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CHAPTER XIV. 

Prlsonsra In the Dark. J 

I Orme's hand still held her skirt. , 
"Girl!" he whispered. 

j "Yes. Are you hurt?" 
' Her voice came to him softly with 
all Its solicitude and pympattii'. 
knelt, to help him if need fc®. bar 
warm, supple hand rested gently on 
his forehead. He could have remained 
(or a long time as he was, content with 
lie? touch, but his good sense told him 
{hV their safety demanded action. 

"Not hurt at all," he said, and as 
she withdrew her hand, he arose. "Al-
«atrante caught me off guard," he ex­
plained. 

"Yes, I saw him. Tnere*wasn't time 
to warn you." 

"He has been dogging roe for an 
fcoir," Orme continued. "I felt as 
though he were sitting on my shoul­
ders, Alka an Old Man of the <Sea." 

"I know him of old," she replied. 
("He is never to be trusted." 
• "But you—how did you happen; to b« 
here, in the Rookery?" 

! "In the hope oft finding you." 
! "Finding me?" 
' "I called up the Pere Marquette 
About five minutes ago, and the clerk 
eaid that you had just been talking to 
him on the wire, but that he didn't 
know where you were. Then I remem­
bered that you knew the Wallinghams, 
and I came to Tom's1 office to see if he 
had any idea where you were. I was 
on my way when I'passed you in the 
•levator." 

"Tom and Bessie are at Glenvlew," 
explained Orme. 

"Yes, the girl at the inquiry desk 
told me. She went to get her hat to 
leave for the night, and I slipped into 
this chamber to wait for you." 

"And here we are," Orme laughed— 
"papers and all. But I wish it weren't 
go dark." 

Orme hunted his pockets for a 
match. He found just one. 

"I don't suppose, Girl, that you hap­
pen to have such a thing as a match?" 

She laughed lightly. "I'm sorry— 
»o." 

"I have only one," he said. "I'm 
going to strike it, so that we can get 
our bearings." 

He scratched the match on his solo. 
The first precious moment of light he 
permitted himself to look at her, fixing 
her face in his mind as though he 
were never to see it again. It re­
joiced him to find that in that Instant 
her eyes also turned to his. 

The interchange of looks was hard 
for him to break. Only half the match 
was gone before he turned from her, 
but in that time he had asked and an­
swered so many unspoken questions— 
questions which at the moment were 

; still little more than hopes and yeara-
! lngs. His heart was beating rapidly. 
' It she had doubted him, she did not 
doubt him now. If she had not under-

' stood his feeling for her, she must un­
derstand It now. And the look in her 
own eyes—could he question *that It 
,was more than friendly? But the ne­
cessity of making the most of the light 
forced him to forget for the moment 
the tender presence of the girl who 
filled his heart. He therefore employed 
himself with a quick study of their sur­
roundings. 

The chamber was about ten feet 
square, and lined smoothly with white 
tiling. It was designed to show the 
sanitary construction of the Walling-
ham refrigerator. Orme remembered 
how Tom had explained It all to him 
on a previous visit to Chicago. 

This was merely a storage chamber. 
There waa no connection with an ice-
chamber, and there were none of the 
hooks and shelves which would make 
it complete for its purpose. The only 
appliance was the thermometer, the 
eoils of which were fitted In flush with 
the tiling, near the door, and protected 
by a close metal grating. As for the 
door itself, Its outline was a fins seam. 
There was a handle. 

As the match burned close to his 
fingers, Orme pulled out his watch. It 
was twenty-nine minutes past five. 

Darkness again. 
Orme groped his way to the door and 

tugged at the handle. The door would 
not open; built with air-tight nicety. 
It did not budge In the least. 

This was what Orme had expected. 
(He knew that Alcalruliit* would iwvn 
shot the bolt He knew, too, that Al-
catrante would be waiting In the cor­
ridor, to assure himself that the last 
clerk left the office without freeing the 
prisoner—that all the lights were out 
and the office locked for the night. 
Then he would depart, exulting that 
the papers could not be delivered; and 
In the morning Orme would be re­
leased. 

But had Alcatrante realized that the 
chamber was air-tight? Surely he had 
not known that the girl was already 
there. The air that might barely suf­
fice to keep one alive until relief came 
iwould not suffice for two. 

There was not the least opening to 
fcdmlt of ventilation. Even the places 
where. In a practical refrigerator, con­
nection would be made with the ice-
chamber, were blocked up; for that 
matter, they were on that side , of the 
chamber which was built close Into the 
corner of the office. 

Orme drove his heel against the 
wall. The tiles did not break. Then 
be stepped back toward the middle of 
the chamber. 

' ,rwriera are you. Girl?" he asked. 
"Here," she answered, very near 

him. 
He reached out and found her hand, 

and she did not withdraw it from his 
clasp. 

"The rascal has locked us In," he 
said. "I'm afraid we shall have a long 
wait." 

"Will it do any good to shout?" 
"No one could hear us through these 

walls. No, there's nothing to do but 
remain quiet. But you needn't stand, 
Girl." 

He led her to the wall. Removing 
his cc«t, he folded it and placed it on 
the floor for a cushion, and she seated 
herself upon it. He remained standing 
near by. 

"The papers," he said, "are in that 
coat you are sitting on." 

He laughed, with a consciousness of 
the grim an3 terrible humor of their 
situation—which he hoped she had not 
realized. Here they were, the hard-
sought papers in their possession, yet 
they were helpless even to save their 
own lives. 

"I wish you would shout," she said. 
"Very well," he said, and going over 

to the door, he called out several 
times with the full power of his lungs. 
The sound, pent in that narrow room, 
fairly crashed in their ears, but there 
was no answer from without. 

"Don't do it again," she said at last 
Then she sighed. "Oh, the irony of it!" 
she exclaimed. 

"I know." He laughed. "But don't 
give up, Girl. We'll deliver those pa­
pers yet." 

"I will not give up," she said, grave­
ly. -put tell me, how did you get the 
papers1" 

Orme began the story of the after-
non's adventures. 

"Why don't you sit down?" she 
asked. 

"Why"—he stammered—"I—" 
He had been so conscious of his 

feeling toward her, so conscious of 
the fact that the one woman in all the 
world was locked in here alone with 
him, that since he arranged her seat 
he bad not trusted himself to be near 
her. And she did not seem to under* 
stand. 

She wished £im to sit beside her, not 
knowing that he felt the almost over­
powering Impulse to take her in his 
arms and crush her close to him. That 
desire would have been more easily 
controlled, had he not begun to believe 
that she in some degree returned his 
feeling for her. If they escaped from 
this black prison, he would rest happy 
in the faith that her affection for him, 
now, as he supposed so largely friend­
ly, would ripen into a glorious and 
compelling love. But it would not be 
right for him to presume—to take ad­
vantage of a moment in which she 
might think that she cared for him more 
than she actually did. Then, too, he 
already foresaw vaguely the possible 
necessity for an act which would make 
it best that she should not hold him 
too dear. So long he stood silent that 
she spoke again. 

'Do sit down," she said. "I will 
give you part of your coat" 

There was a tremulous note in her 
laugh, but as he seated himself, she 
spoke with great seriousness. "When 
two persons understand each other as 
well as you and I," she said, "and are 
as near death as you and I, they need 
| not be embarrassed by conventions." 

"We never have been very con­
ventional with each other," he replied, 
shakily. Her shoulder was against 
his. He could hear her breathing. 

"Now tell me the rest of the story." 
"First I must change your notion 

that we are near death." 
He could feel that she was looking 

at him in the blackness. "Don't you 
think I know?" she whispered. "They 
will not find us until tomorrow. There 
Isn't air enough to last I have known 
It from the first." 

"Some one will open the door," h® 
replied. "We may have to stay here 
quite a while, but—" 

"No, my friend. There is no likeli­
hood that It will be opened. The 
clerks are leaving for the night." 

He waa silent. 
"So finish the story," she went on. 
"Finish the story!" That was all 

that he could do. 
"Finish the story!" His story and 

hers—only Just begun, and now to end 
there in the dark. 

But with a calmness as great as her 
own, he proceeded to tell all that had 
happened to him since he boarded the 
electric car at Evanston and saw Maku 
sitting within. She pressed his hand 
gently when he described the trick by 
which the Japanese had brought the 
pursuit to an end. She laughed when 
he came to the meeting with the de­
tective In his apartment The episode 
with Madam Alia he passed over 
lightly, for part of It rankled now. Not 
that he blamed himself foolishly; but 
he wished that it had not happened. 

"That woman did a fine thing," said 
the girl. 

He went on to describe his efforts 
to get free from Alcatrante. 

"And you were under the table In 
Arlma's room," she exclaimed, when 
he had finished. 

"I was there; but I couldn't see 
you. Girl. And you seemed to doubt 
me." 

"To doubt you?" 
"Don't you remember? You said 

that no American had the papers; but 

you added, "unless—'" 
"Unless Walsh, the burglar, had 

played a trick on Poritol and held the 
true papers back. I went Btralght 
from Arima's to the Jail and had an­
other talk with Walsh. He convinced 
me that he knew nothing at all about 
the papers. He seemed to think that 
they were letters which Poritol wanted 
for his own purposes." 

"Then you did not doubt me." Glad 
relief was in his voice. 

"I have never doubted you," she 
said, simply. 

There was silence. Only their breath­
ing and the ticking of Orme's watch 
broke the stillness. 

"I don't believe that Alcatrante knew 
that this place was unventllated," she 
remarked at last. 

"No; and he didn't know that you 
*rere here." 

"He thinks that you will be released 
In the morning, and that you will think 
it wiser to make no charges. What 
io you suppose his conscience will say 
when he learns—" 

"Girl, I simply can't believe that 
there is no hope for us." 

"What possible chance is there?" 
Her voice was steady. "The clerks 
must all have gone by this time. We 
jan't make ourselves heard." 

"Still, I feel as though I should be 
Qghtlng with the door." 

"You can't open It." 
"But some one of the clerks going 

•jut may have seen that it was bolted. 
Wouldn't he have pushed the bolt 
back? I'm going to see." 

He groped to the door and tugged at 
the handle. The door, for all the ef­
fect his effort had on it, might have 
been a section of solid wall. 

"Come back," she called. 
He felt his way until his foot touched 

the coat. As he let himself down be-
»ide her, his -and brushed over her 
aair, and unconsciously she leaned 
•oward him. He felt the pressure of 
tier shoulder against his side, and the 
touch sent a thrill through him. He 
leaned back against the wall and 
Btared into the blackness with eyes 
that saw only visions of the happiness 
that might have been. 

"We mustn't make any effort to 
break out," she said. "It is useless. 
4oad every time we move about and 

tug at the door, It makes us breathe 
that much faster." 

"Yes," he sighed, "I suppose we can 
only sit here and wait" 

"Do you know," she said softly, "I 
am wondering why our situation does 
not seem more terrible to me. It 
should, shouldn't it?" 

"I hardly think so," he replied. 
"The relative importance of our 

worldly affairs," she went on dream­
ily, "appears to change when one sees 
that they are all to stop at once. They 
recede into the background of the 
mind. What counts then is, oh, I don't 
want to think of it! My father—he—" 
Her shoulders viook for a moment un­
der the stress of sudden grief, but 
she quickly regained her control. 
"There, now," she whispered, "I won't 
do that." 

For a time they sat in silence. His 
own whirling thoughts were of a sort 
that he could not fathom; they pos­
sessed him completely, they destroyed, 
seemingly, all power of analysis, they 
siade him dumb; and they were tan-

"Try to Take a Different View, Girl.' 

gled Inextricably in the blended ink 
pressions of possession and loss. 

"But you," she said at last, "is you2 
father living?" 

"No," he replied. 
"And your mother?" she faltered. 
"She has been dead many years. 

And I have no brothers or sisters." 
"My mother died when I was a lit­

tle child," she mused. "Death seemed 
to me much more awful then than it 
does now." 

"It is always more awful to those 
who are left than to those who go," h« 
said. "But don't think of that yet." 

"We must think of it," she insisted. 
He did not answer. 
"You don't wish to die, do you?" she 

demanded. 
"No; and I don't wish you to die. 

Try to take a different view, Girl. We 
really have a chance of getting out" 

"How?" 
"Some one may come." 
"Not at all likely," she sighed. 
"But a chance is a chance, GIrJ, 

*8ar." 
"Oh!" she cried, suddenly. "To think 

that I have brought you to this! That 
what you thought would be a little fa­
vor to me has brought you to death." 

She began to sob convulsively. 
It was as though for the first time 

she realized her responsibility for his 
life; as though her confidence in her 
complete understanding of him had 
disappeared and he was again a stran­
ger to her—a stranger whom she had 
coolly led to the edge of life with 
her. 

"Don't, Girl—dont!" he commanded. 
Her self-blame was terrible to him. 

But she could not check her grief, and 
finally, hardly knowing what he did, he 
put his arm around her and drew her 
closer to him. Her tear-wet cheek 
touched his. She removed her hat, and 
her hair brushed his forehead. 

"Girl, Girl!" he whispered,"don'tyou 
know 7-—Don't you understand? If 
chance had not kept us together, I 
would have followed you until I won. 
you. From the moment I saw you, I 
have had no thought that was not 
bound up with you." 

"But think what I have done to 
you!" she sobbed. "I never raalixed 
that there was this danger. . Ar.d you 

—you have your own friends, your in­
terests. Oh, I-—" 

"My interests are all here—with 
you," he answered. "It Is I who am to 
blame. I should have known what Al­
catrante would do." 

"You couldn't know. There was no 
way—'" 

"I sent you up here to wait for me. 
Then, when he and I came in, I turned 
my back on him, like a blind fool." 

"No, no," she protested. 
"After all," he said, "it was, per­

haps, something that neither you nor 
I could foresee. No ono is to blanie. 
Isn't that the best view to take of it?" 

Her cheek moved against his as she 
Inclined her head. 

"It may be selfish In mo." he went 
on, "but I can't feel unhappy—now." 

Her sobs had ceased, and she burled 
her face in his shoulder. 

"I love you, Girl," he said, brokenly. 
"I don't expect you to care so much 
for me—yet But I must tell you what 
I feel. There Isn't—there isn't any­
thing I wouldn't do for you, Girl—and 
be happy doing it." 

She did not speak, and for a long 
time they sat In silence. Many emo­
tions were racing through hira. His 
happiness was almost a pain, for it 
came to hira in this extremity when 
there was no hope ahead. She had 
not yielded herself, but sho had not re­
sisted his embrace; even now her head 
was on his shoulder. Indeed, ho had 
given her no chance to confess what 
she might feel for him. 

Nor would he give her that chance. 
No, it was better that her love for hlin 
—he knew now that In hor heart she 
must love him—it was better that It 
should not be crystallized by definite 
expression. For he had thought of a 
way by which she, at least, might be 
ttved. With the faint possibility of 
rescue for them both, he hesitated to 

take the step. And yet every moment 
he was using that much more of the 
air that might keep her alive through 
the night 

It would be only right to wait until 
be was reasonably sure that all the 
clerks in the office had gone. That 
time could not be long now. But al­
ready the air was beginning to seem 
close; ltwas not so easy to breathe as 
It had been. 

Gently putting her from him, he 
said: "The air will last longer if we lie 
down. The heart does not need much 
blood, then." 

She did not answer, but moved from 
her seat on his folded coat, and he 
took it and arranged it as a pillow, 
and, finding her hand, showed her 
where It was. He heard the rustle of 
her clothing as she adjusted herself on 
the floor. She clung to his band, while 
he still sat beside her. 

"Now," he said, cheerfully, "I am 
going to find out what time it is, by 
breaking the crystal of my watch. 
I've seen blind men tell the time by 
feeling the dial." 

Ilia watch was an old hunting-case 
which had belonged to his father. He 
opened it and cracked the crystal with 
his pocketknife. As nearly as he could 
determine by the sense of touch It was 
seven o'clock. Bessie Wallingham 
would be wondering by this time why 
he had broken an engagement with her 
for the second tlpie that day. 

"There is one thing more to do," he 
said. "It is seven o'clock; I don't know 
how much longer we shall be able to 
breathe easily, and I am going to write 
a note which will explain matters to 
the persons who find us—if we should 
not happen to be able to tell them." 

Laboriously he penciled on the back 
of an old envelope the explanation of 
their presence there, making a com­
plete and careful charge against Alca­
trante. He laid the message on the 
floor. 

On second thought, he picked It up 
again and put it in his pocket, for if 
by any chance they should be rescued, 
he might forget it. In that event Its 
discovery would possibly bring an ex­
posure of facts which the girl and her 
father would not care to have dis­
closed. 

A faint whisper from the girl. 
"What I s  it?" he asked, bending 

tenderly for her answer. 
"You must lie down, too." 
He began to move, away, as If to 

obey her. 
"No," she whispered—"here. I want 

you near me." 
Slowly he reclined and laid his head 

on the coat. Her warm breath was on 
his face. He felt for her hand, and 
found it held tightly to his. 

His own mind was still torn with 
doubts as to the best course. Should 
he put himself out of the way that she 
might live? The sacrifice might prove 
unnecessary. Rescue might come when 
it was too late for him, yet not too 
late, if he did not hurry his own end. 
And if she truly loved him and knew 
that she loved him, such an act on his 
part would leave her a terrible grief 
which time would harly cure. 

He tried to analyze their situation 
more clearly, to throw new light on his 
duty. The clerks must all have gone 
by now. There would be a visit or two 
from a night watchman, perhaps, but 
there was scarcely one chance In a 
hundred that he would unbolt the 
door. 

The air was vitiating rapidly; they 
could not both live through the night. 
But—if she loved him as he loved her, 
she would be happier to die with him 
than to live at the cost of his life. 

He pictured for himself again that 
last look of her face; Its beauty, its 
strength. Its sweet sympathy. He 
seemed to see the stray wisp of hair 
that had found its way down upon her 
cheek. Hor perfect llpB—how well he 
remembered!—were the unopened 
buds of pure womanly pssslon. 

After all, whether she loved him or 
not, there would still bo much In life 
for her. 

Time would cure her sorrow. There 
would be many claims upon her, and 
she would sooner or later resume her 
normal activities. 

Slowly he disengaged his hand from 
her clinging fingers. In his other hand 
he still held his pocketknife. To open 
a vein in his wrist would take but a 
moment His life would well away, 
there on the tiles. 

She would think he was asleep; and 
then she herself would drift away Into 
unconsciousness which would be bro­
ken only after the door was opened In 
the mornlnK. „ . . — * 

Sah!' His mind cleared in a flash. 
What a fool be was I Need be doubt 
her for an Instant? Need he question 
what abe would do when she found 
tbat he was dead? And she would 
know it quickly. This living pulsing 
girl beside him loved htm! She bad 
told him in every way except in words. 
In life sad In death they belonged to 
each other. 

They were one forever. They still 
lived, and while they lived they must 
hope. And If hope failed, there still 
would be love. 

His pent-up emotions broke restraint. 
With unthinking swiftness, ho throw 
hl» arm over her and drew her tight to 
him. His Hps found hers In a long 
kiss—clung in ecstasy for another, and 
another. 

Her arms went about his neck. Ho 
felt as though her soul bad passed from 
her lips to his own. 

"My lover!" she whispered. "I think 
I have always cared." 

"Oh, Girl, Girl!" He could utter no 
more. 

With a faint sigh she said: "I am 
glad It Is to be together." She sat up, 
still holding his hand. "If it need bo 
at all." she added, a new firmness in 
her voice. 

"If it need bo at all!" Orme searched 
his mind again for some promise of es­
cape from this prison which had been 
•o suddenly glorified for them. The 

smooth, unbreakable walls; the thin 
seam of the door; the thermometer. 
Why had he not thought of it before? 
The thermometer! 

With an exclamation, he leaped to 
his feet. 

"What Is It?" she cried. 
"A chance! A . small chance—but 

•till a chance!" 
He found his way to the handle of 

the door, which bis first attempt at 
escape had taught him was not con-
neqfaed with the outer knob. Then he 
located the covering which protected 
the colls of the thermometer. 

Striking with his heel, he tried to 
break the metal grating. It would not 
yield. Again and again he threw his 
weight Into the blows, but without ef­
fect. 

At last he remembered bis pocket-
knife. Thrusting one end of it through 
the grating, he prodded at the gloss 
coils within. Thore was a tinkling 
sound. Ho had succeeded. 

He groped his way back to the girl 
and seated himself buside her. With 
the confession of their love, a new 
hope had sprung up in them. They 
might still be freed, and. though tho 
air was becoming stifling, neither of 
them believed that a joy as great as 
theirs could be born to live but a few 
hours. 

For the hundredth time he was say­
ing: "I can't believe that wo have 
known each other only one day." 

"And even now." she mused, "you 
don't know my name. Do you want 
me to tell you?" 

"Not until you are ready." 
"Then wait. It will come In due 

form. Some one will say, 'Mr. Orme, 
MISB -t—" 

"The name doosn't matter." said 
Orme. "To mo you will always be just 
—Girl." 

The Joyous moments rushed by. 
She had crept close to him again, and 
with her  head on his  shoulder ,  whs  
saying: "There Is so much for us to 
tell each other." 

"Thore seems to be only one tiling to 

' say now." He kissed her tenderly. - } 
I "Ob. but there Is much more." > 

"Where shsll we beginV askedt 
Orme. 

I "Well, to be-mattorof-fact, do 
' live In Chicago?" 

"No. dear. 1 11*® In Nsw Yortt" i 
I "1 didn't even know that," she vhto* 
' pored. "And about me. Our familyi 

home has been In ens of the nbwtv 
here since I was a small girl. For eev« 
oral years I was aent east to school, 
and after tbat I went abroad with, 
Bome friends. And sines then—'• 

"It can't be so very long," hs whis­
pered, "though you speak as though ltr 
wer« decades." 

"it is six years. Since then my 
, father and 1 have spent our winters in 
, the east, coming back home for tho 
Bummers. Just think how much you 

, ere learning about me!" 
i '>m\e.lifted her hand to his. lips 
j (To Bo Continued ) * 

Valuable Asslstano*. 
Children always love to hsve a 

"finger In the pie" and to help with 
' whatever is going on. When mother 
' or nurse does everything for them 
| they are deprived of a great deal of 
! pleasure and will not be so well fitted 

j to struggle for themselves wbon the 
\ time conios as they would have been 
' If they had been accustomed to do 

things for themselves. They should 
1 b«> encouraged to be useful and to as-
! Pint with any preparations tbat may 
j bo going on. 

|  Your  complexion Is well as your tem-
!  p i  r  r endered  miserable  by  a dls -
j ordered liver. By taking ChamberUin'a 
I  S tomach  and  I . lve r  Tab le t s  you  can im-
|  prove  bo th .  So ld  by  a l l  dea le r s .  

Class i f ied Advert isements  
One cent a word each insertion—No ad received for lest than 15 oenta. 

WANTED. 

Wanted—We want  immedia te ly  wom­
en  to  ree l  tomatoes  an i l  men  to  husk  
corn .  We pre fe r  Marsha l l town people  
r a ther  than  to  b r ing  f rom ou t  s ide  
Good  wages  can  be  made  a t  bo th  jobs .  
Wes te rn  Grocer  Company  Mi l l s ,  can­
n ing  depar tment .  

Wanted—By every  man  and  woman:  
one  of  our  i ln i lv  expense  records ;  50  
cen t . i  in  s tomps  o r  money  order  wi l l  
b r inpr  one  by  re tu rn  mal l .  Dept .  I .  
Jun ior  Mff r .  Company .  Asp inwal l .  P i t .  

f ru i t  f a rming  
I s t ra to r .  

P. If. Sprlngle. Admln- SOUTH DAKOTA FARM®. 

Pearls Wanted—Send by  reg i s te red  
mai l .  I f  r r .y  o fTer  Is  r .o t  sa t i s fac to ry ,  
wi l l  r e tu rn .  La throp  Produce  Com­
pany ,  He lmond ,  Iowa .  ,  

Wanted—T„eave your  wants  at the  
. . l a r shaJ l town Employment  Agency .  
"Phone  783 .  

Wanted—Let  your  wants  be  Known.  
Car l ' s  Employment  Agency .  'Phone  850 .  

HELP WANTED—MALE. 

Wanted—Man to wash  pans  a t  P i l ­
g r im ho te l .  Wi l l  pay  good  wages .  

W an ted—Bel  T1  >oy  s  a t  P i lg r im ho te l .  
Good  wages  to  re l i ab le  boys .  

— For Sale—Quarter section about S~> 
For  Sa le—C.oo . l  bus iness  bu i ld ing  |  mi les  M , iuh  of  Aberdeen, 8. P . Just, 

and living rooms, paved street, b«'j»t j ,lorosl!, jn is'orth JV.ikota. four 
locu t ion ,  p r ice  J . i . 500 ;  about  h Ix  b locks  |  f r n m  town.  goo<l  fence around H.  
east of court hou."<' on Kust Main j whi'at thH y«ar went 25 bushels per 
stri-et. Marshalltown, Iowa. Address i will let par! of money stnurt; 
J-T. care T.-K. | would consider u. good automobile In 

~ :jiw.AddreM C-17. care T.-K. 
CITY PROPERTY FOR SALE. j  -

~'we "invite bid. on" the | MINNESOTA LAND. 
proper ty  In  Marsha l l  town locn ted  u t  |  Humtwr  c rop*  in  l - .yon .  Redwood and  
No 1  f«04  V. ' . - s t  M H M  s t ree t .  TbIs  p roper -  I  Murray  count ies .  Come and  le t  U» 
ty  of  ap  rac t l cn l ly  new-Sroom .  „ | , o w  you  the  bes t  c rops  of  corn ,  whea t ,  
house .  4  c lose t s  and  yan t rv .  a l l  ha rd  oa t s ,  ba r ley ,  rye  and  f in*  o f  any  sec t ion  
wood  f loors ,  c i s t e rn  wute r  In  house .  L , f  t ho  wtu i t .  Wo have  a  lnr»ce  l i s t  o f  
we l l ,  co« l  house ,  ba rn .  b i iKBy shed .  |  ih ie  improved  fa rms  tha t  wo  nre  o f fe r -
c l i i ckf -n  hon ; : e .  The  lo t  ha*  a f  ron ta j jo  j  I j i r s  a t  f rom $40  to  $60  pe r  ac re ,  any  
on  Main  s t ree t  o f  nbout  l f>0  f ee t ,  i s  -M' . '  |  one  of  which  wi l l  make  the  buyer  a  
fee t  d> '»•  p  and  con ta ins  1  Vfc  a c re* .  The 1  pro t l t  o f  a t  l eas t  $ 1 0  per  ae ro  beforo  
p roper ty  i s  now occupied  by  Mr  I , .  IV j  w in te r  I f  you  can ' t  come now.  wr i t e  
Hampton ,  who  wi l l  show I t  t o  any  one  j u s  s t a t ing  wha t  s lz .o  fu r tn  you  want  and  
In te res ted  ami  can  g lw-  fu l l  pa r t i cu la r s  j k ind ,  and  we  wi l l  send  you  th*  desc r lp -
concernlng 1;. Possession can b.«. jjiven j tlons o* some choice bargains. Bon-
Nov. 1, MHO. Rids will lie received for j nnllie ltartlett. Tracy. Minn. 
n  few days  and  t ime  wi l l  be  g |y»u  .«n  a  
reasonab le  amount  of  the  purchase  

Wanted—Prac t ica l  t inner  fo r  job  
and  . shop  work .  Abbot t  & Son .  

p r ice  a t  6  per  cen t  In te res t .  I f  des i red .  
I /ook  i t  over  mid  mal l  vonr  h id  to  the  
F i r s t  Na t iona l  L5ank ,  Alber t  I . en .  Minn  

TO RENT. 

HELP WANTED—FkMAI-f .  

Wanted—Indies  to  l enm fea tu re  re ­
shap ing ,  ch i ropody ,  sca lp ,  e tc .  N .  V.  
d ip loma,  Improved  ch i ropody  and  man­
icur ing  Ins ' t .  Address  Phys ic ian ,  
T imes-Republ ican .  

Wanted—Vegetab le  woman a t  Robb ' s  
Res tauran t .  

Wanted — Middle -aged  women a t  
Meeker  T .aundr .v  Company .  Good  wages ,  

1  comfor tab le  p lace .  

Wanted—Gir l s  a t  Pa lace  l aundry .  

IOWA LANDS. 

For Sale — Or wi l l  t r ado  fo r  c i ty  
p roper ty  o r  wes te rn  l and ,  th i r ty -one  
ac res ,  3 ' . ^  ml l«»s  nor th  of  town.  Ad­
dress  11-10 .  ca re  th i s  of f i ce .  

For Sole—l f ,0  ac re  fa rm in  h igh  Kta te  
o f  p roduc t iveness ;  bn i ld tn<s  f i r s t  c ia . s» ;  
l a rge  and  com modlo i i . s ;  an  abundance  
of  wa te r .  Good  road  m marke t ,  and  
school  a t  door  Terms  reasonab le  and  
pr ice  low for  tho  qua l i ty .  Com* and  

To  Rent—Mo. |«»rn  8 - ronrn  h«uj»e .  He-
s l rab ie  loca t ion  Wc. i t  Main  e t ree t .  Kn-
i iu l re  o f  I t .  C .  Pe te r son ,  over  11  Wes t  
Main  

To  Rent -  Four  good  rooms  fo r  l igh t  
hovm.-UeeplnK. ~ South FJIghth street. 

To Rent ~-Furn i shed ,  ups ta i r* ,  f ron t  
room, suitable for one or two gentle­
men. 1- Kast State etreot. 

l e t  u s  show you  
j  Rhodes ,  Iowa .  

John  <\  Kwlng ,  j A _  Was  

To  Rent  — Furn i shed  modern  room 
for  man  and  wi fe  o r  ludy .  CIO nor th  
Thi rd  s t ree t .  

To  Rent—Off ice  rooms  and  l iv ing  
•  r  No.  7  Wes t  Main  s t ree t .  W.  
h i .  

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITY. 
"Wanted—Agents ;  i f  you  a re  ea rn lnc  
less  than  a  week  nend  fo r  our  l a tes t  
p ropos i t ion .  Par t i cu la r s  f ree .  Ne lson  
Supply  Company .  532  Dearborn  avenue .  
Chicago ,  111 .  

— — - — I To  Rent—Seven  room modern  houao  
For Sale—Farm of  7! )  ac res ,  we l l  Iiii-  wi th  burn  : io  l 1  -j West  S ta te  s t ree t ,  

p roved?  $! - •>  p< ' f  ac re :  f ive  mi les  sou th  r f 4  j  InKled t io .  
o f  town.  Fred  Vajgr t .  Marsha l l town.  ,  
ru ra l  (>.  

( . •Of ;  S  A L  S£ — M I S iCE L  I .  "  N £  OUd.  

For  Sale—Vic tor  t a lk ing  machine ,  70  
records ,  $23 .  'Phone  818  ye l low.  

For Sal* 
Nevada .  

-Household  goods ,  C ' J5  Wes t  

For Sale—Model  K Buick .  new t l r .  s ,  
top ,  wind  sh ie ld ,  gas  lamps ,  r> passen-

; Ker ,  t ino  condi t ion .  $4 .>0 .  Mode l  F  
j Cad i l l ac ,  top ,  "> passenger ,  t ine  shape ,  
i $275 ;  Four  cy l inder  runabout ,  runn ing  
|  order .  $175 .  Two cy l inder  runabout ,  
|  good  condi t ion ,  IS  h  p . .  $Ki0 .  Address  

j L iuvn  Ci ty  Garage ,  Cedar  Fa l l s ,  Iowa .  

For Sale—I . a rge  s ized  Colo ' s  Hot  
j  Blas t  hea te r .  107  Nor th  « ' en te r  s t ree t .  

j Public auction. lx>ok  fo r  my sa le  In 
I  o the r  co lumns  of  th i s  paper .  N .  R .  
|  .Meade .  

j For Sale—Dry p ine  k ind l ing  a t  New 
|  Masonic  Temple  Bui ld ing .  

For Sale—C , ' abbaKe and  green toma­
toes .  Cabbage ,  c racked  heads ,  ha l f  
p r ice .  7 'M Bromley  s t ree t .  

For Sale—lio- ic re  s tock  and  gra in  
fa rm.  Good  t e rms .  I joc i i t cd  in  < ' l a rk  
county .  Iowa .  Address  ,  Box  27 ,  D .mton .  
S .  D 

'  To  Rent—Furn ished  
Nor th  F i r s t  s t ree t .  

room.  I!  11  

To  Rent—Modern  co t tage ,  50«> Nor th  
Ce- i ' . - r  l ' . rn iu l re  F .  p .  l . l e r l e .  

For Sale  ^80  ac res  - I 1 - ;  mi les  eas t  o f  
Marsha l l town:  f an  b e  div ided  In to  
t r a c t s  < r f  200 .  I t iO ,  1  2«  o r  SO a c r e s  n i c e l y .  
J .  M.  n ine t i es .  213 ' J  \V  Grand  A v e n u e . ,  
l i e s  Mol l i es .  Iowa .  

For Sale—A wel l  Improved  200  ac r*  
fa rm one  mi le  f rom S ta te  Cente r ,  Iowa .  
W.  J .  AVhI teh l l l ,  S ia te  ren te r .  Iowa  

For Sale—SO acre*  f i ' s .  mi les  f rom 
j Marsha l l town :  2mi les  f rom Green  

Mounta in .  $$ l? r>  pe r  ac re .  K G.  Wal ­
lace ,  Marsha l l town,  Iowa .  

For Sale—A Rood K0-aero  f a rm wi th  
fa i r  improvements ,  mi les  sou thwes t  
o f  the  cour t  bouse  ! t :  Marsha l l town.  

To  Rent—Ten- room house  fu rn i shed  
or  unfurn i shed ,  11  id  Wes t  Main  s t ree t .  
'Phone ,t:t7 Red. 

To Rent  -F ive- room house  on  sou th  
s ide .  I  S .  F lnk le .  

STRAYED OR STOLEN. 

Strayed or Stolen—A dnrk red hrlfer. 
7  • :  >•  ; h "  ; Not i fy  c. K.  Slson, Cen­
t e r  s i t e .  •  i :  1"  D  No.  6 .  'Phono  21(5  
•  • l i  - l i t .  Reward .  

STOLEN. 
R . ' u - y c l e  bicyc le  t aken  Mon-

f rom f ron t  o f  Meeker  
Stolen 

l ay  even ing  
I j iundrv  bu i ld ing .  Reward  wi l l  be  pa id  

Pr ice  $12: .  pe r  ac re .  Wi l l  g ive  g»„ , l  j f , , r  r , - , t u r n  """ rg*  Wl l i lg rod .  
t e rms .  A J  Wl i lne ry .  37  Wes t  S ta t  
s t ree t .  Marsha l l town.  'Phone  ">49  

For Sale—Household  goods .  Cheap .  
209M:  "Wes t  Main .  

For Sale—>>. '  e \v White  sewing  ma­
ch ine .  iMus t  be  sob]  be fore  Sep t .  21  
1404  Wes t  L inn  S t ree t .  

For Sale—Waste  feed  a t  cann ing  fac ­
to ry .  A  No.  1  feed  fo r  da i ry  s tock  o r  
hogs .  Wes te rn  Grocery  Mi l l s  cann ing  
depar tment .  

For Sale—On easy payments, bar fix­
tures. now and aecond hand billiard 
and pool tables, billiard and bowling 
supplies. We lead In cheap prices. The 
BrunswicK-Boike- Colls ncJcr Company. 
Marshalltown. Iowa. 

LIVESTOCK—HORSES, ETC. 
For Salo—Horse and 

West State street. 
buggy .  403  

For Sale—Spotted pony. 750 pounds: 
safe for children. Inquire 704 North 
Fourth street. Telephone 1161 red. 

For Sale—Car load April Iambs, my 
own raising. I.. K. Peterson, St. 
Anthony, Iowa. 

For Sale—Three Oxfords bucks, one 
2 years old; 2 spring lambs, extra 
large; 30 head high grade Oxford ewes. 
Heck Johnson, Lawn H1U. 

For 8sle—One team heavy draft 
horses, harness and wagon. W. J. 
Longoor, New Masonic Temple. 

For 8al«— Family driving horse, 
cheap for cash. Inquire 106 North 
Eighth avenue. 

FOR SALE—CITV PROPERTY. 
For Sale—Improved 10 acres in the 

town of Albion, belonging to the C. C. 
Covvgiil estate; suitable for truck or 

For Sale—Westendor f  f a rm of 240  
ac res  In  Je f fe r son  townsh ip ,  one  mi le  
eas t  and  one  mi lo  sou th  of  Van  CWve 
and  two mi le*  wes t  and  one  mi le  sou th  
of  Haverh i l l .  Of fe red  fo r  sa le  to  div ide  
an  es ta te .  J  C.  Goodman.  S ta te  Cente r ,  
Iowa .  

For Sale—I owa lands  In  Howard  
county .  $.">0  t o  S ' . 'O  pe r  ac re .  I^a rgo  l i s t  
on  reques t .  Address  Spnuld ing  & 
O 'Donne l l ,  E lma ,  Iowa .  

For Sale—Improved  pnva  fa rms  f rom 
Sr . - i  t o  $100  pe r  ac re .  W O.  T .  Olenon ,  
Ricev l l l e ,  Iowa .  

For Salo—Iowa  fur in .  One  of  the  
bes t  Improved  160  nc re  fa rm*,  l . evc l ,  
t i l ed ,  g rove ,  l ino  bu i ld ings ,  Vs  mi le  o f  
i l ave lock ,  Iowa .  I ) .  H .  Kyle r ,  C la r ion ,  
Iowa .  

For Sale—Cheap  to  se t t l e  an  es ta te .  
uc rcs .  i j e s t  • \  I . ,  t T S - o n V l l n  

county ,  Iowa;  improved ;  I  mi le  f rom 
town b iu i re  W.  I I .  Whi te ,  3H6 Jack­
son  Blvd . .  Ch icago .  

For Sale—Iowa lnnd: 240 acres good 
Iowa land. $M) per acre. Owner, Mrs. 
E. E. Overbnugh. Rcnwlck, lown. 

For Sale—Cheap. Good Improved 1C0 
acre farm near Havelock, Iowa. Finely 
Improved 80 acre farm near Plover, 
Iowa, Best of reasons given for selling. 
Addresa A-J7, care T.-R. 

WISCONSIN LANDS. 

Homessekers! Read) Act! Writ* Im­
mediately for Immensely valuable In­
formation about the opening of the 
Round Lake Wisconsin Farm Land 
to settlement. Wisconsin's richest un­
developed farm lands; the last great 
land opportunity of the decade; over 
500,000 acres now on sale at $8.50 to 
$20 per acre on ten years" time. Abund­
ant rainfall. Purest of -water. Got a 
home of your own. Be a wealth-pro­
ducer. Railroad fare refunded to pur­
chasers. For free books, maps and full 
facts address J. B. Bates, Woodbury 
Building, Marshalltown, Iowa. 

MISCELLANEOUS. 
"Battling For the Right"—The I.Jfn 

Story of Theodore Roosevelt. Authen­
tic. l*p-to-date. Great money maker. 
Liberal terms. Outfit fr*-o. CYilveraal 
II i .ie, { W.ib.Lsh av enue, Chicago. 

Advantages of Oregon—32-page book 
explaining what, each of tho 54 counties 
Is adapted for; gives amount of gov-
• rnmeiit land "pen t<i homestead In 
each county: map attached, 21x28. 
showing new railroad and towns. In­
cluding eastern and central f>regon. 
In different colors; Issued March 1, 
I'.'IO; latest map In i?. S.; gives home-
Mead and desert claim laws: how to 
"ecure or ISO acres free; also gen­
eral description of Oregon. Mailed 3Bc. 
Nlmmo Runey, 313 llaintlNin Rldg., 
Portland, Ore. 

Pouthwvat low* la a fertile field for 
thu man with anything to sell that 
has merit. It Is thickly populated and 
prosperous Seventy-flvo thousand peo­
ple in southwest Iowa read inu aaiiy 
Nonpnrell. It Is the great want ad 
medium of this section. It la known 
fur and wide as a producer of result*. 
If you have land or anything else to 
sell or trude. got In touch with aouth-
west Iowa thru the Nonpareil. Wrlto 
for our spcclal offer. Nonpareil. Coun­
cil niuffa, Iowa. 

CUT RATE SHIPPING. 
Cut rates on household goods to 

Pacifies coast and other points. Su­
perior aervloe at reduced rates. The 
Boyd Transfer Company, Minneapolis. 
Minn. 

Everybody Should Read Everybody's 
The greatest magasine In the world 

for $1.60 a year. Read Everybody's 
and keep up with the times. 

Special price with Delineator only 
j a .26 .  

We want a local representative In 
every city and town la Iowa. Write for 
terma. 

Midland Subscription Agency ? 
Kibbey Building. MirthilKtwi^ |a< 

• » v < •  


