepted
tty and Mark leave for their new home.

Waltstill and Ivory are married before
Mrs. Boynton dies. Waitstill and Ivory

start a happy home with Rodman.

“Bhe took a few steps nearer the
gate, near enough now for him to see
ber rosy face franmed in a blue hood
and to catch the brightness of her eyes
under their lovely lashes. Ordinarily
they were cool and limpid and grave,
Walitstill's eyes. Now a sunbeam
danced in each of them. And her lips,
almost always tightly closed. as if she

me your heart first. and now. you
searching your mind for bugbears
frighten me.”

“I am a poor man.”

“No girl could be poorer than I am.”

“After what you've endured you
ought to have rest and comfort.”

“I shall haVe both—in you!* This
with eyes, all wet, lifted to Ivory’s.

“My mother is a great burden—a
very dear and precious but a grievous
one‘ll £ -

“She needs a daughter. It is in such
things that I shall be your helpmate.”

7

tittle hrother.

rwesemd

. “What'it ‘my father ‘were not really
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é“v)J’.
How Glorious to -Feel lvory’'s Arms
bout Her.

were holding back her natural speech
-her lips were red and parted, and the
soul of her, free at last, shone through
her face, making it luminous with a
new beauty.

“1 have left home for good and all,”
she said. “I'll tell you more of this
later on, but I have left my father’s
housé with nothing to my name but
the clothes I stand in. I.am going to
look for work in the mills tomorrow,
but I stopped here to say that I'm
ready to marry you whenever you
want me—if you do want me.”

Ivory was bewildered, indeed, but
not so much so that be failed to ap-
prehend and instantly, too, the real
significance of this speech. He took a
couple of long strides, and before
Waitstill had any idea of his intentions
he vaulted over the bars and gathered
her in his arms.

“Never shall you go to the mills.
Never shall you leave my sight for a
single hour again, my one woman in
all the world. Come to me to be
loved and treasured all your life long.
I've worshiped you ever since 1 was a
boy. I've kept my heart swept and
garnished for you and no other, hoping
I might win you at last.”

How glorious to hear all this deli-
cious poetry of love and to feel Ivory’s
arms about her, making the dream
seem surer!

“Oh, how like you to shorten the
time of my waiting!” he went on, bis
words fairly chasing one another In
their eagerness to be spoken. “How
like you to count on me, to guess my
hunger for your love, .to realize the
¢hains that held me back and break
them yourself with your own dear, wo-
manly bands! How like you, oh, won-
derful Walitstill!”

Ivory went on murmuring phrases
that bad been lying in his heart unsald
for years, scarcely consclous of what
be was saying, realizing only that the
miracle of miracles had happened.

Waitstill, for her part. was almost
dumb with joy to be lying so close to
his heart that she cow!d bear it beat-
ing, to feel the passionate tenderness
of his embrace and his kiss falling
upon her hair.

“I did not know a girl could be so
happy!” she whispered. “I’ve dreamed
of it, but it was pothing like this. I
am all a-tremble with it.”

Ivory held her off at arm’s length for
A moment, reluctantly, grudgingly.
“You took me fairly off my feet, dear-
est.,” he said, “and 1 forgot everything
but the one supreme fact you were tell-
ing me. Had I been on guard ! should
have told you that 1 am no worthy
husband for you, Waltstill. 1 haven’t
enough to offer such a girl as youn.”

. “You're too late, Ivory! You sho
dead? I think of this sometimes in
the night! What if he should wander
back, broken in spirit, feeble in body,
-empty in purse?”

“I do not come to you free of bur-
dens. If my father is deserted by all
I must see that he is made comfort-

able. "He never treated me iike a
daughter, but I acknowledge his
claim.”

“Mine is such a gloomy house!”

“Will it be gloomy when I am in it?"
F“d Waitstill, usually so grave, laugh-
cd at last like a care free child,

Ivory felt himself hidden in the
beautiful shelter of the girl's love.

It was dark now, or as dark as the
night ever is that has moonlight and
snow. He took Waitstill in his arms
again reverently and laid his cheek
against her hair. “I worship God as
well as 1 know how,” he whispered,
“worship him as the maker of this blg
heaven and earth that surrounds us.
But I worship you as the maker of my
little heaven and earth, and my heart
is saying its

[“Hush, my dear! Hush!. Apd dou't

ihat Iy sisier has given’me. 1 must{

tell you alt about Patty now.” A f
_ “I happen to know more than you:
dear—~1 met her at the bridge when I
wag-coming home from the woods and
I saw her safely to Uncle Bart’s door.
I don’t know why we speak of it as
Uncle Bart’s when it is really Aunt
Abby’s! 1 next met Mark, who bad
fairly flown from Bridgton on the
wings of love, arriving hours ahead of
time. 1 managed to keep him from
ivenglng the insults heaped upon his
bride, and he has driven to the Mills
to confide in his father and mother.
By this time Patty is probably the
center of the family group, charming
them all, as is her custom.”

“Oh, I am so glad Mark is at home!
Now I can be at rest about Patty.
-And 1 must not linger another mo-

{ ment, for I am going to ask Mrs. Ma-

son to keep me overnight!” cried Whait-
still, bethinking herself suddenly of
time and place.

“I will take you there myself and ex-
plain everything. And the moment
I've lighted a fire in Mrs. Masoun’s best
bedroom, and settled you fhere, what
do you think I am going to do? 1 shall
drive to the town clerk’s house, and if
he is in bed, rout him out and have the
notice of our-intended marriage post-
ed in a public place, according to law.
Perhaps 1 shall save a day cut of the
fourteen I've got to wuait for my wife.
‘Mills." indeed! I wonder at you, Whait-,
still!  As if Mrs. Mason’s house was
not far enough away, without your
speaking of ‘mills.” ”

“I only suggested mills in case you:
did not want to marry me,” said Wait-
still.

“Walk up to the door with me,” heg-
ged Ivory. “The horse is all harness-
ed. and Rod will slip him into the
sleigh in a jily.”

“Oh, Ivory, do you realize what this
means”—and Waitstill clung to his

4 arm as they went up the lane together

—“tbat whatever sorrow, whatever
hardship comes to us neither of us will
ever have to bear it alene again?' ’

“T believe 1 do realize it as few men
could, for never in my five and twenty
Years bave 1 bad a human creature to
whom I could pour myself out, in
whom I could really confide, with
whom I could take counsel, You ecan
guess what it will be to have a com-
prehending woman at wmy side. Shall
we tell my mother? Do say ‘yes; 1
belleve she will understand. Rod, Rod.
come and see who's stepping in the
door this very minute!” e

Rodman was up in his bedroom, at-
tiring himself elaborately for sentry
duty. His delight at seeing Waitstill
was perhaps slightly tempered by the
thought that flashed at once through
his mind—that if she was safe he
would not be required to stand guard
in the snow for hours as he had hoped.
But this grief passed when he fully
realized Waitstill’'s presence at the
farm at this unaccustomed hour really
meant. After he had been told he
hung about her like the child that he.
was—though he had a bit of the hero
in him, at bottom, too—embracing her
waist fondly and bristling with won-
dering questions.

*“Is she really going to stay with us
for always, Ivory?” he asked.

“Every day and all the days, every
night and all the nights. ‘Praise God
from whom all blessings flow! ” said
Ivory, taking off his fur cap and open-
ing the door of the living room. *“But
we've got to wait for her a whole fort-
night, Rod. Isn’t that a ridiculous
snail of a law?”

“Patty-didn’t wait a fortnight.”

“Patty never waited for anything.”
Ivory responded, with a smile. *“IBut
she had a good reason, and, alas, we
haven’t, or they’ll say that we haven't.
And I am very grateful to the same
dear little Patty, for when she got her-
self a husband she found me a wife!”

Rodman did not wholly understand
this, but felt that there were many
mysteries attending the love affairs of
grownup people that were too compli-
cated for him to grasp, and it did not
seem to be just the right moment for
questions.

Walitstill and Ivory went into Mrs
Boynton's room quietly, hand in hand
and when she saw Waitstill she raised
hergelf from her pillow and held out
her arms with a soft cry of delight.

“I haven’t had you for %0 long, so
long!" she said, touching the girl’s
cheek with her frail hand.

“You are going to have me every duy
now, dear,” whispered Waitstill, with
a sob-in her voice, for she saw a
change In the face. a new transparen-
cy. a still more ethereal look than had
been there before.

“Everysday ?" she repented longingly.

Waitstill took off her hood 2nd knelt
on the floor beside the bed. hiding her

face iu the counterpane to conceal the
tenrs,

“Sheds conmi o dive with us, dear.
Come Li, Rod. aed Loir me tell her.
Waltstil! is coming to iive with us.

“n't

01

thet o besuiiful thing o happen

: GTecre b teizmd  Ivory,

iton with
At trei

¥, - APALS 2
stoop to cateh “the w a Ivory
feeling the strange bounediciion it
seemed (o e passing from Lis moth
er's spirit to theirs, took Bod's hand
and knelt beside Waitstill.

The verse of a filvorite psalm was
running through Lois Boyuton's mind.
and In.a moment the words came
clearly ;a8 she opencd her. eyes, lifted
‘her _hands and . touched the bowed

 CHAPTER XXVIIL
Aaron’s Rod.

s VORY! Ivory!” .

Ivory stirred in a sleep that
had been troubled by too great
happiness. To travel a dreary

path alone, a path leading scemingly
nowhere, and then suddenly te have a
companion by one's side, the very
sight of whom enchanted the eyve, the
_very touch of whom delighted the
senses—what joy unspeakable! Who
could sleep soundly when wakeful-
ness brought a train of such blissful
thoughts?

“Ivory! Ivory!"

He was fully awake now, for he
knew his mother's voice. In all the
years, ever thoughtful of his comfort
and of the coustant strain upon. his
strength, Lois had neéver wakened her
sO0n at night. :

“Coming, raotler, coming! he said.
when he reatize:d she was calling him.
And, hastily dinwing on some cloth-
ing, for the nizlit was bitterly cold, he
came ott of his room and saw his
mother standing at the foot of the
stairway with a lighted candle in her
hand.

“Can you come down, Ivory? It is a
strange hour to call you, but I have
something to tell you—something 1
have been piecing tozether for weeks.
something I have just clearly remem-
bered.”

“If it's something that won't keep
till morning, motlcer, you creep back
into bed and we'il hear it comforta-
‘bly,” he said, coming downstairs and
leading her to her room. *I'll smooth
the covers, so; beat up the pillows—
there!—and throw another log on the
sitting room fire. Now, what's the
matter? Couldn't you sleep?”

“All summer long 1 have been trying
to remember something—something
untrue that you have been believing,
some falsehood for which 1 was re-
sponsible. I have pursued and pur-
sued it, but it has always escaped me,,
Once it was clear as daylight, for Rod-
man read me from the Bible a plain
answer to all the questions that tor-
tured me.”

“That must have been the night that
she fainted,” tbought Ivory.

“When I awoke next morning from
my long sleep the old puzzie bad come
back a thousand times worse than be-
fore, for then I knew that I had held
the clew in my own hand and had lost
it. Now, praise God, I know the truth,
and you, the only one to whom T can
tell it, are close at hagd!”

Ivory looked at his- mother and saw
that the veil that had separated them
mentally seemed to have vanished in
the night that had passed. Often and
often it had blown away, as it were,
for the fraction of a moment and then
blown back again. Now her eyes met
his with an altogether new clearness
that startled him, while her breath
came with ease and she seemed strong-
er than for many days.

“You remember the winter 1 was
here at the farm alone when you were
at the academy ?”

“Yes. It was then that I came home
and found you so terribly ill. Do you
think we need go back to that old time
now, mother dear?

“Yes, I must, I must! One morning
I received a strange letter, bearing no
gignature, in which the writer said that
it T wished to see my husband I bhad
only to gvo to a certain address in
Brentville, N. H. The letter went on
to say that Mr. Aaron ‘Boynton was ill
and longed for nothing so much as to
speak with me, but there were reasons
why he did not wish to return to KEdge-
wood. Would I come to him without
delay ?”

Ivory now sat straight in his chair
and listened keenly, feeling that this
was to be no vague, uncertain and mis-
leading memory, but something true
and tangible.

“The letter excited me greatly after
your father’s long absence and silence.
I knew it could mean nothing but sor-
row; but, although I was half ill at

‘| the time, my plain duty was to go, so

1 thought to go without making any
explanation in the village.”

All this was new to Ivory, and he.
hung upon his mother's words, dread-
ing yet hoping for the light that they
might shed upon the past.

“I arrived at Brentville quite ex-
hausted with the journey and weighed
down by anxiety and dread. I found
the house mentioned In the letter at 7
o'clock in the evening and knocked at
the door. A common, hard featured
woman answered the knock and, seem-
ing to expect me, ushered me in. ' I do
not remember the room;°l remember

only a child leaning patiently against
the window sill looking out into the
dark and that the place was bare aud
cheerless,

“‘I came to call upon Mr. Aaron
Boynton,” 1 said, with my heart sink-
ing lower and lower as I spoke. The
womau opened a door into the next
room, and when I walked in, instead
of secing your father, 1 confronted a
haggard, death stricken younyg woman
sitting up in bed, her great eyes bright
with pain, her lips as white as her
hollow cheeks'and her long black hair
streaming over the pillow. The very
sizht of her struck a knell to the little
bope 1 had of soothing your father's
sick bed and forgiving him. if he. had
done me any wrong.

““Well, you came, as I thought you
would,” said the girl, looking me over
from head to foot in a way that some-
hoiw made me burn with shame. ‘Now,
git down in that chair and hear what
I've got to say while I've got the
strength to say it. I haven’'t the time
nor the desire to put a gloss on it
Asron Boynton isn’t here, as you plain-
1y see, but that's not my fault, for he
belongs here as much as anywhere,
ough be wouldu't have much Inter.

fest in a dying woman. If you bave |

fered. on account. of him 8o have I, |
| you baven’t bad this pain boring

into you and eating your life away for
months, as 1 have.’ e s

“I pitied her, she seemed so dis-
traught, but I was in terror of her all
the same and urged her to tell her
story calmly and I would do my best
to hear it in the same way.

“‘Calm,” she exclaimed, ‘with this
agony tearing me to pieces! Well, to
make beginning and end in one, Aaron
Boynton was my husband for three
years.’

“l caught hold of the chair to keep
myself from falling and cried, ‘I do not
believe it!” ‘Belleve it or not,’ she an-
swered scornfully, ‘it makes no differ-
ence to me, but I can give you twenty
proofs in as many seconds. We met
at a. Cochrane meeting, and he chose
me from all the others as his true wife.
For two years we traveled together,
but long before they came to an end
there was no happiness for either of
us. He had a conscience—not much of
a one, but just enough to keep him
miserable. At last 1 felt he was not
believing the doctrines he preached,
and I caught him trying to get news
of you and your boy just because you
were out of reach, and neglecting my
boy and me, who had given up every-
thing to wander with him and live on
whatever the brethren and sisters
chose to give us/’

“‘So there was a child, a boy! 1
gasped. ‘Did—did be live? ‘He's in
the next room,’” she answered, ‘and it's
him I brought you here for. Aaron
Boynton has served us both the same.
He left you for me and me for heaven
knows who. If I could live I wouldn't
ask any favors, of you least of all, but
I haven't a penny in the world, though
I shan't need one very long. My friend
that’s nursing me hasn’t & roof to her
head, and she wouldn't share it with
the boy if she had—she's a bigoted
orthodox.’

“‘But what do you expect me to
@o? I asRed angrily, for she was stab-
bing me with every word.

“‘The boy s your husband’s child,
and he always represented you as a
saint upon earth. 1 expect you to
take him home and provide for him.
He doesn’t mean very much to me—
Just enough so that I don’t relish his
going to the poorhouse, that's all.’

“‘He'll go to something very like
that if he comes to mine,’ I said.

“‘Don’t worry me with talk, for 1
can’t stand it,’ she walled, clutching at
her nightgown and flinging back her
hair. ‘Either you take the child or I
send somebody to Edgewood with
him, somebody to tell the whole story.

-

WG

“My poor, poor Rod!”

Some of the Cochranites can support
bim if you wor't, or, at the worst,
Aaron Boynton’s town can take care
of -his son. The doctor has given me
two days to live. If it's a minute
longer I've warned him and I warn
you that I'll end it myself, and if you
don’t take the boy I'll do the same for
him. He's a good sight better off dead
than knocking about the world alone.
He’s innocent, and there’s no sense in
his being punished for the sins of oth-
er folks.’ ”-

“I see it all. Why did I never think
of it before, my poor, poor Rod!” said
Ivory, clinching big hands and burying
his head in them.

“Don’t grieve, Ivory. It has all turn-
ed out 80 much better than we could

(To be comununed.)

' Mexico's Wax Flant.

A wild shrub of Mexico yields from
8 to B per cent of bard wax. It grows
in a semilarid region.
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SUMTIONS. N
STATE OF MINNESOTA, - *

_County of Mowar—ss. .
In District Court, Tenth Judicial District.”

Plaintiffs,
Vs,

James McLaughlin James W. McLaughlin
an oghlin his wife, A.J. Bar-
bank, Hepzibeth Vaughn, E. Daniels (same
rson as Edward Daniels Ione G-
aniels his wife, Dwight
Weller his wife Jobn P.
Jones his wife, Jubn Pettibone and
Pettibooe his wife, D. M. V. Stuart and—
Stuart his wife, Alanson B. Vaughn and—
Vaughn his wife, Enoch . Vaugtin and—

g
g
g
|

Vaughn his wife, Dcborah Jones, Orlando C.
LaBar sn1 M; LaBar his wife. The un-
known heirs the following named de-
ormnein Yongn, & aniis Baent W

: s, -
lo:. John P.? - » John Pettibone, D, M.

V. Stuart, Alanson B. Vaughn: u:g. al
other T80 uRknown eldnlnc any .
title, :uten.' interest or lien in the »eal

estate described in the eom t herein
and their unknown heirs. 'endants—
Summons.

The State of Minnesota to the above named
defendants:

You and each of you are hereby summoni
and uired to answer the complaint of the
plaintiffs in the above entitled action, which
18 filed in the office of the Clerk of the District
Court, in the City of Austin, County of Mower
and state of Minnesota, and to serve a copy of
your answer to the said complaint on the sub-
scriber at his office in the city of Austin, in said
county within twenty days after the service of
this summons npon yon, exclusive of the day of
such service, and if you fail to answer the said
complaint within the time aforesaid, the plain-
tiffs in this action will apply to the Court for
the relief demanded in the complaint.

DLated Austin, Minnesota, this 15th day of
February, 1915

ARTHUR W. WRIGHT, 2
Attorney for Plaintiffs. Austin, Minn.

—_—

Notice of Lis Pendens.

BTATE €F MINNESOTA,
unty of Mower.—ss

In District Court, Tenth Judicial District.

A. E. Rector, B. R, Summ
Plaioiige, y and Leonard Hopfe,

vs
James McLaughlin, James W. M,
ug hJe es eLn.uﬁhlin and

McLaugh wife,
H.oE‘zlib:th Vauhen BB (o Burbank.
a

4 |

A. E. Rector, B. R. BSummy and Leonard Hopfe. ‘

S

e

ST

Ry

P .

ani (same

ward Duniels) and Ione G. Daniels his
wife,Dwight Weller and— Weller hg:l\‘viflo.
Jobn P. Jones and—Jones his wife, Jokn
Pettibone and—Pattibons his wife, D. M.
V. Stuart and—S8taart his wife, Alanson
B. Vaughn and —Vaughn his wife, Enoch
G. Vaughn and—Vaughn his wife, De-
boreh Jones, Orlando C, LaBar
LaBar his wife. The
followi

and 'lhry

bone, D. M. V. Stuart, A Y :
Also all other Dzrlonn' ‘Imuon EWX ‘chh.‘hn:
ing  any right, title, estate, interest
or lien in the real estats described in the
o[:u nt'tlmln and their unknown heirs,
Notiee of Lis Pendens.

Notice is hereby given that an aetion has
this eourt by the above

the
perty, situate in th
g.tih Jh‘:}'f"’f:- 'i'o: County of Mower and
P 1 of lan ining 1,06
or lees, sitnate in the Sonth gnlf o!.t:::sN:'r?.E
;on .q.q-rﬁur :)! SaetlgnMNo. Ele
ownehip No. One hun three (103 ’
apar Vo, Biitmn () WES? doiid
3 ing on the West
Soction, Eighteen rods N‘:nh of the go:.tilg
west corner of said quarter, thence North Six.
tecn rods, aloug said Bection line, thenee East
‘ods, thence South Sixteen rods,
thence West Eighteen rods to beginning ; and
the North half of the Bouth-west quarter ef
the North-east quarter of Section No. Ten (10)
in sald Township and Range. That the defen-
dants and eash of them have no estate or inter-
e e i o Ve Sk e,
s
i Lt B e several parts of

. ,2'{3?5_‘“'“" Minn., this 15th day of Febrn.
ARTHUR W. WRIGHT,

Attoroey for Plaintiffs,
Austin, Minn.

Mareh 10-17.24

Chicago, Great Western.
Arrive from Fort Dodge, Maeon City
and Omaha—6:24 p. m.; 4:26a. m .
Arrive from St. Paul,Minneapolis, Chi-
cago, Kansas City—12:12 p. m,;
11:48 p. m.
Leave for St. Paul, Miuneapolis, Chi-
cago, Kaneas City—6:24 p. m.
28 8. m.

Leave for Omaha, Mason Cit , For
Dodge—12:12 p. m.: 11:48 p. x’h.
Tbru coach on traine between Austin

and Minneapolis,

C. M. & St. P, R. R. Co.

St. PAUL AND MINNEAPOLIS
Leave for--8:30a.m.;6:55 a.m.; 2:55 pm.
Arrive from—11:35 a. m.; 7:00 p.m,
10:20 p. m. ,

LACROSSE,
Leave for—11:12 a. m.; 6:55 p. m,
Arrive from—12:20 a. m.; 3: p. m,
CALMAR.
Leave for—11:55 a, m.; 7:20 p. m,
Arrive from—6:30 a m.; 2:41 p. m,
MASON CITY.
Leave for—12:01 p. m.; 10:20 p. m,
Arrive lrom—&ag a. m. 2:4 p'.nm.
JACKSON,
Leave for—8:50 a. m,; 3:30 p. m.
Arrive from—11:00 a. m.;g:ss pP. m,

NoKn No Drugs

W. Il. VAVRUSKA, D. C.

Doctor of Chiroprastic.
Oftice at 408 North Main Street.
Over Snyder’s Land Office.
N. W. Phone 378.  Int. Phone 160 L
*Austin, Minn,

EYE, EAR, NOSE AND THROAT
Glasses Correctly Fitted,

Dr, G. . F.'ROGERS,

Practice Confined to Eye, Ear, Nose
and Throat.
Hireh Building - - Austip, Minp,

Homer F. Pierson, M. D.

Graduate Rueh Medical College Chi-
cago, late House physician St. Mary’s
Hospital, Minneapolls, Minn, Oftice
over K. O. Wold’s Drug Store

ARTHUR W. WRIGHT,

GENERAL LAW BUSINESS
Real Estate, Collections, Loans "and

Insurance.
. Established in 1869.°
Otice in First National Bank Building
AUSTIN MINN,
—_—
Milton J. Hardy, D. D. S.
DENTIST,

Austin National Bank Building,
AUSTIN MINN,
Arthur W. Allen, M. D.
nLas
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