b

B i o rrve——

NSRRI

-z

\

'demommns.N.n.

By AMY F. CACKETT

(Copyright, 1505, by Joseph B. Bowles.)

’lt _Was quite by chance that Miss
Norah Illington Pym found a place in
eur quiet boarding house; and to us
it was a subject for constant wonder

~that she remained where things gen.
. erally were so “slow.” '

The firet night, arrayed in splendor,
she looked around the room in amaze-
ment and pity, and then beguiled us
with stories of the style people in our
station kept up in the west.

On the secfnd night three of our
Jadies turned in the necks of their
blouses and wore lace. By the end of
the week our ladies all appeared in
evening blouses, our hostess introduced
menus and entrees at dinner, apd the
kitchen girl was pressed into cap and
frills and brought up to help in the
walting. j {
‘ Our ladies made still further efforts
to reach her level by wearing all their
Jewelry and making a show of every-
thing they possessed. - Y
i One afternoon, after an interyiew in
our hostess’ private room; a  suave,
polite stranger was ushered .into out
midst and introduced as a new poarder.
" Vithin an hour he had won ail
hearts except ‘that of Miss Pym. She
looked on in silent scorn while he
waited on the ladies with ingratiating
smiles. 4

»AB 800n as he was safely out of hear-
ing quite a chorus of voices said:

“What a charming man!” 3

Miss Pym fidgeted for a moment,
and then suddenly jumped to her feet.
“I'reckon,” she said, nodding her head,
*we know a thing or two in the west,
If a man comes fooling around, 'bowing
and scraping, where' the womenkind
aren’t young and good-looking, we put
a double lock on our jewel cases and
tell the police to keep their eyes on

him,}” BN

“‘Good gracious! You don’t mean to
suggest that Mr, Compton—"

* “Never you mind,” broke ™ Misg
Pym. “I've got a safe upstairs, so [
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VERY BUSY.

am all right. But you wdtch if Mr.
y Compton ish’t real interested in me
to-night when I wear my diamonds.”’

Mr. Compton appeared to see Misa
Pym for the first time when she en-
tered the room for dinner, her dia-
monds scintillating in the ' gaslight.
But from that moment he had eyes for
little else, and she looked around at us
with a smile of knowing triumph.

The iron entered into our souls and
we (watched him narrowly. Hour by
hour and day by day our suspicions
were fed by small events, to which our
attention was called by Miss Pym, nn-
til, at the end of a week, our views had
become quite definite and decided.

During the whole of this time Mr.
Compton paid her very close attention;
in fact, she could scarcely move but’
he was behind her. This, as she pqint-
ed out, was owing to the fact that she
wore rather more jewels than the oth-
er ladlies, and he was only waiting the
opportunity she never gave him in or-
-der to appropriate them,

One gfternoon Miss Pym came into
the drawing-room quietly but hastily,
with a look of triumph in her eyes.

“Major Belshun,” she sald, excited-
ly, “Mr. Compton has broken open the
wardrobe in my room and is now
rifilng its contents. -Come and see!”

The ladies gave & little scream and
huddled together, at tbh{: startling

| %tatement.’

“Hush!” she sald, “you will spoil it
all if you make a noise. You: koep

~ gquieb-here and nobody will hurt you,

while the major and I creep up and
lock the door on the thief. There are
“two doors to that room, major, and I
want you, to lock one at the same mo-
ment that I lock the other.”
" As usual, Miss Pym'’s nerve and con-
fidence carried complete conviction.
8o, leaving the ladies quiet but thor-
oughly frightened,.we crept softly up-
stairs to carry out her idea and catch
our man red-handed. >

Following her pointing finger, I saw
In a mirror which krting on the landing
a reflection of a door slightly open,
and in the room beyond, Mr. Compton,
yery busy with the contents of the
drawerg of the wardrobe. 2

In & moment Miss Pym reached the

- other door, &nd simultaneously we

slammed them and turned the keys. It
did not seem strange to me then that
both keys should be on the outide.
As ‘the keys clicked there was a
shout of rage from Mr. Compton. ™
. “You stay here and’ guard the door,
major,” sald Miss Pym. “while 1 run
for the police.; I'shall’ko guicker thap
X A P WA

you,” and she-went as hard as she
{::l‘q. while the man inside began to
on the door -and demand his

om.

“Do you hear? Is anyone there?”
he cried. “Let me out at once.”

2. Oh, yes! I am here,” I replied.
“And you are there, and there you
are going to stay until the police
come."” i ; y

“For Heaven’s sake dan't be a fool,
man. I can soon prove to you that it
is all right. Let me out quickly.
Buch'a lot depends on every moment.”

“I can quite belleve that,” I an-

» 8wered, with a knowing smile. “Every,
moment brings‘the police hearer.”

“The police won't come, you idiot!”
\he shouted. 1 !

“You must have a little patience,”
I answered, sardonically.

“I tell you, man, they will never get
here, unless you send a servant for
them. For goodness’ sake, send some
one. I am a detective. . They will
know me.”

“I can quite believe ,your last re-
mark,” I 'chuckled, “but I am not go-
ing to move from this door even to
send for more police.”

He then offered to push his creden-
tials under the door for me to read,
but I assured him that I.was no judge
of forged documents.

Bomething like & groan came back
in reply, and I concluded that my man
had given up hope of escape.

Atmr awhile it struck me that Miss
Pym had been a long time away, and
on referring to my watch I found that
almost half an holr had elapsed. .

Quietly slipping downstairs, I dis-
covered the servants huddled together
In the kitchen. One of them went
«forth with fnstructions to hasten back
with the first policeman she could find,
and I returned to my station at the
door. !

In a few minutes I heard the wel-

. come heavy steps,-and two policemen
(the maid did not belleve -in the ef-
ficacy of one) hastily presented them-
selves and prepared for a rush from
the room as I opened the door.

But the rush did nof come; and we
entered to find Mr. Compton calmly
brushjng the dust off his clothes.

A word from him‘immediately Bgave
rise to'a look of surprise on the po-
licemen's faces, and after listening to
some hurried instructions they quickly
retired from the room, leaving Mr,
Compton and myself alone, =

-“As for you, Major Belshun.” he sald,
turning to, where I stood in amaze-
ment, “I am half inclined to have you
arrested for aiding the escape-of a
criminal. You have done that pretty
effectually,” he went on, looking  at
his watch. “She has had almost an
hour’s start.” 2

“Good heavens!” I exclaimed; “you
don’t mean to tell me—"

“I mean,” he interrupted, “that I am’
Detective Norton, and 'that | have
been staying at this house for the sole
purpose of watching Miss Pym. Unfor-
tunately she must, apparently, have
identified me, but she was very care-
ful to keep the knowledge to herself,
This afternoon I saw her fast asleep
in the dining-room, and availed myself
of the opportunity of searching her
room. ‘The little evidence that I have
gathered here would be sufficient for
my purpose. But now, owing to your
clumsy interference and _her clever-
ness, she has slipped off. There is
only one thing to be thankful for, and
that is that she hasn’t taken anything
-with her this time.”

‘“Are you sure of that?” I groaned.

“Quite,” he answered; ‘“the ladies
had all their jewelry on last night,
and I know Miss Pym has not been
near any of their rooms to-day.”

“You had better come down and see
them,” I said, helplessly.

He hastily explained to them how
matters stood. But they were at first
too frightened to understand.

“Now,” he finished wup, “I hope,
ladies, you all have your jewelry and
money safe.”

“Oh, yes!” said Miss Molesworthy,
timidly; “we gave it all 1o Miss
last night to lock up in her little safe.”
' Almost before ‘'she had finished
speaking, Mr. Norton was up the stairs,
and I followed quickly behind him.
When I, entered Miss Pym'’s room he
was standing with the door of the safe
open—and it was'practtcally empty.

I am I regret to say, quite con-

~vinced of. the cleverness of Miss Norah
Ilingtonr Pym, for she is still at large,

YE HUNTSMAN.

Now doth ye citie huntsman
Take ‘‘hunting license” oute
» And with a brand-new “‘outfitte”
He goeth forth to scoute K
/And seeke ye beastes ferocious
That haunt ye woodes aboute,

He seeks with zest ye rabbit,
And eke ye doe and bucke,

But presently he shooteth .
Ye farmer’s gentle ducke,

And &8 he payeth for itte,
He aarneth of hys Jucke!

+ N\

Anon'he tries another, /
Yclept ye “stille-hunt’” plan,
And sneaketh, through ye forest
As softly as he can,
And suddenly he buggeth
A costly hired man,

Mark well ye citle huntsman!
Hys gunne he keeps atte cocke,
But when a hare he seeth N
Hys knees together knocke—
And finally his guide doth kille
e rabbit with a rocke!

7

Beware of ye same huntsman,
And walk behind hym notte,
The which of his vicinage
Is the moste fearsome spotte—
For there ia where hys comrade
Most frequently gets shotte!

Meapwhile, observe ye Nimrod—
He stoppeth for to buy

A goodly bag of beasties,
And personally doth lle

Unto his trusting wyfe, who
Just winketh of her eye.,

.~—8t, Louls Globe-Democrat, .

.The wife of &’ voll-kno‘wn‘wthbr has
& fad for collecting trees. Fitting sort
of pastime for an author’s wife to pur-
sue, . Coal comes high.y . ¢ . ¢ '

—_— :
are her garden's ayes;
“They watch for her alone *
Within whose smile there lies
A beauty Ilke her own;
Their fragrant lids they ope
In haste at morn to see

Her who is all their hope,
Bo falir is shel.

Btars are her heaven's eyes—
They watch her while she sleepa.
Lilies of paradise!
‘White pear]s in azure deeps!
For her their glow and gleam
Throughout the tranqui] night,
Bringing the lovely dréam .
For her delight.

Nor flowers nor stars are eyes
For me. I follow one—
\Her lover—shadow-wise,
Companion to the sun!
Her eyes, both flower and star.
In loveliness outshine;
Mirrors of Love they are,
Reflecting mine! ¢
—Frank Dempster Sherman, in Smart
Bet. -
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The Man Who
" Got a Pass

By CHARLES BATTELL LOOMIS

(Author of “ Cheerful Americans,” etc.)
)

~Copyright, 1905, by Joseph B. Bowles.)

“Yes, sir, I'm going to Chicago on
business,” sald Binkersley to a subur-
banite who had stopped in to buy a pair
of gloves.
my wife thinks I'll get it back in health.
Chicago is quite a bustling city, so I've
always heard, and I may get ideas for
my business. Castor gloves? No, we're
all out of those just now. How would
you go to Chicago? What train?”

“Why, there are a half dozen ways,”
said the suburbanite, who was a trav-
eling man. “Why don’t you get a pass?”

“Me get a pass?” sald the little store-
keeper. “No, sir. I've always paid my
way.”

“That’s all right,” said the traveling
man; “but you know these railroad cor-
porations are soulless affairs, and if you
can get a pass, I'd do it.”

“Well, how do you do it? Don’t you
have to be rich?”

The suburbanite was something of a
practical joker and he saw that Binkers-
ley was already inoculated with “pass
fever,” so he said:

“Rich? No. Italldependson the way
it’s done. Let me concoct a letter for
you. The general ‘passenger agent of
the eight-track road is a jolly fellow,
and if you hit him right he may pass
you all the way to Chicago, and then
yqu can do him a good turn by crying
up the road whenever you sell a pair
of socks. See?”

“Why, certainly,” said the tradesman,
quite delighted with the prospect. “I’ll
advertise his road, and may be worth a
great deal to’him before I get through.”

“That’s the idea exactly. You let me
write the letter and then you copy it.”

Sd the waggish customer sat down to

+ his desk and wrote as follows:

Mr. J. C. Gregory.—Dear Sir: I am near-
ly 3 and I have never let a man pay my
fare even on a street car. Now I'm going
to Chicago. Do you think I wlill let you
send me a pass? If you do, just try it
and see what 1 will do with it. You will
find my address on the heading, and any
time you want socks or gentleman's fur-
nishings, drop in. Be quite sure that even
if you did send me a pass I would never

. say a thing about you road, as I think all
. ro&ds are monopolies. Yours,

JOSEPH BINKERSLEY.

“There!” said the customer when ke
read what he had written, ‘‘Gregofy will
either think you're a crank or a very
clever man. Ifithits him all right you'll
get a pass, and I'll have saved you $20.”

“‘Say, this is awfully nice of you,” said
Binkersley. “Have a dress shirt?”

“Thanks, but I only wanted to buy a

“THEN WHAT DID YOU COME

FOoR™

pair of gloves, and you're out of tho:
you say:"” '

‘/You don’t understand me. I want
you to accept a shirt. I mever would:

ave thought of trying tn get a pass,

"11 save at least $20, and I like to feel
independent. Take a shirt along.”

“Oh, you want me to have a shirton
you.n

“No, on yourself,” said Binkersley, to
whom humor {8 an unknown quantity.

The suburbanite allowed himself to
be ‘“blown off” to an open front dress
shirt and a pair of patent cuff clips, and
then he departed, smiling inwardly,

After the customer had gone Binkers-
ley copled/the letter in his own hand
and matled it. 2

Next morning: in Binkersley’s mail
was a letter from the general passenger '
agent. It was short but in the same
vein as that which Binkersley had sent.
It ran:

If you don't/want to break that record of
yours on passes, you'd better no: come up
to my office and have a talk with me.or I
might fix you out so yous remember it.

When Binkersley read this he was
frightened at first.’ It looked a little like
a threat. Then he handed it to his clerk,

B

“It's quite an expense, 'but }

‘4nd asked him what he thought of it.
Now the clerk was a wide-awake New
Yorker and he said at once:

“He isn't going to do a thing but give
@ou a pass. You go up and see him.”
~ So Binkersley went up to the offices
of the raliroad company and asked to
see the passenger agent. The passenger
agent had gone out to lunch.

“Pshaw!” sald Binkersley in anettled
tone. “I came here expressly to see him.
It 18 on business that is important to
him. Something relating to the road.”

Binkersley said this so sincerely and
looked 80 as if he had come a thousand
miles, that the clerk, who was a new one,
asked him in to one of the inner offiges
and settled him comfortably and offered
him a cigar from the agent’s box, and
Binkersley the little “gent’s goods” man
sat back in a swivel chair and smoked
& perfecto that tasted very strange to
him, and felt that he was practically one
of the high officials of the road.

He sat there until he was so hungry
he didn’t know what to do and then he
asked where the railroad restaurant
was, and he went down there meaning
to spend at least a quarter on his lunch,
but it looked so very swell that he felt
it would be small in him to spend less
than a dollar, and that is what the lunch
cost himy exclusive of the tip. He had
no change smaller than a half dollar, go
he asked the waiter to change the silver
for him, and that obliging fellow
brought back two quarters, which was in
tH® nature of a hint. And Binkersley
.took it—that is, he gave a quarter to
the waliter.

After lunch he “felt fine,” and he went
up to the offices again.

“Very sorry, sir,” said the clerk, “but

Mr. Gregory and he won't be back until
to-morrow or next day. He's called
out of town.”

Binkersley was dfsappointed, but he
was a philosophical sort of chap and
he had had a good time, and it was only
a prelude to big business.

That evening he took his wife to the
theater, a thing he had not done since
he stopped getting bill-board tickets,
The theater cost a good two dcllars, for
he got the very best seats in the second
balcony, and after the play nothing
would do for this man-about-to-get-a-
pass but a supper at one of Young’s res-
taurants, and that made another dollar
look extremely i1l

Next morning Mr. Binkersley went
uptown, and he went in a cab. It was
expensive, as he well knew, but it could
be charged to expenses eventually.

The passenger agent was in, but he
was busy.

“Tell him,” safd Mr. Binkersley with
an importance that he could not con-
ceal although he tried to, ““tell him that
my cab is waiting for me outside and
that I'd like to see him at once. [ have
been here twice before!”

This had the desired effect. That is
to say, the boy delivered the message,
and in a moment Mr. Binkersley heard
a roar of laughter from the inner room
and said to himself: “He's in a good
humor.”

A moment later the boy returned and
sald with a deference that seemed the
real thing to simple Mr. Binkersley:
“Come this way, sir.”

Mr. Binkersley went that way-and
was ushered into the presence of a white-
haired, bristly-bearded man who looked
more like a genial farmer than the man-
ager of a great business.

S¢Is this Mr. Binkersley?” said Mr.

Gregory.

“Yes, sir,” said Mr. Binkersley.

. “So you don’t want a pass, don’t you?”
said the passenger agent, carrying ont
the spirit of the letter which the sub-
urbanite had written for Mr, Binkersley.

“No, sir,” said Mr. Binkersley in g
puzzled tone, ;

“Then what did you come for?” said
Gregory.

“Why—er—why, I mean I want a pass
to Chicago and back, and in return I'll
tell people to take your road.”

Mr. Gregory had pictured a different
sort of man from the one who stood be-
fore him and some of the humor of the
letter seemed to leave it. He had evi-
dently been put up to writing it.

‘‘Suppose,” sald he, “we gave every-
body in the country a pass to any place
hé asked for on condition that he advised
his friends to buy tickets. How soon
would we go into bankruptey?”

“That would need some figuring,”
said Mr. Binkersley in such a simple
manner that Mr. Gregory took pity on
him and determined to give him a pass.

“Well, look here, Mr. BinKkersley, I
hear that your cab is at the door and
I don't want your coachman to catch
cold waiting for you, butI also want you
to understand that I am general passen-
ger agent of this road and if I want to
glve passes that is my own affair. You
dared me to give you a pass and I am
going to take your dare. Here is an
order for a pass as far as Albany and
return. That will take at least six dol-
lars off your expenses. I'm accustomed
to ¥aving my own way and I insist upon
your accepting the pass.”

Mr. Binkersley was filled with mixed
emotions. He was disappointeli at the
mileage of the pass, but he also wanted
to set himself right with this man and
he said:

‘“Well, thank you, sir, but you misun-
derstood the letter. I meant all that in
a joke. The fact is a friend of mine
wrote it and I didn’t quite sce what he
was driving at, I wish I'd written it
myself because I wanted the pass all the
way to Chicago and back. The fact is
I am in a position to influence a good—""

The passenger agent had risen. “I'm
very glad to have had this opportunity
to see you, Mr. Binkersley, and I do hope
the driver hasn't caughticold. You will

..exchange this order for a ticket to Al-
bany and return. If you need any more
_passes write the letter yourself, as it will
be a safeguard. Good-day.”

He heard a roar of laughter as he
passed from the room df the passenger
-agent. : ;

“A very pleasant and jovial gentle-
mwan,” thought Mr. Binkersley,.

NMINNESOTA POLITICAL CHAT.
‘Librarian John King @ives:Out 89
.. Forecasts to Crookatqm Jourmal: \

John E. King, state librarian, was
in Crookston for a few hours Sagacs

his way to Red Lake Falls

r his newspaper interests, ;
- The _politcal situation
nvenodb',r,cuwﬂy. :

r. ‘| steel in’Gov "and.

| are Bandtor Lord of Kasson and A. H..
Lindeke, the ‘St. Paul dry goofls man,

it'ia'the gqueral expectation that Jul-
ius Block, present state treasurer, and
J. F. Jaco , the Lac qui Parle fire-
brand, along. with several others, will
eome out into the open within a few:
~weeks,  The republicans realize that

they have &u op t worthy of their

apt to conclude that “one good term
e Rl e RS LRI
‘recent speech’ beforethe mun ;
league has undoubtedly convinced the
voters that \;ln.g” for “a square deal”’
for ‘equitable rates, for honesty
“ate: Eoverimen - R s of
* gove! t. “Republicans gen-
slly are » !uz»ﬁ':!mt that Joha-
son ade .a ! governor and

erally are'
.| #et a high standard of executive right-

-

e ropatia

than'on governor, a&- 1
mination .

those I

‘other offices to be flled. this
“be“more of a &

alent to an election, For lieutenant
governor Hon. C. M. Sprague the Sauk
Centre banker and former chairman
of the state board - of equalization,
8eems to have the inside track al-
though -P. E. Dowling of Eveleth, A.

1 D. Stephens .of Crookston, and Thos.

. Girling' of Minneapolls are frequently
mentioned in that connection, Julius
" Behmall' of Redwood Falls has - just
. announced  his entry in’the race for
‘Secretary of state ahd his strongest
i gpoqent is llkely to be E. H. Nelson
For state

formerly ““8.& llbml‘lmi
treas ‘Peter: IWArE O
" Dodge. i Be Koerner of Litch-

we've just recelved a telephone from-

“Tide Lan
Tlands

SOME CURRENT VERSE,

Song of the Man,

You may lounge on your velvet cushions A
and mark each mile with a glorious
dream—

You may say there i nothing of weird ro-
mance in the practical prose of steam;

But you have never gat in the dust and
smoke and seen that the track was
clear,

Nor held the reins of the steed that leaves
the wind in its wild career.

No soulless, dull machine I drive, for I feel
her passionate breath $

When I ride her over the endless ralls that
run to the brink of death.

My fiteman, lit by the flame’s red glare,
Mjyself and our enginé—o'er valley and

keight i
We three are as one, and together we
share
The marvelous triumph and glery of
flight!

My will in hers and her strength is mine.
Past the'sand hills gray ana low,
Through the shimmering corn field’'s long,
srfen line and the sounding woods we

gol-

There Is naught on the bridge that checks
her speed and naught in the funnel she
fears,

For my slightest touch on the throttle she
feels and my softest whisper she
hears,

Only a touch and a whispered word on the
trestle, narrow and high,

When she trembles and shrinks on the
dangerous curve, or a freight train
thunders by. %

1
Loua Is the shriek of the startled alr—
Long I8 the stretch of the roadbed white;
We three are as one, and together we share
The marvelous triumph and glory of
flight!
—TYouth’s Companion.

Padre Domineec, \

Padre Domineec McCann
He ees great beeg Irish man,

He ees growla w'en he speak,
Like he gona go for you
Jus' for busta you In two,

My! he talk so rough, so queek,
You weel weesha you could be
Som’where elsa w'en you see

Padre Domineec, 2

Padre Dominéec McCann
Stopat dees peanutta stan’

W’en my leetla boy ees seeck;
Talk so rough he mak’ me cry,
Say ees besta boy should die

So he go to Heaven queeck!
He ces speak so cold to me
Nevva more I wanna see

Padre Domineec,

Den gran' doctor com’. Ees queer!
W'en I ask who sand heem here,
He jus' smile an' weel no speak
Only justa w'en he say:
“You no gatta cent to pay,
Igon' feex dees boy dat's seek.*
O! beeg-hearta man, an' true!
‘1 am gattin’ on te you,
Padre Domineec!
=T. A. Daly, in the Reader.

All Alike.
Just a youth,
Just a gir],
Just a sigh,
Just a curl
Blowing free,
Blowing far;
Two alore,
There you are,

Just a look
All around,
Then a sib-
llant sound!
Just a kiss
Has had birth;
Love's as old
As the earth!

Love's as old
As the carth;
Is your kind
Of love worth
More than all?
Just the best?
Then it's just
Like the rest,
—Houston Post.

Britannia to Japan.
Over the hundred years gone by
Voices are borne on the sea;
“Ye have warred our war, ye have cried
our cry,
Ye have conquered, even as we.”

Tyranny darkened our western light
('Twas a hundrea years ago),
When our fathers safled for the fateful
fight
And struck the all saving blow.

Tyranny gasped at your isiand throne,
Darkened your realm of the sun;
But your signal to-day has been Nelson's
own,

And his word on your warships won,

Ye have learned our lore of the glorious
seas,
Ye have proved it pure and true;
But your faithful virgil, your scorn of
ease—
God grant that we learn them of you!
—London Spectator,

- Everybody Works.
Yes, father works most every day;
He sticks, with disposition sturdy,
And we are glad, who bear his name,
' McCurdy,

Our brother's working steady, too:

He gathers up what father misses, '

And what isleft, that husband grabs
Of sis's,

Then father's brother also works;
For some that eludes the other's fingers;
But father's brother nails it, and

1t lingers,

Now ease and luxury are come;

We live without a bit of bother,

Because 'most ev'rybody works
With father,

-=“C.R. B, in N, Y. World.

The Head of the Famiy.
Way over yonder In de wes’
De sun he say good-night;
De clouds dey pile de kivers up
So's he kin sleep'all right,
He travel far, he trave] fas'
Across de sky all day;
He reckons dat he'll jes’ turn In,
Too tired foh work or play,

But Mrs, Moon, she come along,
A-lookin' mighty fine,

An' all de family of stars
Is.startin’ out to shine,

De hard work’s done by Mistah Sun,
Dey've sent him f'om de sky,

While all his kinfolks gathers 'roun’
To laugh ana jollify,

—Washington Star,

The Mountains.
Oh, the mystery of the mountains'
With their caves and moss-rimmed
springs,
Where no trespasser has ventured,
Save soft-footed wildwooa things;
There are heights no man has conquered,
And delights no soul has found,
Treasure land of joy and romance
18 that high, enchanted ground.
—E. A, Lente, in Four-Track News.

Positively the Last.
1 never saw a ocord of wood;
I never want to see one;
But 1 can tell you (this is good!)
I'd rather see than saw one.

~

fleld and Gus Widell of Mankato are
the probable aspirants. Sam Iverson
will hardly be opposed in his desire
for' a second term as-state auditor.—
Journal.

LUCK FOR TRENHOLME.

Bathgate Man May Be In On Great
Rise of Seattle Land.

Some years~ago our ex-townsman,
J. D. Trenholme, and several others
purchased extensive tracts’ in ‘the
ands,” section of Seattle. These
were bullt up from the faarshes
along the South Puget Sound

R
of the city by dredging from the
sound. These lands offer the best ter-
minal facilities for railways entering
that city. Of late the Chicago Mil-
waukee & St. Paul, Union Pacific and
Canadian Pacific have been acquiring
terminal there and there has been a
tremendous boom in the tide lands.
One day a price of property was of-
fered for $90,000 and the next sold it
for $135,000 and there 15 a great grum-
ble for the build up sound front. Just
how this effects Mr. Trenholme’s hold-
ings we do not know, but it cannot
be otherwise than favorable. The old
friends here, 80 many of whom have
enjoyed the generous hospitality of
the Trenholmes at Seattle, hope a
goodly share of the profit reaping may
be done by “Dick.” — Bathgate Pink
Paper.

FARMERS’ ELEVATOR AT
HANNAFORD WAS BURNED

Hannaford, N. D, Jan. 19—The
farmers’ elevator at this place burned
Monday night. A little after midnight
the flames were discovered to break
through the roof and the structure
was soon in ruins.

The capacit yif the elevator was
40,000 bushels, and it was about half
filled with flax, wheat, oats and bar-
ley. The insurance on the grain was
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Over Schlaberg’& Griffin’s Drug Store
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will consider it a favor to have

call for a trial package. :

by any others. Our aim is to please all, ofour customers. We

NOT OVERSHADOWED

you ‘phone us and let our wagon

GRAND FORKS STEAM LAUNDRY CO.,

408412 DeMers Avenue.

Both "Phones 56

Money

to Loan

At Lowest Rates Upon North Dakota Farms. Local
Agents Wanted. Partial Payments Permitted

GEORGE B. CLIFFORD & CO.

GRAND FORKS, N. D.

Five Famous Trains

and why you should use them.

The

8.30am
4.00 p m
.20 pm
8.35 pm
11.00pm

of

The

To

The

To
all

The

To
Spl

Longer, Higher and Wider Berths

To Milwaukee and Chicago. Past the grand scenery

The Afternoon Express

To Dubugue, Rock Island and Ch
Best Trai

Fastest

Daylight Express

the Misaissippi river by daylight.

icago.
Train for Lower Mississippi River points.

Fast Mail

Milwaukee and Chicago.
train from Twin Cities to Chicago.

Pioneer Limited

Milwaukee and Chicago. Preferred Train of
others for first-class travel to Chicago.

Night Express

Milwaukee and Chicago.
lendid Train for late night travelers.

Chicago
Milwaukee & St. Paul

Railway

W. B. Dixon, Northwestern

Passenger Agent, Saint Paul
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Not only ONE car, but

gency.

by the Block Signal

of trains.
Try the NEW
LIMITED on your

periority. ;
TICKET

(Ryan Hotel

The Northwestesn
Limited

Finest Train to

Chicago j

new. Sleeping cars of new designs, with larger
berths and more comforts and conveniences, not
only the sleeping cars, but chair cars and coaches
are more strongly built, having heavy steel
frame re-enforced with steel girders in such a
way as to secure a strength to stand a.hy emer-
Besides the “NORTH-WESTERN LINE”
is protected the entire distance from
Minneapolis, and St. Paul to Chica

known device for the safe handling
NORTH-WESTERN

cago and be convinced of its su-

600 Nicollet RA.va. Minneapolis,

every car in the train is

System, the best

next trip to Chi-
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