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CHAPTER XIL.

The Gold Bag.
“ Y have always smiled at those cases
of spontaneous combustion which, like
fusing the component parts of a seid-
litz yowder, unite two people in a bub-
bling ephermeral ecstasy. But sure-
‘surely there is possible, with but a
single meeting, an attraction so great,
a community of mind and interest so
strong, that betweqﬂl that first meet-
ing and the next thé bond may grow
into something stronger. This is es-
pecially true, I fancy, of people with
temperament, the modern substitute
for imagination. It is a nice- ques-
tion whether lovers begin to love
when they are together, or when they
are apart. .

Not that I followed any such line
of reasoning at the time. I would not
even admit my folly to myself. But
during the restless hours of that first
night after the accident, when my
back ached with lying on it, =<1 any
other position was torture, I found my
thoughts constantly: going back to“Ali-

‘son West. I dropped into a .doze, to
dream of touching her fingers again
to comfort her, and awoke to find I
had patted a teaspoonful of medicine
out of Mrd. Klopton's indignant hand.
What was it McKnight had said about
making an egregious ass of myself?

And that brought me back to Richey,
and T fancy I groaned. There is no
use expatiating on the friendship be-
tween two men who have gone to-
gether through college, have quar-
reled and made it up, fussed together

er politics and debated creeds for
yi ; men don’t need to be told, and
women cannot understand. Neverthe-
less, I groaned. If it had been any
one but Rich!

Some things were mine, however,
and I would hold them: The halcyon
breakfast, the queer hat, the pebble in
her small shoe, the gold bag with the
broken chain—the bag! Why, it was
im my pocket at that moment.

I got up painfully and found my
coat. Yes, there was the purse, bul-
ging with an opulent suggestion of
wealth inside. I went back to bed
again, somewhat dizay, between effort
and the touch of the trinket, so latély
hers. I held it up by its broken chain
and gloated over it. By careful atten-
tion to orders, I ought to be out in a
day or so. Then—I could return it to
her. I really ought to do that; it was
wvaluable, and I wenldn't care to trust

it to the mail.

was ne disloyalty to Rich in that.

¥ had no intention of opening the
Mttle bag. I put it under my pillow—
which was my reason for refusing to
bave the linen slips changed, to Mrs.
Klopton's dismay. And sometimes dur-
ing the morning, while 1 lay under a
wirgin field of white, ornamented with
strange flowers, my cigarettes hidden
beyond discovery, and Science and

Health on a table by my elbow, as if |

by the merest accident, I slip my hand

under my pillow and touch it rey-!

erently.

McKnight camie in about 11. I heard
Ris car at the curb, followed -almost
immediately by his slam at the front
door, and his wusual délamor on the
stairs. He had a bottle under his
arm, rightly surmising that I had been
forbidden stimulant, and a large box
'of cigarettes in his pocket, suspecting
my deprivation. (3

“Well,” he saild cheerfully. “How
did you sleep after keeping me up half
the night?”

I slipped my hand around; the purse
was well covered.

“Have it now, or walit till I get the
cork out?” he rattled on.

“] don’'t want anything,” I protested.
*l wish you wouldn't be so darned
‘cheerful, Richey.” He stopped whit-
tling to stare at me. '

“~1 am saddest when I sing!’” he
quoted unctuously. “It's pure reac-
tion, Lollie. Yesterday the sky was
low; I was digging for my best friend.
Tyday—he lies before me, his peevish
self. Yesterday I thought the notes
were burned; today—I look forward
to a good cross-country chase, and
with luck we will draw.” His voice
changed suddenly. “Yesterday—she
‘was in Seal Harbor. :To-day—she is
here."”

“Here in Washington?” I asked, as
naturally as I could.

;. “Yes. Going to stay a week or two.”

*0Oh, I had a little hen and she had a
wooden leg

And nearly every morning she used
to lav an agg—"

, “Will you stop that racket, Rich!
It's the real thing this time, I sup-
mr! 5
“She’s the best little chicken that

. we have on the farm
And another little drink won't do us
. any harm—" : !
he finished, twisting out the cork-
screw. Then he came over and sat
. “Well,” he said judicially, “since

Jyou drag it from me, I think perhaps
it is. You—you're such a confirmed
waman-bater that I hardly knew how
you would take it” °
* “Nothing of the sort,” I denied testi-
ly. “Because a man reaches the age
of 30 without making maudlin love to

eavery— A

" “I've taken to long country rides,”™
he went on reflectively,_without listea-
‘ipg to me," “and yesterday .I ran over

& sheep; nearly went into the ditch.

there’s & Providence that watches

I could run down to!
Richmond, and sce her once—there |

iy

/ {
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“Probably hadn't yet discovered the
Bronson notes—providing you hold to
your theory that the theft was in-
cidental to the murder. May have

thank you for yours. Search-me; I
can't think of anything else!” The
doctor came in just then.

doctor—when I am {ll. He is a young
man, with an air of breezy self-confi-
dence and good humor. He looked di-
rectly past the bottle, which is a very
valuable accomplishment, and shook
hands with McKnight until I could
put che cigarettes under the bed-
clothes. He had interdicted tobacco.
Then he sat down beside the bed and
felt around the bandages with hands
as gentle as a baby’s.

“Pretty good shape,” he said. “How
did you sleep?”

“Oh, occasionally,” I replled. *“I
would like to sit up, doctor.” ;

“Nonsense. Take a rest while you
have an excuse for it. I wish to thun-
der I could stay in bed for a day or
so. I was up all night.”

“Have a drink,” McKnight said,
pushing over the bottle.

“Twins!” The doctor grinned.

“Have two drinks.”

But the medical man refused.

“I wouldn’t even wear a champagne-
colored necktie during -.business
hours,” he explained. ‘By the way,
I had another case from your acci-
dent, Mr. Blakeley, last yesterday aft-
ernocon. Under the tongue, please.”
He stuck a thermometer in my mouth.,

1 had a sudden terrfble vision of the
amateur detective coming to light,
note-book, cheerful impertinence and
incriminating data. “A small man?”’
I demanded, “gray hair—"

“Keep your mouth closed,” the doc-
tor said peremptorily.. “No. A wom-
an, with a fractured skull. Beautiful
case. Van Kirk was up to his eyes
and sent for me. Hemorrhage, right-
sided paralysis, irregular pupils—all
the , trimmings. Worked for two
hours.” '

“Did she recover?” McKnight put in.
He was examining the doctor with a
new awe.

“She lifted her right arm before I
l=ft,” -the doctor finished cheerily, “so
the operation was a success, even {f
she should die.” :

“Good heavens,” McKnight broke
in, “and I thought you were just an
ordinary mortal, like the rest of us!
Let ‘-me touch you for luck. Was she
pretty?”

“Yes, and young. Had a wealth of
brongze-colored hair. Upon my =oul,
{ hated to cut'it.” - )

McKnight and I exchanged glances.

“Do you know her name, doctor?” B
asked. ‘

“w0. The nurses said her clothes
came from a Pittaburg tailor.”

“She is not conscious, I suppose?”

“No; she may be to-morrow—or in
| & week.”

He looked at the thermometer,
murmured something about liquid diet,
avoiding my eye—Mrs. Klopton was
broiling a chop at the time—and took
his departure, humming cheerfully as
he went downstairs. McKnight looked
after him wistfully.

“Jove, 1 wish I had his constitu-
tion,” he exclaimed. ‘“Neither nerves
nor heart! What a chauffeur he would
make!”

But I was serious. {
e i

wapted his own clothes again, or to!

As I said before, I think a lot of my ;

‘, boneset tea in the air.

" “I have an idea,” I smd grimly,
“that thiz small matter of the murder
is going to come up again, and that
your uncle will be in the deuce of a
fix if it does. If that woman is going
to die;”somebody ought to be around
to take her deposition. She knows a
lot, if she didn’t do it herself. I wish
you would go down to the telephome
and get the hospital. Find out her |
name, and if she is conscious.” {

McKnight went under protest., “T |
haven’t much time,” he said, looking '
at his watch. “I'm to meet Mrs. West 1
and Alison at one. I want you to
know them, Lollie. You would like
the mother.”

“Why not the daughter?’ I in-
quired, I touched the little gold bag
under the pillow.

“Well,” he said judicially, ‘‘you've
always declared against the immaturi-
ty and romantic nonsense of very
young women—"

“I pever said anything of the sort,”
I retorted furiously.

“‘Phere is more satisfaction to be
had out of a good saddle horse!'” he
quoted me. “‘More excitement out
of a polo pony, and as for the eternal
matrimonial chase, give me instead a
good stubble, a fox, some decent dogs
and a hunter, and I'll show you the
real joys of the chase!l,"”

“For heaven's sake, go down to the
telephone. you make my head ache,”
. I sald savagely.

I hardly know what prompted me
to take out the gold purse and look
jat it. It was an imbecile thing to do
|—call it impulse, sentimentality,
what you wish. I brought it out, one
eye on the door, for Mrs, Klopton has
a ready eye and a noiseless shoe. But
the house .was quiet. Downstairs Mc-
| Knight was flirting with the telephone
central and there was an odor of
I think Mrs.
Klopton was fascinated out of her
theories by the “boneset” in connec-
tion with the fractured arm.

Anyhow, I held up the bag and look-
ed at it. It must have been un-
fastened, for the next instant there
was an avalanche on the snowfleld of
the counterpane—some money, a wisp
of a handkerchief, a tiny booklet with
thin leaves, covered with a powdery
substance—and a necklace. I drew
myself up slowly and stared at the
necklace.

It was one of the semi-barbaric af-

be repeated. “Well, . wrecks are queer
things, Mrs. Kiopton. The suit may
have turned gray with fright. Or per-
haps wrecks do as queer stunts as
lightning. Fridnd .of mine once was
struck by lightwing; he and the caddy
had taken refuge under a tree. After
the flash, when they recovered con-
sciousness, there was my friend in the |
caddy’s clothes, and the caddy in his. |

And -as my friend was a large. man
and the caddy a very small boy—"

McKnight's story was interrupted
by the indignant slam of the dining
room door. He was obliged to wait
some time, and even his eternal cheer-
fulness was ebbing when he finally got
the hospital.

“Is Dr. Van Kirk there?” he asked.
“Not there? Well, can you tell me |
how the patient i8 whom Dr. Williams,
from Washington, operated on last|
night? Well, I'm glad of that. Isshe
conscious? Do you happen to know
her name? Yes, I'll hold the line.”

There was a long pause, then Mec-
Knight's voice:

“Hello—yes.
Good-by.”

He came upstairs, two steps at a
time, R

“Look here,” he sald, bursting into
the room, ‘“there may be something
in your theory, after all. The woman’s
name—it may be a coincidence, but
it's curious—her name is Sullivan.”

“What did I tell you?” 7 said, sitting
up suddenly in bed. ‘“She's probably
a sister of that scoundrel in lower
seven, and she was afraid of what he
might do.” :

“Well, I'll go there some day soon.
She's not conscious yet. In the mean-
time, the only thing I can do is to
keep an eye, through a detective, on
the people who try to approach Bron-
son. Welll have the case continued,
anyhow, in the hope that the stolen
notes will sooner or later turn up.”

“Confound this arm,” 1 said, paying
for my energy with some excruciating
throbs. “There’'s so much to be look-
ed after, and here 1 am, bandaged,
splintered, and generally useless. It's
a beastly shame.”

“Don’t forget that I am here,” said
McKnight pompously. *“And another
thing, when you feel this way just re-
member there are twc less desirable
olaces were you might be. One 18
{ail, and the other is—" He strummed

Thank you very much,

on an imaginary hu’p, with devotionm
eyes. \

But McKnight's light-heartedness
jarred on me that morning. I lay and
frowned under my helplessness. When
by chance I touched the little gold
bag, it seemed to scorch my fingers.
Richey, finding me unresponsive, left
to keep his luncheon engagement with
Alison West. As he clattered down
the stafrs, I turned my back to the

morning sunshine and abandoned my- |
| self to migsery. By what strain on her |

frayed nerves was Alison West keep-
ing up, I wondered? Under the cir-
cumstances, would I dare to return
the bag? Knowing that 1 had it,
would she hate me for my knowledge?
Or had I exaggerated the importance
of the necklace, and in that case bhad
she forgotten me aiready?

But McKnight had not gone, after
all. 1 heard him coming back, his

voice preceding him, and | groanea
with frritation.

“Wake up!™ he called. “Somebody’s
sent you a lot of flowers. Please hold
the box, Mrs. Klopton; I'm going out
to be run down by an sautomobile.”

I roused to feeble interest. My
brother's wife {8 punctilious about
such things; all the new babies in the
family have silver rattles, and all the
sick people flowers.

McKnight pulled up an armful of
| roses, and held them out to me,

“Wonder who they're from?" he
said, tumbling In the box for a card.
“There's no name--yes, here's one.”

He held it up and read it with ex-
asperating slowness,

"* ‘Best wishes for an early recovery.
A COMPANION IN MISFORTUNE.

“Well, what do you know about
that!” he exclaimed. “That's some-
thing you didn't tell me, Lollle.”

“It 'was hardly worth mentioning,”

I said, mendaciously, wiih my hears
beating until I could hear it. She had
nobt forgotten, all, :

McKnight took &4 bud and fastened
it in Lis buttonhole. I'm afraid I was
not especially pleasant about it. They
were her roses, and anyhow, they were
meant for me. Richey left very soon,
with an irritating final gria at the
box.

“Good-by, sir woman-hater,” he
jeered at me from the door,

So he wore one of the roses she
had sent me, to luncheon with her,
and I lay back among my pillows and
tried to remember that it was his
game, anyhow, and that I wasn't even
drawing cards. To remember that, and
to forget the broken necklace under
my head'

(To Be Continued.)

Punishment la a cripple, but he llh'
eives.<Spanish Proverb.

Marshalltown

By COJDSOH

All things must be judged. Put Wingold Flour to
any test you like, compare it with any brand

FR SLE Y. '
J. F. CRAOSBY, Distributor

5 Last S.ate St.

to be had and we know you will find J

HE FINEST FLQURIN THE woRtZ,
N

N i

’Phone

Winona, Minnesota.

Milled by our patent process, from the choicest se-
lected wheat. scrupulously cleaned and never touched by
the human hand in the process of making; cheaper to use because it
goes farther than any other flour. Ask your grocer.

BAY STATE MILLING CO. : ::

dts EASY to bake with
WINGOLD FLOUR

L DEALERS.
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fairs that women are wearing now, a
heavy pendant of gold chains and |
carved cameos, swung from a thin
neck chain of the same metal. The
necklace was broken: In three places
the links were pulled apart and the
|cameos swung loose and partly de-
tached. But it was the supporting
chain that held my eye and fascinated
with its sinister suggestion. Three
inches of it had been snapped off, and
as well as I knew anything on ‘earth, 1
knew that the bit ‘of chain that the
amateur detective h|ad found, blood-
stain and all, belonged just there.

hideously absurd it was, no one to
give me a slap and tell me there are
tons of fine gold chains made every
year, or to point out the long arm of
coincidence!

With my one useful hand I fum-
bled the things back into the bag and
thrust it deep out of sight among the

Then I lay back in a cold
perspiration. What connection had
Alison West with this crime? Why
had she stared so at the gun-metal cig-
arette case that morning on the train?
What bad alarmed her so at the farm-
house? What had she taken back to
the gate? Why did she wish she had
not escaped from the wreck? And
last, in heaven’s name, how did a part
of her mecklace become torn off and
covered with blood?

Downstairs McKnight was still at
the telephone, and amusing himwself
with Mrs. Klopton in the interval of
waiting.

* “Why did he come home in a gray
suit, when he went away in a blue?”

pillows.

Makes a Sudsier Suds

No doubt you’ve used soap that wouldn't

> come to suds—

and THE
« 'They prefer it
use it saves the
labor of hand rub-
" bing and boiling—
and THAT saves

time to give Peosta
atrial. s5c a cake
at your grocer’s.
If he should ha;

to -be ““all out,” ’Iﬂt
write us.

Jas. Beach & Sons

Dubuque, lowa

Such soap can’t get the dirt out of clothes.
Good stiff suds is what makes washing easy.

Beach’s Peosta Soap

froths and bubbles in no time.
women sa{r LESS Peosta makes MORE suds
ought to know.

Good washer-

-“Without hypodermic mjectivns .2g:
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CURED IN THREE DAYS

3#'(:33 ST

writa

writa taday Nea! Inatituts,
De¢s ‘Molnes, Iowa, corner Fifth and
ter. streets, R1. ' Everything strictly

.

And there was no one I could talk |
to about it, no one to tell me how |on 4 farm.. S. R..Piper.
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WANTED.

Wanted—Woman to clean. Stoddart
Cafe.

Wanted—A single man, by the month, |

Wanted—Baoarders and roomers, Mrs. |
M. P. Quinlon, 407 South Second street.

Wanted—Work at my home. Com-
mon sewing, mending, -bundle wash-
ing. 1010 Summit street, city.

—

Dakota land. Morden Land & Loan
Company, 411 Good Block, Des Moines,
Iowa.

FOR SALE—MISCELL o

For Sale—Fine new rag carpet, 101
South First avenue.

For Sale—An Abbott two wheel cart
with top, two Cole's hot blast heaters,
two gas stoves and other good furni-
ture. Dr, Fry.

Wanted—To buy, mare, pony weight,
600 to 800. Write description or call
114% North Center. B. F. Nlchols, Mar-
shalitown, Iowa. ;

Wanted—To rent, good six-room
house by middle of March or April 1.
Address Y-17, care T.-R. .

Wanted—Furnished rooms for light
housekeeping. Modern. Address D-17,
care T.-R.

Wanted—Place to work
near town. Address C-17,
office.

Wanted—Married man, some experi-
ence, wants steady job on farm. Write
to Paul Franke, Alblon,

~Wanted—Let vour wants be known.
Carl’s Employment Agency. 'Phone 950.

farm,
this

on
care

Wanted—Representatives  in  Mar-
shall, Tama, Grundy, Hardin, Story,
Jasper counties to sell household speci-
alty of exceptional merit. For particu-

can. )

HELP WANTED—MALE.
Wnnte}i:l-:-xp;’ﬂenced farm hand for
nine months. Apply or write. Jabez
Quincey, Rockwell, Iowa. R. 3.
Wanted—A g~"«:l horse shoer. Write
to M. Watts, Eldora, Towa,
~Wanted—Single young man for dairy.
Carl’'s Employment Agéncy.
Wanted—A general blacksmith, at

For Sale—Plum and grape
jelly, and grape Jjuice. Mrs,
Cope, 'phone West Main stret.

W. A.

For Sale—Heating stove. J. Trunky,

111 South Third avenue.

For Sale or Tréd&—slt_{?"[w}u:\}]n\;r"xlvxﬁx
for horse. S. H.., care Times-Republi-
can.

ranges, cooking
and tables,
Marshalltown.

Sale—Hotel
chalrs,
Hotel,

For
utensils, dishes,
cheap. Stoddart

For Sale—oUn easy payments, bpar fix-
tures, new and second hand billiard
and pool tables, bllliard and bowling
supplies. We lead in cheap prices. The
Brunswick-Balke-Collender Company,
Marshalltown, Iowa.

For Sale—Applgs. E. B. Hood.

For Sale—Old [):l]u'rn,vlargc bundles,
for 5 cents, at T.-R. office.

FOR SALE—LIVESTOCK.
For Sale—T‘v\\\'. fresh soon; $42.50;
very cheap. She's a milker. 212 North
Tenth street,

bull; one
M. Kinsey,

For Sale—One Shorthorn
road horse, city broke. L.
city.

For Sale—Two Scotch Shorthorn
bulls, one 10 months, one 13 months old
and thoroughbred Barred Plymouth
Rock cockerels, C. H. Lorin, Hampton,
Towa.

For Sale—Sixty imported draft stal-

once. Single man preferred. Address
E. J. Heffner, Shefrleld, Iowa.

Wanted—A man to do the road work
in Vienna township. A house can be!
furnished. See Howard Eckles or John
Nickerson, trustees.

Wanted—Men to prepare for railway
malil examinations. Commencement
salary $800. Preparation free. Frank-
lin Institute, Dept. 98 L, Rochester, |
N. Y.

harness maker
at once. $16 per week. Carl's Employ-
ment Agency.

Wanted—Man to take charge of an
elevator and sell farm machinery.
Carl’'s Employment Agency.

YWanisd Mon ta Warn harher trade.
Few weeks completes. Timoe saved by
steady practice. Careful Instructors,
tools given, diplomas granted. Wages
Saturdays. Positions waiting. Splendid
demand for sraduates. Write today.

Moler Barber College, Chicago, IiL
HELP WANTED—FEMALE.

Wanted — Two girls for Monday
morning. Carl’'s Employment Agency.

lions, thirty mammoth jacks. 411 Good
block, Des Moines.

FOR SALE—CITY PROPERTY.

For Sale—A vacant lot on southwest
corner Boone and Tenth streets. Ad-
dress Helge Larsen, Montour, Iowa.

For Sale—Two and one-half acres
land, eight-room house, well, clstern,
good cellar, small fruit of all kinds,
good archard, good barn. Cheap if sold
soon. Inquire 111 South Third avenue.

For Sale—House, five rooms, $1,000;
house, five rooms, $1,600; house. six
rooms, $1,300; house, seven rooms, lot
60x180, two blocks from court house,
$3.600. See J. C. Hollingsworth, over
108 Fast Main.

For Sale—Seven-room nouse aid 1ok,
good well and cistern, good furnace,
cement walk, good barn and chicken
house. 712 Noble street, Marshalltown.

For Sale—Lot 50x160 on Park street,
graded, cement walk, cement curb and
gutter, barn suitable for garage, lo-
cated in best resldence part of city.
Charles H. Eckman, room 13, Wood-
bury bullding.

Wanted—Good woman or, girl for
house work. John Brown, R. No. 1.

Wanted=—Dishwasher at Robb's res-
taurant.

Wanted—Lady cook, after March 1.
Address T. L. Thompson, restaurant,
Latimer, Iowa. v
it S

Wanted—Competent girl for general
housework. Mrs, M. U. Chesire, 309
North Firsts treet,

WANTED—SALESMEN.

Wanted—Cigar salesman. ence
unnecessary; sell our brands to the re-
tall trade; big pay. Write for full par-
ticulars at once. Globe Cigar Company,

Gievelana, 0.

_ . _AGENTS WANTED.

| ' Wanted—Ltve -(?u to handle South
A A S ) s s s

1
2

>
-y
o >

For Sale—Modern seven-room house,
507 North First avenue, lot 50x185, will
sell cheap if taken soon. Henry J.
Pletscher, 1211 Fifth street, Des
Moines, Iowa.

For Sale—An eight room house in
Alblon, good clstern, cellar, good wood
house, and good barr, together with
one block land on which house Is situ-
ated, known as Sarah Cowgill place.
For terms df sale see Forrest Smith, R
8,/ Marshalltown, Iowa.

For Sale—General store In northern
central lowa, doing $15,000 business
annually. Stocks are composed of gro-
ceries, dry goods, shoes and some hard-
ware. Good reason for selling. Ad-
dress, “K-18" cara T.-R.

butter,

IOWA LAND FOR SALE BY OWNER.

My several rurmsvln Howard county,
from 80 to 240 acres, well improved
near town, smooth, black soll, good
dr:lln:l;.':o, no ponds or ditches, no bet-
ter corn or dairy land. Prices $50 to
$90. Iasy terms. Farms to rent. List
on request., H. L. Spaulding, Elma,
lowa.

REFEREE SALE.

We will sell 217 acres of fine bottom
land one mile east of Marietta at pri-
vate sale. For further information see
W. H. C. Woodward, Marietta, James
Andrews or k. B, Emes, Marshalitown.

For Sale—"Famous Springdale stock
farm,” 560 near  Mavesville,
Benton county, Ark.; nothing finer in
any country; large runping spring:
excellent Improvements and a bargain.
For descriptive circular and price ad-
dress owner, A. Wally, Montrose, Mo.
R SR e AR AR itk

CALIFORNIA LANDS

i For Sale—Californla orange and al-
| falfa lands in tracts from five acres
up in the famous Lindsay early orange
I district with its twelve orange packing
houses and over 9,000 acres of orange
 groves, Good orange land has increas-
ed from $50 to $150 an acre in three
years. With the limited amount of
| orange lands, these same lands
double again in three years, Buy land
that has increased in value, not where
it is at a standstill and California has
a climate better than any other state.
An eight acre grove was sold at Lind-
say for $4,000 an gere. Crop this year
paid $10,000 for the grove. Ten acres
mean independence. Buy for Invest-
ment or a Now is the time,
Lindsay the place. Our private car
leaves Minneapolis thru Marshalltown,
March 3, at 6:45 p. m. Round trip
only $65. Free berths for ten days
We are owners; not agents, Buy direct
and save commissions. Address us for
book and Infermation for this excur-
sion. Write qulickly. Your opportun-
ity. D. J. Wiison Land Company,
Rogers’ Hotel, Minneapolis,
fice at Los Angeles, Cal. Branch office
Lindsay, Cal

acres,

home.

TEXAS LANDS.

Texas Farm—640 acres, 350 farmed,
corn, wheat, oats, cotton; open prairie,
new S room house, abundance of water;
$35 per acre, third cash, other five an-
nual payments, can be made on place.
Good as your $150 land. Climate pleas-
ant. Write G, J. Clark & Co, Iowa
Park, Wichita county, Texas,

~ MINNESOTA LAND.

Choice agricultural iands
acre: also lake shore property.
heurs' ride from Twin Cities, any slize
tract: 15,000 acres to gelect from. Write
owner, Harry C. A. Johnson, 325 Palace
bullding, Minneapolis, Minn.

For Sale—220 acres unimproved
timber land, =ix miles from rallroad
town, Clearwater county, Minn. Good
soll, price $2,700, Incumbrance $1,200
at 6 per cent, due four years. Might
consider trade for equity. O. T. Sten-
vick, Bagley, Minn.

DAKOTA FARMS,

For Sale—By owner, 160 acres of
deeded land, six miles sw, of Midland,
Stanley county, S. D. Price $2,000. B.
C. Van Nice, Yankton, S. D.

Land in the Rosebud Country—In 80
acre to 640 acre tracts, $15 to $76 per
acre. Write for prices and descriptions,
stating about what you want or call on
F. L. Crosby, Bonesteel, S, D,

MISSOURI LAND.

For Sals—Splendid naving lunch
counter and confectionary stock In
good small town. Will sell with or with«
out building. Address 143, care T.-R.

We Have Improved Farms and peach
land to sell In the Brandsville and
Koshkonong fruit district. 8. J. Cox

Real BEstate Company, Bﬁna-vme.\l(o.

will |

Malin of-|

Jiv por
Three |

For Sale or Exchange—Good Im-
proved fruit farm of fifty acres in the
famous Koshkonong fruit district. For
further information see J. C, Koontz,
Marshalltown, Iowa.

GOOD INVESTMENTS.

Farmers are ploughing now in pro-
tected *“Judith Basin,” Montana, Eil-
egant wheat, rye, alfalfa and other
crops every year

Go with us to the early fruit lands
in the San Joaquin Valley, California,
the finest fruit section in the state.

N. B. MEADE,
25 West Main Street.

FOR RENT.

For Rent—Eleven acres good land
and good improvements, J, C, Hollings-
worth, city.

" For Rent—Two rooms. 311 North

Thirteenth street.

" For Rent—Two furnished modern
rooms. 'Phone 1150 red.

For Rent—Good, well Improved lowa
qu.lrh‘r‘snctlnn. Dr. Evans, LeGrand,

| For Rent—One brick house on south
eide J. S. Firkle.

'~ TO EXCHANGE.

| For Exchange—Mule team for prop-
erty or small stock of good«. Box 352,
Reinbeck, lowa,

To Exchange—Modern eleven-room
residence property in clity In Iowa, val-
fue $2,500. Wil exchange my equity of
| $1,600 for property of equal value. C.
'H. Lantz, Wellman, Iowa.

We have gseveral fineo farmes on which
we will take as part payment a medium
sized stock of general merchandise or
clothing, boots and shoes, or a good
| voung stallion or good automoblle,
{ Hamlin Land Company, Castlewood,

S. D.

| One modern nine-room house In good
in\p:llr. and two lots equity, $2,000, lo-
cated near Longviven park, Rock Is-
land, 111, Will exchange for high grade
| cows and heifers, Herfords preferred.
| Address C. M. Schaffer, Deep River,
| Town.,

MISCELLANEOUS.

Telephone 1019, 2 rings, Boggle Bros.
Dealers in new and second-hand house-
hold furnishings, 5% West State street,
Marshalltown, Iowa.

" See Bills For Big Sale at Moninger
Station Feb, 23.

Anyone wishing to pay accounta be-
Jonging to the John Englert estate call!
at 308 Bromley street between the
hours of 9 and 12 a. m. and 1 to 5 p. m.

| CUT RATE SHIPPING.

| Cut rates on household goods to
Pacifics coast and other points, Su-
perior sarvice at reduced rates. The
Boyd Transfer Company, Minneapolis,

Minn,
For Saie

Twenty acre tract, fairly improved
and partly set to frult.

Ten acre tract well Improved.

Four acre tract nearly all set to
fruit and well improved.

A 10 cent delivery business doing
good business. All kinds of city prop-
erty to sell or exchange.

H. J. ALLARD. W. R. MOON.
-

Ask for the Union Label on your
printed matter and read newspapers
that are entitied to its use.

RN
(ONIONISWITABED
Marshalltown Typographical Unlen,

L)

——
READ THE T.-R. WANT ADS,

AR A D




