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CHAPTER XII. |

; ‘ / Marlon Freed From Bondage.

_“Gome!”. moaned Winnsome again.
,"She has gone—back—to—Strang!”

Neil was crawling to them like a
wounded animal across the sand.

She started toward him but Nathan-
iel stopped her.

“8he is the king’s—wife—"

His throat was swollen so that he
could hardly speak.

'*No, They are to be married to-
night. Oh, I thought she was going to
stay!” She tore herself away from
him to go to Neil, who had fallen upon

. his face exhausted, a dozen yards
away.

' ‘In the wet sand, where the incom-
ing waves lapped his hands and feet,
Nathaniel sank down, his eyes staring
out into the shimmering distance
. where -Marion had gone. His brain
was in'a daze, and he wondered if he
‘had . been. stricken by some strange
madness—if this all was but some
passing phantasm that would soon
Jeave him again to his misery and his
_despair., But the dash of the cold wa-
ter agaifist him cleared away his
doubt., Marion had come to him. She
had saved him from death. And now
she was gone.

And she was not the king’'s wife!

He staggered to his feet again and
plunged into the-lake until the water
reached to his waist, calling her name,
entreating her in weak, balf choked
cries to.come back to him. The wa-
ter soaked through to his hot, numb
body, restoring his reason and
strength, and he buried his face in it
and drank like one who had been near
to dying of thirst. Then he returned
to Neil. Winnsome was holding his
head in her arms.

He dropped upon his knees beside
them and saw that life was returning
full and strong in Neil’s face.

“You will bg able to walk in a few
minutes,” he said. ‘“You and Winn-
some must 'eave here. We are on the
mainland and if you follow: the shore
northward you will' come to the settle-
ments. I am going back for Marion.”

Neil made an effort to follow him as
he rose to his feet.

“Nat—Nat—wait—"

Winnsome held him back, fright-
ened, tightening her arms about him.

“You must go with Winnsome,”
urged Nathaniel, seizing the hand that
Nell stretched up to him. “You must
take her to the first settlement up the
coast, I will come back to you with
Marion.”

He spoke confidently, as & man who
sees his way open’ clearly before.him,
and yet as he turned, half running, to
the low black:shadow of the distant

" he knew that he was beginning
a dblind fight against:fate. If he could
find a hunter’s cabin, a fisherman’s
shanty—a boat.

Barely had he disappeared when a

‘woice called ‘to him. It was Winn-
some. The girl ran up to him holding
something!in her:hand. . It was & pis-
tol. “You may mneed it!” she ex-
claimed. ‘We brought two!*

Nathaniel reached out hesitatingly,

{ but not to'take the weapon. Gently,

| as though his touch was about to fall

i upon some fragile flower, he drew the

| sirl to him,. took her beautiful face

i between his!two strong hands and
gazed steadily and silently for a mo-

ment into her eyes.

{ *“God bless you, little Winnsome!”

:he whispered. “I hope that some day

! will—forgive me.”

I The girl understood him.

{4 “If I have anything to forgive—youn

‘ are forgiven.”

The pistol’dropped upon the saund,
Ber hands stole to his shoulders.

'+ *T want you to take something to

i
3
i

;m for me,” she whispered softly.

PTRisY* ¢ S
‘F“And ahe Kissed him. Tt
I,C':er eyes shone upon him like a
;_ ediction.
i' “You have given me a new life, yeu
IInvo given me—Neil! My prayers
| are with you.”
{| And kissing him again, she slipped
i Rway from under his hands before he
'could speak.
I And Nathaniel, following her with
{his eyes until ko could no longer see
ihqr, picked up the pistol and set off
jagain toward the forest, the touch of
jher lips and the prayers of this girl
{twhose father ke had slain filling him
. with .something that was more than
strength, more than hope. Life had
| been given to him again, strong, fight-
|ing life, and with it and Winnsome's
j\words there returned his old confi-
jdence, his old daring. There was
{everything for him to win now. His
.doubts and his fears had been swept
'away. Marion was not dead, she was
'mbt the king’s wife—and it was not of
‘another that he had accepted proof of
/her love for him, for he had felt the
pressure of her ayms about his neck
and the warmth of her lips upon his
(face. He had until night—and’ the
!dawn. was just beginning to break.
rren or fifteen miles to the north there
{were séttlements, and between there
jwere scores of settlers’ homes and
{@shermen’s shanties. Surely within
rn hour or two he would find a boat.
He turned where the edgp of the
florest came down to meet the white
Swater-run of the sea, and set off at a
slow, steady trot into the north. It
could reach a boat soon he might
ertake Marfen in midlake. The
t thrilled him, and urged him to
greater speed.! As the stars faded
way in the dawn he saw the dark
of the forest drifting away,
later, when the light broke more
, there stretched out ahead of
mile upon mile of desert dynes.
' far as he coyld see there was mo
of life. He slowed his steps
v, for he wouid need to preserve
strength. Yet he experienced no

ment added to his faith in himself.
Before noon he would be on his way
to the Mormon kingdom, by nightfall
he would be upon its shores. After
that—

He examined the pistol that Winn-
some had given hi®a, There were five
shots in it and he smiled joyously as
he saw that it had been loaded by an
experienced hand. It would be easy
enough for him to find Strang. He
would not consider the woman—his
wife. The king's wife! Like a flash
there occurred to him the incident of
the battlefleld. Was it this woman—
the woman who had begged him to
spare the life of the prophet who had
knelt beside him, and whispered in
his ear, and kissed him? Had that
been her reward for the sacrifice she
believed he had made for her in the
castle chamber? The thought of this
woman, whose beauty and love
breathed the sweet purity of a flower
and whose faith in her king and master
was still unbroken even in her hour of
repudiation fell upon him heavily. For
there was no choice, no shadow of al-
ternative. There was but one way
for him to preak the bondage of the
girl he loved.

For hours he trod steadily through
the sand. The sun rose above him,
hot and blistering, and the dunes still
stretched out ahead of him, like win-
nows and hills and mountains of glit-
tering glass. Gradually the desert be-
came narrower. Far ahead he could
see where the forest came down to
the shore and his heart grew
lighter. Half an hour later he en-
tered the margin of trees. Almost im-
mediately he found signs of life. A
tree had been felled and cut into
wood. A short distance beyond he
came suddenly upon a narrow path,
beaten hard by the passing of feet,
and leading toward the lake. He had
meant to rest under the shade of
these trees, but now he forgot his
fatigue. For a moment he hesitated.
Far back in the forest he heard the
barking of a dog—but he turned in
the opposite direction. If there was a
boat the path would take him to it
Through a break in the trees he
caught the green sweep of marsh
rice and his heart beat excitedly with
hope. Where there was rice there
were wild fowl, and surely where
there were wild fowl there would be
a punt or a canoe! In his eagerness
he ran, and where the path ended, the
flags and ricé beaten into the mud and
water, he stopped with an exultant
cry. At his feet was a canoe. It was
wet, as though just drawn out of the
water, and a freshly used paddle was
lying across the bow. Pausing but to
take a quick and cautious glance
about him he shoved the frail craft
into the lake and with a few quiet
strokes buried himself in the rice
grase. When he emerged from it he
was half a mfle from the shore.

For a long time he sat meotionless,
looking out over the shimmering sea.
Far to the south and west he could
) make out the dim outline of Beaver
fsland, while over the trail he had
come, miile upon mile, 1ay the glisten-
ing dunes. Somewhere between the
white desert sand and that distant
coast of the Mormon kingdom Marion
was making her way back to bondage.
Nathanfel had given up all hope of
overtaking her now. Long before he
could intercept her she would have
reached the {sland. When he started
again ho paddled slowly, and laid out
for himselt the plan that he was to
follow. There must be no mistake this
time, no érror in judgment, no rash-
ness in hip daring. He would lie In
hiding until dusft, and then under
cover of darknegs he would hunt down
Strang and kill him. After that he
would fly to his c¢ance and escape. A
little later, perhaps that very night it
fato played the game well for him, he
would return for Marion. And yet, as
he went over and over his scheme,
whipping himself into caution—into
cool deliberation—there burned in his

blood a fire that once or twice made
him set his teeth hard, a fire that de-
fied extinction, that smoldered only
to await the breath that would fan it
into a fierce blaze. It was the fire that
had urged him into the rescue at the
whipping post, that had sent him sin-
gle handed to invade the king's castle,
that had hurled him into the hopeless
battle upon the shore. He swore at
himself softly, laughingly, as he pad-
dled steadily toward Beaver island.
The sun mounted straight and hot
over his head; he paddled more slow-
ly, and rested more frequently, as it
.descended into the west, but it still
lacked two hours of sinking behind
the island forest when the white wa-
ter-rim of the shore came within his
vision. He had mieant to hold oft the
coast until the approach of evening,
but changed his mind and landed, con-
cealing his canoe in a spot which he
marked well, for he knew it would
soon be useful to him again. Deep
shadows were already gathering In the
forest and through these Nathaniel
made his way slowly in the direction
of St. James. Between him and the
town lay Marion's home and the path
that led to Obadiah’s. Once more the
spirit of impatience, of action, stirred
within him. Would Marion go first to
her home? Involuntarily he changed
his course so that it would bring him
to the clearing. He assured himself
that it would do no harm, that he stil}
wo:ld take mo chances. ;
He came out in the strip of dense -
forest between the clearing and St
James, worming his’ way cautiously
threugh the underbrush uptil he could
look out into the opeming. A single
glance and he drew back in astonish-
ment. He looked again, and his face
turned suddemly white, and an almost
inaudible cry fell from bis li

.had appeared

-l dan

Above thelr heads he saw a thin film
of smoke and he knew what had hap-
pened. Marion's home had burned!
But what was the crowd doing? It
hung close in about the smoldering
ruins as if every person in it were
striving to reach a common center.
Surely a'mere fire would not gather
and hald a throng like this.

Nathanifel rose to his feet and
thrust his head and shoulders from
his hiding-place. He heand a loud
shout near him and drew back quick-
ly as a boy rushed madly across the
opening toward the crowd crylng out
at the top of his voice. He had come
out of the path that led to St. James.
No sooner had he reached the group
about the burned cabin than there
cape a change that added to Nathani-
el's bewilderment. He heard loud
voices, the excited shouting of men
and the shrill cries of boys, and the
crowd suddenly began to move, thin-
ning itself out until it was raeing in
a black stream toward the Mormon
city. In his excitement Nathaniel hur-
ried toward the path. From the con-
cealment of a clump of bushes he
watched the people as they rushed
past him a dozen paces away. Be-
hind all the others there came a figure
that drew a sharp cry from him as
he leaped from his hiding-place. " It
was Obadiah Price.

“Obadiah!"” he
Price!”

The old man turned. His face was
livid. He was chattering to himself,
and he chattered still as he ran up to
Nathaniel. He betrayed no surprise
at seeing him, and yet there was the
insane grip of steel in the two hands
that clutched fiercely at Nathaniel's.

“You have come in time, Nat!"” he
panted joyfully. “You have come {in
time! Hurry—burry—hurry—"

He ran back into the clearing, with
Nathaniel close at his side, and point-
ed to the smoking ruins of the cabin
among the lilacs.

“They were killed last night!" he
cried shrilly. “Somebody murdered
them—and burned em with the
house! They are dead—dead!”

‘Who?" shouted Nathaniel.

Obadiah had stopped and was rub-
bing and twisting his hands in his old,
mad way.

“The old folks.
folks, of course!
dead—dead—"

He fairly shrieked the words. Then,
for a moment, he stood tightly clutch-
ing his thin hands over his chest in a
powerful effort to control himself.

“They are dead!” he repeated.

He spoke more calmly, and yeot
there was something so terrible in
his eyes, something so harshly vi-
brant of elation in the quivering pas-
sion of his voice that Nathaniel felt
himself filled with a strange horror.
He caught him by the arm, shaking
him as he would have shaken a child.

“Where is Marion?” he asked. “Tell
me, Obadiah—where is Marion?”

The councilor seemed not to have

called. ‘“Obadiah

Ho, ho, the old
They are dead—

heard him. A singular change came:

into his face and his eyes traveled be-
yond Nathaniel. Following his glance
the young man saw that three men
from the scorched
shrubbery about the burned house and
were hureying toward them. Without
shifting his eyes Obadiah spoke to
him quickly.

“Those are king's sheriffs, Nat,” he
gald. “They know me. In a moment
they will recognize you. The United
States warship Michigan has just ar-
rived in the harbor to arrest Strang.
If you can reach the cabin and hold it
for an hour you will be saved. Quick
-—you must run—"

‘“Where is Marion?”

“At the cabin! She is at—"

Nathaniel waited to hear no more,
but sped toward the breach in the
forest that marked the beginning of
the path to Obadiah’s. The shouts of
the king's men came to him unheeded.
At the edge of the woods he glanced
back and saw that they had overta-
ken the councilor. As be ran he drew
his pistol and in his wild joy he tlung
back a shout of deflance to the men

who were pursuing him. Marion was
at the cabin—and a government ship
had corme to put an end to the reign
of the Mormon king! He shouted
Marion’s name as he came in sight
of the cabin; he cried it aloud as he
boynded up the low steps.

“Marion—Marion—'

In front of the door that led to the
tiny chamber in which he had ta-
ken Obadiah's gold he saw a figure.
For a moment he was blinded by his
sudden dash from the light of day into
the gloom of the cabin, and he saw
only that a figure was standing there
as still as death, His pistol dropped
to the floor. He stretched out his
arms, and his voice sobbed in its en-.
treaty as he whispered the girl's
name. In response to that whisper

came & iow, I‘I“ cry, and Marion lay
trembling on his breast.

“] bave come back for you!”
breathed.

He felt he‘. heart beating against
him. He presfed her closer, and her
arms slipped about his neck.

“] have come back for,you!"

He was almost crying, like a boy, in
his happiness,

“l love you, I love you—"

He felt the warm touch of her lips.

“You will go with me?”

“If you want me,” she whispered.
“If you want me—after you know—
what I am—"

She shuddered against his breast,
and he raised her face between his
two hands and kissed her until she
drew away from him, crying softly.

“You must walt—you must wait!”

(To be Concluded.)

GRAVEL TRAIN NOT POPULAR

Admitted to Be Necessary, But No
Railrcad Man Really
Loves |[t.

he

Like the fat men of the comedy,
the gravel train 18 loved by no one.
Yet its awkward moves and blunder-
ing attempts to get out of the way of
the principal actors must be tolerated
on the rallroad stage where are pro-
duced the tragedles and problem
plays of the nation. This apparently
inconsequent supernumerary goes on
making its entrances at the wrong
time, causing the stage manager of
the system to fume at the awkward
situations thus created and even
those who sit back on easy cushlons
to fret at the tangle.
spear carrier who paves the way for
the coming king, it will be easily for-
gotten when the gloriously arrayed
principal—the limited—holds the
center.

The gravel train Is the dispatcher’'s
bane.

ets it is this work special that bumps
into view and reminds bim that it
must be taken care of. He tlits tho
train sheet puzzle this way and that
and after all of the train bzlls have
been shifted unceasingly, finally lands
a part of them #n the terminal or divi-
dend ciover field. He must let the
gravel traln work just as long as it
can before It starts to hiding on some
nearby switeh, for the ballasting work
must be ended as soon as possible.
Conductors of the passenger and
freight trains regard the crawling
laborer as a special effort of some un-

definable enemy to mar their records |

for that ever sounding virtue, ‘get-
ting over the road.” In expressing
this they forget that the man in
charge of the humbler train ranks as
high in “the brotherhood" as they and
greetings are as strenuous as in the

ploneer days of ‘“back-up-your-own-

train” railroading.

The head of the malntenance of
way depaytment breathes a sigh when
the season of ballagting is over, for
during that time his responsibility Is
a convenient peg for trainmen to hang
upon all sorts of possible delays. Evan
the section foreman and, below him,
his men do not welcome the gravel
fng season, for+it means whipping up
above the average working gait.

ENGINES NO LONGER NAMED

Known by Numbers in America, But
in Other Countries They Cling
to Old Style.

When the rallroads first broke theise
way through the prejudices of our fa-
thers one of the forces behind them,
a8 opposed to these prejudices, was
the romantic affection for the project
that every builder has for his work.
In, no way was this more cleverly
shown than in the naming of locomo-
tives.

By and by thigs land of the prosale,
of figures, of standardized parts, aban-
doned the flower namenclature of the
old days and in place of the Thunder-
er came the 999; the Genergl was suc-
ceeded by some such bald fact as the
146, and the thousand men who worked
upon a single engine made engine
parts that would as well have fitted
the 999 as thc 146.

But in the old world standardization
of parts, rapid building and pooling of
engines were not allowed to rob the
m: >hty fiyers of all their romance. In
their pames is still recorded the pop-
ular worship of some soldfer ido! of
glorious battlefield or loyalty to a lead-
er or ruler.

The Sevastopol, Inkerman and Alma
were succeeded by the Tel-el-Keblr,
Alexandria, Omderman and Atbara,
which have in turn given place to the

Taden-Powell, Ladysmilh; "Mafeking,
Sir George White or Kimberisy, while
such nAmes as trice and Princess
of Walés pay their tribute of popular
ity to the reigning house. Even the
first of that most unromantic ot all lo-
comiotives, the ofl burner, was ele
vated fnto the Petrolea.

In' fack, ¢o Mumercus are the named
locomotives that copsiderable in-|
genuity i required {h the Invention of
new names. The Great Western is
now drawing opon the floral kingdom,
and Hyacinths, Lobellas, Gardenlas
and other delicate blossoms are bloom- |
ing smokfly along its right of way, |
while the saints of earth and the
angels of heaven have long ago been |
drawn to the point of exbaustion—
that i, exhaustion of the locomotive
builder's familiarity with them.—Rall-
road Man's Magazine.

A Rallroad to the Mer de Glace.
, One of the gnost recent mountain
rallroad enterprises in the Mont
Blanc region & the light steam rall-
road line which has been bullt near
Chamounix. It is known as the Mont-
envers line and Is designed to take
tourists up the steep mountaln side,
so as to enable them to reach the im-
mense glacier known as the Mer de |
Glace, which i8 gne of the most visit-
ed placas of this region, lying amid
lofty mountaln peaks. Before the
above-mentioned rallroad was bullt
tourists had to make a dificult climb
elther on foot or on mule back over a

But like the |

In his game of “Pigs in Clover,” !
after he thinks he has all the little |
trains safely rolling toward the pock- |

steep and rocky mountain path and
the ascent amd descent took the
greater part of half a day. eres was
thus a great demand for a comfort
able gnd rapid means of reaching this
elevated point. By the vew rallroad,
the Mer de Glace, the station of Mont-
envers, which overlooks the great
glacier, can be reached within 50 min-
utes aff{er a comfortable trip, so that
the view of the glacler can be en-
joyved without fatigue.—Cassier's Mag-
azine.

Spectasular Scene at Fire.

Sensational scenes were witnessed
at a fire which broke out recently in
| the St. Petersburg palace of Grand
| Duke Nicholas Nicolaievitch, which
contains great art treasures and much
valuable plate. Soveral notable pic- |
| tures by Rubens and Watteau, valued |
| at more thar £65,000, were déestroyed.
| Two servants perished in the flames,
while many were injused. Some 15
| persons endeavored to escape by flee-
$ng across the fron roof of the burn-
| ing palace, which, after the cutting
of the electric cables, suddenly be-
came electrified. The refugees ap-
peared to be suffering fearfully from
| the electric shocks, and were seen to
! dance grotesquely amid the rising
'flames. They were eventually saved
by the fire brigade, the members of
{ which donned india rubber shoes.

|
Prominent Moorish Statesmen,

| Benafus, the representative of Mulaf
| Hafid, the sultan of Moracco, in the
;M:\nneamnnu affair in Berlin, is de-
' scribed as a handsome, dark skinned,
{ black bearded, bright eyed man of
'mlqdle age. Hlis snow white flowing
‘robes maye him a conspiguous figure
wherever he goées. Having been asked
by people with whom he became ac
{ quainted for a portrait, he posed for
one, assuming a unique attitude for
fthe purpose. The picture shows him
reclining on a divan, with his right
' hand holding his left naked foot, which
| rests on the right knee. The picture
fs in strange contrast with those of
{ his assoclates In the commercial af-
fairs which brought him to Germany.

| The Conservation of Nature's Resources
{applies as well to our phys=lcal state
as to material things. . J. Budlong,
Washington, R. I, realized his condi-
tion, and took warning before It was
too late. He says: “I suffered severe-
ly from Kidney trouble, the diseasa be-
Ing hereditary in our family. I have
taken four bottles of Foley's Kidney
Remedy, :lmrnnw consider myself thor-
oughly cured. This should be a warn-
ing to all not to neglect taking Foloy's
Kidney Remedy until {t is too late.”
McBride & Wl Drug Company.

Chinese Telegraph.
The Chinese, owing to the multl-
plicity of the characters In thelr writ-
ten language, have solvead the prob-

You Can Have aModel Kitchen

o LT e v i
as cool and white as a dairy. > No smell, no smoke,
no heat, no dust. No old-fashioned contrivances. ’nn

is the latest practical, scientific cook-stove. It will cook the most
elaborate dinner without heating ¢he kitchen, Ty
Boils, bakes, or roasts better than any range.* Readyin a second.
Extinguishedin asecond. . Fitted with Cabinet Top, with collapsible
cests, towel rack, and every up-to-date
feature imaginable. You want it, be=-
cause it will cook any dinger and not
beat the room. No heat, no smell,
no smoke, no coal to bring in, no ashes
to carry out. It dods away with the
drudgery of coo , and roakes it a
leasure. Women with the light touch
or pastry especially appreciate it, be-
cause they can immediately have &
quick fire, simply by turn a handle,
No half-hour preparation, It not only
is lesa trouble than coal, but it costs
less. Absolutely no smell, no smokej

and it doesn't heat the kitchen.

P The nickel finish, with the turquoise
®lue of the enameled chimneys, makes
the stove ornamental and attractive.
Made with 1, 2 and 3 burners; the 2
and 3-burner stoves can be bhad with
or without Cabinet.

By dealer everywhere ; if not at
write for Dencriptive Circular to \h..m

Cautionary Nete: Bo sure
you get this stove—see
n-mo-pln?.

WINDOW_AND DOOR SCREENS

[ —— T L

Made to Order
b2 i (T SV SO 7]~ S

PROMPT SERVICE

Ewing Planing Mill Company

One Block North of Union Depot.

206-210 Market Street, Marshalitown, lowa

| automobile and will

lem of telegraphy by using numbers
dor transmission over the wire Instead |
| of characters. The numbers have to |
be reinterpreted into characters when

! received.

From Home of the Cranberry.

Cape Cod figures that she produced
last year about 250,000 barrels of cran-
berries out of theb50,000 produced in
the whole country. Let Cape Cod fur |
pish the cranberries to the people and
ghe cares not who provides the tur |
keys to go with them.—Boston Globe.

who led the American League pitchers ia
1909 with a percentage of .784

Likes and Drinks

He has been kind enough to tell us so.

Now, here is one of our

best professional athletes (member of the Detroits—American
Champions) who makes Coca-Cola his steady beverage. It takes a

clear eye—steady nerves and good brain to make good in athletics.
Are you an athlete—amateur or professional? You will like Coca-

QOI:.

. Delicious--Refreshing-- Thirst-Quenching
5c Everywhere

for our booklet ““The Truth

Send 2c sta

New Indian, Excelsior, Yale
MOTORCYCLES

(Second Hand Machines)

magneto,

double .

1 1908 Double Indign, 5 H. P,
1 Reading Stangdard, 6 H, .
1 Yale-Callfornla
1 Indian, 13 H. P,
1 M. M., siggle, new
1 M. M. double, magneto
1 Excelstor, 1909 Riere

After July 1 we are golng to ¢l
mitke bargain prices

I. E.. Hubler

107 North Center St.

1965 model

Ul models left

———

THE MAN WHO SAVES MONEY, SHOWS IT IN HIS
WALK, IN HIS FACIAL EXPRESSION, IN HIS GEN-
ERAL APPEARANCE AND IN HIS MORALS.

IF YOU WISH TO HAVE A REASONABLE GUAR-
ANTEE OF FUTURE HAPPINESS, TRY STARTING
A SAVINGS ACCOUNT WITH THIS BANK,

FIDELITY SAVINGS BANK
MARSHALLTOWN, I0WA

about Ceea-Cola®® and.the Coca-Cola Base-
ball Record Book .or 1910. The latter con-

tains the poem ““Casey at the Bat™’,

ref:::':, lmgbuh leagues and rber

val e rmati i

authorities. . - 5 on cagprile
THE COCA-COLA CO.

WATTERS LAND AGENCY
" 10 South Third Avenue, Marshalltown, Iowa

WE OWN AND CONTROL 80,000 ACRES IN SOUTH DAKOTA,
ALSO HAVE LANDS IN NQRTH DAKOTA AND MINNESOTA. WK
WANT LIVE AGENTS. LAND IS CONSTANTLY ADVANCING.
WE MAKE $10 RATE FOR THE ROUND TRIP FIRST AND THIRD
TUESDAYS OF EACH MONTH. FOR FURTHER INFORMATION
CALL OR WRITE REDFIELD, FLANDREAU, ABERDEEN, OR
LEOLA, S. D, AND LEONARD, N. D, OR DETROIT, MINN., WE
HAVE A LOT QF CHEAP LAND IN MONTANA FOR SALE. WE

LEAD; OTHERS FOLLOW. .
| 1 H. WATTERS

e




