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CHAPTER X. 

!* « ' 

!'-• 

InWhloh Big George Meets His Enemy 
It was well on toward midnight when 

Emerson reached his hotel, and being 
too full of his visit with Mildred to 

lie strolled through the lobby 
and. Into the Pompeian Room. The the
ater crowds had not dispersed, and the 
place ,was a-glitter; for it was the 
grand opera season. The room was so 
Well filled that he had difficulty in find
ing a seat, and he made hlB way slow
ly, gloomily upon the fact 
Chat but of all this concourse in which 
he had once figured not a single fa-

Ai • h miliar face greeted him. Finding no 
' 1 unoocupied table, he was about to re

treat when he heard his name Bpoken 
and tett a vigorous slap upon the 
back.' 

"S6y9 Emerson! By Jove, I'm glad 
see you!" He turned to face an 

fx ,> anaemic youth whose colorless, gas-
"•/ bleached face was wrinkled into an ex-

; pansive «rin. 
< - H e l l o ,  A l t o n ! "  ^  .  

They shook hands like old friends, 
fr * while Alton Clyde continued to ex-
f ,pre*sWs delight. 
r M "So you've been roughing It out in 

i I ]Nebraska, eh?" 
% h i* "Alaska." . 
y< .. u8'6:it was. I Always get those places 

. mixed. Coms over and have a drink. 
iV^'I want'to talk to you. Funny thing, 
f. isi inst met a Klondlker myself this 

evening. Great chap, too! I want you 
„ to know him. He's Immense. Only 

4, i watch out he don't get you full. Hes 
\ i an awful spender. I'm half kippered 
n • myself. His name Is Froelich, but he 

lsnt a Dutchman. Eyer met him up 
* /there?" 

; '1 think not." 
"Came on, you'll like him. 
Clyde led his companion toward a 

table, chattering as they "went. Y 
know I'm democratic muself, and I m 
fond of these rough fellows. I'd like to 
go out to Nebraska—'' 

"Alaska." ' 
"-—and punch cows/and shoot a pis

tol and yell. I'm really tremendously 
rough. Here he Is! Mr. Froelich, my 

' old friend, Mr. Emerson. We played 
football together—<*, at least he 
played; I was too light." 

Mr. Froelich shewed back his chair 
and turned, exposing the face of "Fin-
cerless" Fraser, duite expressionless 

1 save for the left <freltd, which dropped 

• 4aid Boyd, angrily; 
"eood heavens, Fraser, have you 
picked another? I though you were 
going to stick to 'Frobisher. Turn
ing to Cylde, he observed: This 
man's name is Fraser. One of his pe
culiarities is a dislike of proper names 
He has never found one that suited 
him." „ „ . "I like •Froelich* pretty well, ob
served the lmperturable Fraser. It 
sounds distanguay, and—" 

"Don't believe anything he tells 
you," Boyd broke in, seating himself. 

]§ thd most circumstantial liar in 
the Northwest, and if you don't watch 
him every minute he will sell you a 
hydraaHc mine, or a rubber plantation 

I •. or a. sponge fishery.. Underneath his 
' eccentricities, however, he is really a 

pretty decent fellow, and I am in
debted^ him for my presence here to
night-" . 

Alton Clyde made his astonishment 
evident by inquiring incredulously of 
Fraser, "Then that scheme of yours to 
establish a gas. plant at Nome was 
all—" 

"Certainly!" Emerson laughed. "The 
Incandescent lamp travels about as 
fast as the prospector. Nome is 
lighted by electricity and hhs been for 
years." 

"IS it?" demanded Fraser, with an 
assumption of the supremest surprise. 

"You know as well as I do." 
"H'm. Td forgotten. Just the same, 

my plan was a good one. Gas is 
cheaper." He reached for his glass, 
at which 'iiyde's eye fell upon his 
missing fingers, and the young club
man exploded: 

;?} "Well! If that's the kind of pill you 
' are, maybe you didnt lose your mit 

In the Boer War either." 
'Emerson answered for the adven

turer: "Hardly! He got blood-poison
ing from a hangnail." 

Clyde began to laugh uncontrollably. 
"Really! That's great! Oh, that's love
ly! Here I've been gobbling fairy tales 
like a' black bass at sunset. He! he! he. 
I must introduce Mr. Froel—Mr. Fra— 
Mr What's-his-name*to the boys. He! 
he! he!" 

It was evident that Fraser was not 
accustomed to this sort of treatment; 
his injured pride took refuge in a 
haughty silence, which further stirred 
the risibilities of Clyde until that 
young man's thin shoulders shook, and 
he doubled up, his hollow chest touch
ing his knees. He pounded the tiles 
with his cane, stamped his patent-
leather boots, and wept tears of joy. 

"What's the joke?" demanded the 
rogue. '"Anybody would think I was 
the ducker. 

"Where is George?" questioned 
Boyd, to change the subject 

"In bis trundle-bed, I suppose," said 
Fraser, stiffly. "Along about nine 
o'clock he begins to yawn like a 

s trained seal. That'B how I came to fall 
^ In with —this." He indicated the gig-
^ gling Clyde. "I didn't have anything 
"i better to do." 

"Did you show George around as I 
asked?" 

PiS "Sure! After that fairy—farrier, I 
/"' should gay—finished his front feet, I 
' took him out and let him look at the 

elevated railroad. Then he came back 
and hqnted up the janitor of the build
ing. He spent the evening in the base
ment with the engineer. Oh, he's had 
a splendid day." 

"I say, poyd, have you got another 
one like—like this?" Clyde asked, 

nodding at Fraser, who snorted in
dignantly. 

"Not exactly. Bait is quite the an
tithesis of Mr. Fraser. He is a fisher
man, and he has never been East be
fore." 

"He's learning the manicure busi
ness," sniffed the adventurer. "He has 
his nails curried every day. Says it 
tickles." 

"Oh, glory be!" ejaculated the club
man. "I must meet him, too. Let me 
show him the town, will you? I'll foot 
the bills; I'll make it sometihng his
toric. Please do! I'm bored to death." 

"We can't spare the time; we are 
here on business," said Emerson. 

"Business!" Cylde remarked. "That 
sounds interesting. I haven't seen any
body for years who was really busy at 
anything that was worth being busy 
at. It must be a great sensation to 
really do something." 

"Don't you do anything?" 
"Oh, yes; I'm as busy as a one-

legged sword dancer, but I don't do 
anything. It's the same old thing; 
leases to sign, rents to collect, and 
that sort of rot. My agent does most of 
it, however. I wish I were like you, 
Boyd; you always were a lucky chap." 
Emerson smiled rather grimly at 
thought of the earlier part of the even
ing and of his present fortune. 

"Oh, I mean it!" said Clyde. "Look 
how lucky you were at the university. 
Everything came your way. Even M—" 
He checked himself and jerked his 
head In the direction of the North 
Side. "You know! She's never been 
able to see any of us fellows with a 
spy-glass since you left, and I have 
proposed regularly every full moon." 
He wagged his curly head solemnly 
and sighed. "Well, there is only one 
man I'd rather see get her than you, 
arid that's me—or I—whichever is 
proper." 

"I'm not sure it's proper for either of 
us to get her," smiled Boyd. , 

Well, I'm glad you've returned any
how; for there's an added starter." 

"Who is he?" 
"He's some primitive Western fel

low like yourself! I don't know his 
name—never met him, in fact. But 
while we Chicago fellows were canter
ing along in a bunch, watching each 
other, he got the rail." 

"From the way her father spoke and 
acted I judged he had somebody In 
sight." Boyd's eyes were keenly alight 
and Clyde continued. 

"We've just got to keep her in Chi
cago, and you're the one to do it. I 
tell you, old man, she has missed you. 
Yes sir, she has missed you a blamed 
sight more than the rest of us have. 
Oh, you don't know how lucky you 
are." 

"I lucky! H'm! You fellows are 
rich—" 

"Bah! I'm not. I've gone through 
most of what I had. All that is left are 
the rents; they keep me going, after 
a,fashion. Now that it Is too late, I'm 
beginning to wake up; I'm getting 
tired of loafing. I'd like to get out and 
do something, but I can't; I'm too well 
known in Chicago, and besides, as a 
business man, I'm certainly a nickel-
plated rotter.". 

"I'll give you a chance to recoup," 
said Boyd. "I am here to raise some 
money on a good proposition." 

The younger man leaned forward 
eargerly. "If you say it'B good, that's 
all I want to know. I'll take a chance. 
I'm in for anything from pitch-and-
tpss to manslaughter." 

"I'll tell you what it Is, and you can 
use your own Judgment." 

"I haven't a particle," Clyde con
fessed. "If I had, I wouldn't need to 
Invest. Go ahead, however; I'm all 
ears." He pulled his chair closer and 
listened intently while the other out
lined the plan, his weak gray eyes re
flecting the old hero-worship of his col
lege days. To him, Boyd Emerson had 
ever represented the ultimate type 
of all that was most desirable, and 
time had not lessened his admira
tion. 

"It looks as if there might be a 
jolly rumpus, doesn't It?" he ques
tioned, when the speaker had finished. 

"It does." 
"Then I've got to see it. I'll put in 

my share if you'll let me go along." 
"You go! Why, you wouldn't like 

that sort of thing," said Emerson, con
siderably nonplussed. 

"Oh, wouldn't I? I'd eat it. It's Just 
what I need. I'd revel in that outdoor 
life." He threw back his narrow shoul
ders. "I'm a regular 'scout when it 
comes to roughing it. Why, I camped 
in the Thousand Islands all one sum
mer, and I've been deer-hunting in the 
Adirondacks. We didn't get any—they 
were too far from the hotel; but . I 
know all about mountain life." 

"This is totally different." Boyd ob
jected; but Clyde ran on, hiB enthusi
asm growing as he tinted the mental 
picture to suit himself. 

"I'm a splendid fisherman, too, and 
I've plenty of tackle." 

"We shall use netB." 
"Don't do it. It isn't sportsman

like. I'll take a book of flies and whip 
that stream to a froth." Emerson in
terrupted him to explain briefly the 
process of salmon-catching, but the 
young man was not to be discouraged. 

"You give me something to do— 
something where I don't have to lift 
heavy weights or carry boxes—and 
watch me work! I tell you, it's what 
I've been looking for, and I didn't 
know it; I'll get as lucky as you are 
and all sunburnt. Tell me the sort of 
furs and the kind of pistols to buy and 
I'll put ten thousand dollars In the 
scheme. That's all I can spare." 

"You won't need either furs or fire
arms," laughed Boyd. "When we get 
back to Kalvik the days will be long 
and hot, and the whole country will be 
a blaze of wild flowers." 

"That's fine; I love flowers. If I 

can't catch fish for the cannery, 111 
make up for it in gome other way." 

"Can you keep books?" 
"No; but I can play a mandolin," 

Clyde offered optimistically. "I guess 
a little music would sound pretty good 
up there in the wilderness." 

"Sure; I'm out of practice, but—" 
"Take him!" said Fraser, turning 

upon Emerson. "He can set on the 
front porch of the cannery with wild 
flowers in his hair and play La Pa-
loma. It will make those other fish-
houses mad with jealousy. Get a win
dow-box and a hammock, and maybe 
Willis Marsh will run in and spend his 
evenings with you." 

"Don't josh!" insisted Clyde, ser
iously. "I want to go." 

"Me josh?" Fraser's face was like 
wood. 

"I'll think it over," Emerson said, 
guardedly. 

Without warning, the adventurer 
burst into shrill laughter. 

"Are you laughing at me?" angrily 
demanded the city youth. 

Fraser composed his features, which 
seemed to have suddenly disrupted. 
"Certainly not! I Just thought of some
thing that happened to my father when 
I was a little child." Again he began 
to shake, at which Clyde regarded him 
narrowly ;* but his merriment was so 
impersonal as to allay suspicion, and 
the young fellow went on with undi
minished enthusiasm: 

"You think it over and in the mean
time IH get a bunch of the fellows to
gether. We'll all have lunch at the 
University Club tomorrow and you 
can tell them about the affair." 

Fraser abruptly ended his laughter 
as Boyd's heel came heavily in con
tact with his instep under the table. 
Clyde was again lost in an exposition 
of his fitness as a fisherman when Fra
ser burst out: 

"Hello! There's George. He's walk
ing in his sleep and thinks this is a 
manicure stable."-

Emerson turned to behold Bait's 
huge figure all but blocking the dis
tant door. It was evident that he had 
been vainly trying to attract their at
tention for some time, but lacked the 
courage to enter the crowded room, 
for, upon catching Boyd's eye, he beck
oned vigorously. 

"Call him in," said Clyde quickly. 
"I want to meet him. He looks Just my 
sort." And accordingly Emerson mo
tioned to the fisherman. Seeing there 
was no help for it, Big George com
posed himself and ventured timidly 
across the portal, steering a tortuous 
course toward his friends; but In these 
unaccustomed waters his bulk became 
unmanageable and his way beset with 
perils. Deeming himself In danger of 
being run down by a waiter, he 
sheered to starboard, and collided 
with a table at which there was a thea
ter party. Endeavoring to apologize, 
he backed into a great pottery vase, 
which rocked at the impact and 
threatened to topple from its founda
tion. 

"I'd rather take an ox-team through 
this room than him," said Fraser. 
"He'll w*reck something sure." 

Conscious of the attention he was 
attracting on all sides, Big George be
came seized with an excess of awk
wardness; his face blazed, and the per-

! spiration started from his forehead. 
"I hope the head water doesn't speak 

to him," Boyd observed. "He is mad 
enough to rend him limb from limb." 
But the words were barely spoken 
when they saw a steward hasten to
ward George and address him, follow
ing which the big fellow's voice rum
bled angrily: 

"No, I ain't made any mistake! I'm 
a boarder here, and you get out of my 
way or I'll step on you." He strode 
forward threateningly, at which the 
waiter hopped over the train of an 
evening dress and bowed obsequiously. 
The noiBe of laughter and many voices 
ceased. In the silence George pursued 
his way repardless of personal injury 
or property damage, breaking trail, 
as it were, to his destination, where 
he sank limply into a chair which 
creaked beneath his weight. 
•"Gimme a lemonade, quick; I'm all 

het up," he ordered. "I cant* get no 
footholt on these fancy floors, they're 
so dang slick." 

After a half-dazed acknowledgment 
of his introduction to Alton Clyde, he 
continued: "I've been trying to flag 
you for ten minutes." He mopped his 
brow feebly. 

"What is wrong?" 
"Everything! It's too noisy for me 

in this hotel. I've been trying to sleep 
for three hours, but this band keeps 
playing, and that elevated railroad 
breaks down every few minutes right 
under my window. There's whistles 
blowing, bells ringing, and—can't we 
find some quiet road-house where I 
can get an hour's rest? Put me in a 
boiler-shop or a round-house, where I 
can go to sleep." 

"The hotels are all alike," Boyd an
swered. "You will soon get used to It." 

"Who, me? Never! I want to get 
back to Gpd's country." 

"Hurrah for you!" ejaculated Clyde. 
"Same here! And I'm going with you." 

"How's that." questioned George. 
"Mr. Clyde offers to put ten thous

and dollars into the deal if he can go 
to Kalvik with us and help run the 
cannery," explained Emerson. 

George looked over the clubman 
carefully from his curly crown down to 
his slender, high-heeled shoes, then 
smiled broadly. 

"It's up to Mr. Emerson. I'm willing 
if he is." Whereupon, vastly encour
aged, Clyde proceeded to expatiate 
upon his own surprising qualifications. 
While he was speaking, a party of 
three men approached and seated 
themselves at an adjoining table. As 
they pulled out their chairs, Big 
George chanced to glance in their di
rection; then he put down his lemon
ade glass carefully. 

"What's the matter?" Boyd de
manded in a low tone, for the big fel
low's face had suddenly gone livid, 
while his eyes had widened like those 
of an'enraged animal. 

"That's him!" George growled. 
"That's the dirty hound!" 

"Sit still!" commanded Fraser; for 
the fisherman had shoved back from 
the table and was rising, his hands 
working hungrily, the cords in his neck 
standing out rigidly. Seeing the mur
der-light in his companion's eyes, the 
speaker leaned forward and thrust the 
big fellow back into the chair from 
which he had half lifted himself. 

"Don't make a fool of yourself," he 
cautioned. 

Clyde, who had likewise witnessed 

the giant's remarkable metamorphosis, 
now inquired its meaning. -

"That's him!" repeated George, his 
eyes glaring redly. "That's Willis 
Marsh." 

"Where?" Emerson whirled curious
ly; but there was no need for George 
to point out his enemy, for one of the 
strangers stood as if frozen, with his 
hand upon the back of his chair, an 
expression of the utmost astonishment 
upon his face. A smile was dying from 
his lips. 

Boyd beheld a plump, thick-set man 
of tliirty-eight in evening dress. There 
was nothing distinctive about him ex-, 
cept, perhaps, his hair, which was of a 
decided reddish hue. He was light of 
complexion; his mouth was small and 
of a rather womanish appearance, due 
to the full red lips. He was well 
groomed, well fed; in all ways he was 
a typical city-bred man. He might have 
been a broker, though he did not carry 
the air of any particular profession. 

That he was, at all events, master 
of his emotions he soon gave evidence. 
Raifeing his brows in recognition, he 
nodded pleasantly to Bait; then, as if 
on second thought, excused himself to 
his companions and stepped toward 
the other group. The legs of George's 
chair scraped noisily on the tiles as he 
rose; the sound covered Fraser's quick 
admonition: 

"Take it easy, pal; let him talk." 
"How do you do, George? What in 

the name of goodness are you doing 
here? I hardly recognized you." 
Marsh's voice was round and musical, 
his accent Eastern. With an assump
tion of heartiness, he extended a 
white-gloved hand, which the big, un
couth man who faced him refused to 
take. The other three had risen. 
George seemed to be groping for a re
tort. Finally he blurted out, hoarsely: 

"Don't offer me your hand. It's 
dirty! It's got blood on it!" 

"Nonsense!" Marsh smiled. "Let's 
be friends again, George. Bygones are 
bygones. I came over to make up with' 
you and ask about affairs at Kalvik. 
If you are here on business and I can 
help—" 

"You dirty rat!" breathed the fish
erman. 

"Very well; if you wish to be obsti
nate—" Willis Marsh shrugged his 
shoulders carelessly, although in his 
voice there was a metallic note. "I 
have nothing to say." He turned a very 
bright and very curious pair of eyes 
upon George's companions, as if seek
ing from them some hint as to his 
victim's presence there. It was but a 
momentary flash of inqufry, however, 
and then his gaze, passing quickly 
over Clyde and Fraser, settled upon 
Emerson. 

"Mr. Bait and I had a business mis
understanding," he said smoothly, 
"which I hoped was forgotten. It 
didn't amount to much—" 

At this Bait uttered a choking snarl 
and stepped forward, only to meet 
Boyd, who intercepted him. 

"Behave yourself!" he ordered. 
"Don't make a scene," and before the 
big fellow could prevent it he had 
linked arms with him and swung him 
around. The movement was executed 
so naturally that none of the. patrons 
of the cafe noticed it, except, perhaps, 
as a preparation for departure. Marsh 
bowed civilly and returned to his seat 
while Boyd sauntered toward the exit, 
his arm which controlled George tense 
as Iron beneath Ms sleeve. He felt 
the fisherman's great frame quivering 
against him and heard the excited 
breath halting in his lungs; but pos
sessed with the sole idea of getting 
him away without disorder! he smiled 
back at Clyde and Fraser, who were 
following and chatted agreeably with 
his prisoner until they had reached 
the foyer. Then he released his hold 
and said quietly: 

"You'd better go up to your room 
and cool off. You came near spoiling 
everything." 

"He tried to shake hands," George 
mumbled, "with me! That thieving 
whelp tried to shake—" He trailed off 
into an unintelligible jargon of curses 
and threats which did not end until he 
had reached the elevator. Here Alton 
Clyde clamored for enlightenment as 
to the reason for this eruption. 

"That is the fellow we will havev to 
fight," Boyd explained. "He is the head 
of the cannery combination at Kalvik, 
and a bitter enemy of George's. If he 
suspects our motives or gets wind of 
our plans, we'je done for." 

Clyde spoke more earnestly than at 
any time during the evening. "Well, 
that absolutely settles It as far as I 
am concerned. This is bound to end in 
a row." 

"You mean you don't want to join 
us?" 

"Don't want to! Why, I've Just got 
to, .that's all. The ten thousand is 
yours, but if you don't take me along, 
I'll stow away." 

CHAPTER XI. 
Wherein Boyd Emerson is Twice 

Amazed. 
Nearly ji, month had elapsed when 

Emerson at last expressed to George 
the discouragement that for several 
days had lain silently In both men's 
minds. 

"It looks like failure, doesn't it?" 
"Sure does! You've played your 

string out, eh?" 
"Absolutely! I've done everything 

except burglary, but I can't raise that 
hundred thousand dollars. From the 
way we started off "It looked easy, but 
times are hard and I've bled my 
friends of every dollar they can spare. 
In fact, some of them have put in 
more than they can afford." 

"It's an awful big piece of money," 
Bait admitted, with a sigh. 

"I nevei* fully realteed before how 
very large," Boyd said. "And yet, with
out that amount the Seattle bank 
won't back us for the remainder." 

"Oh, It's no use to tackle the busi
ness on a Bmall soale." Big George 
pondered for a moment. "We cant 
wait much longer. We ought to be on 
the Coast now. We're shy twenty-five 
thousand dollars, eh?" 

"Yes, and I can't see any possible 
way of raising it. I've done "the best I 
could, and so has Clyde, but it's no 
use." 

The strain of the past month was 
evident in Emerson's face, which was 
worn and tired, as if from sleepless 
nights. Of late he had lapsed again 
into that despondent mood which Fra
ser had observed In Alaska, his mo
ments of depression growing more fre
quent as the precious days slipped 
past. Every waking hour he had de

voted to the promotion of his enter
prise. He had laughed at rebuffs and 
refused discouragement; he had so
licited ever man who seemed likely in 
any way to be interested. He had gone 
from office to office, his hours regu
lated by watch and note-book, always 
retailing the same facts, always con
vincingly lucid and calmly enthusias
tic. But a scarcity of money seemed 
prevalent. Those who sought Invest
ment either had better opportunities 
or refused to finance an undertaking 
so far from home, and apparently so 
hazardous. 

During those three years in the 
North, Boyd had worked with feverish 
haste and suffered many disappoint
ments; but never before had he used 
such a vast amount of nervous force 
as in this short month, never had for
tune seemed so maddeningly stub
born. But he had hung on with* bull
dog tenacity, not knowing how to give 
up, until at last he had placed his 
stock to the extent of seventy-five 
thousand dollars, only to realize that 
he had exhausted his vital force as 
well as his list of acquaintances. In 
public he maintained a sanguine front, 
but in private he let go, and only his 
two Alaskan friends had sounded the 
depths of his disappointment. 

One other, to be sure, had some ink
ling of what troubled him, yet to Mil
dred he had never explained the pre
cise nature of his difficulties. She did 
not even know his plans. He spent 
many evenings with her, and she 
would have given him more of her so
ciety had he consented to go out with 
her, for the demands upon her time 
were numerous; but this he could 
never bring himself to do, being too 
wearied in mind and body, and wish
ing to spare hinself any additional 
mental disquiet. 

Neither Mildred nor her father ever 
spoke of that unknown suitor in his 
presence, and their very silence in
vested the mysterious man with me
nacing possibilities which did not 
tend to soothe Boyd's troubled mind. 
In fact, Mr. Wayland, despite his 
genial manner, Inspired him with a 
vague sense of hostility, and, as if he 
were not sufficiently distracted by all 
this, Fraser and George kept him in 
a constant state of worry frojtn other 
causes. The former was continually 
involving him in some wildly impos
sible enterprise which seemed ever in 
danger of police interference. He could 
not get rid of the fellow, for Fraser 
calmly Included him In all of his 
machinations, dragging him In willy-
nilly, until, in Boyd'rf" ears there 
sounded the distant clank of chains 
and the echo of the warder's tread. A 
dozen times he had exposed the rogue 
and established his own position, only 
to find himself the next day wallowing 
in some new complication more diffi
cult than that from which he had es
caped. Ordinarily it would have been 
laughable, but at this crisis it was 
tragic. 

(To be Continued. 

The funeral of Mrs. Sarah I. Graham 
whose death occurred Thursday,, after 
a long illness, will be held from the 
family residence, 320 North Washing1-
ton street, tomorrow afternoon at 3 
o'clock. Rev. T. W. Jeffrey, pastor of 
the First M. E. church will conduct 
the services. The Ottumwans will sing 
a special program. Interment will be 
made in Ottumwa cemetery, beside 
the remains of her son, Leroy Graham, 
who died some years ago. 

The, decedent was the wife of S. L. 
Graham, and was 48 years old. 

Two children, John Graham and 
Mrs. Raleigh Ream survive, besides 
three brothers, Dr. J. V. Cornish of 
Quincy, 111., Samuel Coombs and 
John Cornish of Bayard and one sis
ter Mrs. A. S. Miller of Denver, 
Colo. The deceased was a member of 
the Royal Neighbors, Yeomen and 
Eastern Star. She was born in De 
Kalb county, 111., May 18, 1862 and has 
lived in Ottumwa since June, 1908. 

Important Price 
on 

MEN'S SUITS 
THE FINEST CLOTHES IN THE WORLD, DESIGNED AND 

TAILORED BY DAVID ADLER & SONS. AND OTHER WELL 
KNOWN MAKERS, ALL HERE OFFERED AT THE ORDINARY 
PRICES OF THE COMMONEST KIND OF CLOTHES. IT'S A 
CHANCE THE THRIFTY MAN WILL BE SURE TO TAKE AD
VANTAGE OF. 

$25.00 SUITS REDUCED TO ............... .$18.00 

$22.60 SUITS REDUCED TO $16.50 

$20.00 SUITS REDUCED TO .$15.00 

$18.50 SUITS REDUCED TO $13.75, 

Doty Clothing1 Co., 
Jerry Shea, Manager. 

209-211 East Main St. 
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The funeral of John William Daniel 
Babb who passed away ^yesterday 
morning at his home i604 West Main 
street, will be held Monday afternoon 
from the residence at 2:80 o'clock 
conducted by the Rev. Mr. Baker of 
the United Brethern church. Inter
ment will be made in the Ottumwa 
cemetery. 

"RICHLAND; 
Tuesday being little Miss Hattie 

Brown's birthday, a large number of 
her litle friends were entertained at 
her home from two until live o!olock. 
A luncheon was enjoyed by the little 
ones. 

Mrs. Wm. Callister grave a birthday 
party yesterday afternoon to her 
granddaughter Mildred. Some twenty-
three invitations were Issued in honor 
of her ninth birthday. 

The Misses Clara and Lois Cole of 
Moulton are enjoytnsr a visit with 
their aunt Mrs. Floyd Johnson. 

Mrs. Arnold Turner went to Pleas
ant Plain to visit a few days with rela
tives. 

Mr. and Mrs. J. G. Ranvus of -Keota 
and sisters. Grace and Pearl of Chi
cago visited Wednesday with the T. F. 
McCarty family. 

Mr. and Mrs. Puder who visited with 
friends in Ollle over Sunday are at 
home again. 

Ed Evans came in from Mtoneosta 
to spend a few days with relatives and 
old friends. v 

Mrs. Sopher and Mrs. A<Jdo Drum-
mond spent Tuesday and Wednesday 
In Keota attending the W. C .T. U. 
district convention. 

Miss White of Fairfield accompanied 
by a niece and nephew who visited the 
Wm. Harkins family departed this 
morning for home. 

Mrs. John Johnson of Trenton, Ma, 
who has been vlatflng'a couple of 
weeks here with relatives departed for 
home yesterday. 

Miss Ethel Holmes of Dean .River 
oame In Wednesday for a re-w days 
visit with relatives and friends. 

BLAKE8BUR& 
• 
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Mrs. Elsie Baldock and children ac

companied by her mother Mrs. Wyati 
left for her home In Quftwcy, 111., Wed-
nesday evening. , 

Mrs. lantha Bracewell and daugh
ter Mrs. Fletcher Groves are visiting 
Mrs. Ellsa Snow. 

Mr. Frankinburg and family of "West 
Bend, Wis., are visiting at the Geo. 
Thode home. 

Rev. C. E. Petit Is In Mt Pleasant 
on business. 

Dr. K. Arnold of Humeston is visit
ing relatives here. 

COST IS GREAT IN 
PHILLIPS' CASE 

WITNESSES, REPORTER AND 
BAILIFF CHARGES AMOUNT TO 

$250.85 A TPRESENT. 

The expense of . the Phillips' ouster 
proceedings has cost the county up to 
date the sum of $250.85 as complied 
by Auditor Charles McCarty today. 
No less than seventy-three names ap
pear as witnesses, although some of 
these appear more than once having 
given testimony in court on more than 
one day. The costs of the witnesses 
aggregated the sum of $170.85, that o,f 
reporter, $64 and bailiff, $16. More Is 
to come from the reporter owing to the 
transcribing of his short hand notes 
which were sent for yesterday. Just 
what this amount will reach is not 
known. It Is generally supposed that 
the state will bear the expense of the 
judge hearing the case. ' Interest is 
being made manifest in the ruling of 
the court which is awaiting by num
bers of persons anxious to learn the 
outcome of the hearing. 

BACHELOR GIRLS' 
CHAUTAUQUA 

SIGOURNEY YOUNG WOMEN 
MANAGE SPLENDID ENTERTAIN

MENT—OPENS TODAY 

Sigourney, Auguc1. 2.—Slgourney's 
chautauqua commenced today and 
will continue for six days. The chau
tauqua has been arranged for by the 
Sigourney Batchelor Ladies' club and 
there are two entertainments sach day. 
A large tent is erected on the grounds 
of the North Ward school building. 

The men appearing on the program 
are men of national heputation. Hon. 
Frank Ragan of Illinois Will lecture on 
the -Fool Tax Payer;"' Rev. John H. 
Hector, the famous cblorod orator of 
Pennsylvania will give his descriptive 
lecture on the "Battle of Shiloh"; The. 
Meneley quartet of Chicago Is to* be 
here for two dayB; Prof. Jones, presi
dent of Perry Normal will lecture on 
"Selling his Birthright"; Dr. Hall of 
California will deliver- two of his 
strong Lectures; Captain Stanley, the 
great traveler, will be here for two 
oays; and Prof. W. A. Gardner, the 
Sousa Band Cornetist, will be ' here 
for two days and have charge of the 
muslo. 

With apparently the best of weather 
in sight for all of the tdx days it is ex
pected that the chautauqua will at
tract large crowds each day and prova 
a great sucoees. 

LOST MAN 18 FOUND. 

Edward Lewis, a Resident of West 
Point Missing 81nce May 9, 

Located. 
Ft. Madison, August 2.—Tom Robb 

yesterday recognised at the Burlington 
depot Edward Lewis, the man who 
disappeared from his home in West 
Point on May 9 and has not since been 
heard from. Lewis left West Polat 
on that date with the intention of re
turning to his old home at Pfenning-
ton Where he expected to purchase 
some property, taking $1*800 in cash 
with him. He went to Farmlngton 
where he remained for a short time 
a-M then disappeared. A search was 
instituted by his wife who was/fearful 
that ha had been murdered for his 
money, but his wherebouts eould not 
he ascertained. 

Chief of Police Schier was asked to 
help locate the missing man brit could 
not get any track of him up to this 
morning. 

Mr. Robb > pointed Lewis out to 
Chief Schier and that officer inter
viewed the BWO. He stated that he 
had7 been sick in a hospital in Kansas 
City pod bad been traveling about the 
country. Hte money was all right 
and be had only spent enough to pay 
his traveling expenses and bill at the 
hospital. 

Lewis ;ls said to be a character In a 
way and has quite a reputation in and 
about Farmlngton. Chief of Police 
Schier kept an eye on him until he 
was safe on board the train headed f6r 

Madame 
Shcumann Heink . 
The World's Greatest t 

Contralto 
Will Appear at the " 

Oskaloosa Chautauqua 
" Night o! August 12 i 

The most marvelous of all prima 
donnas is this grand artist, with her 
wonderful voice and magnetic powers. 
She is by. common consent the great* 
est living contraito singer In the world,: 
and niany think she has never had ft' 
superior. She continues to draw 
better crowds than any other ooncert 
singer .in .the world. The' secret of 
her success is her wonderful art, her 
wholesome music and her good genial 
lovable character and life. Schumann-
.iieink's songs appeal to the best in 
man and woman., She returns to this 
country this season with her voice 
rich and full,-and unimpaired. There, 
is only one Schumann-Heink in the 
world. Powerful as no other living 
singer she combines this power with 
the tenderness of a loving mother. 

Schumann-Heink is 1 the" highest' 
priced single 'attraction ever appear* 
ing on an Iowa Chautauqua program* 

Cost $1,000 for this one Concert. 

, i 
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we are offering to the Patrons of 
our Chautauqua this wonderful attrac
tion for an unusually low price. The 
general admission for the great cdn* 
cert will be only $1.00. Usual price, 
$2.00. 

The Oskaloosa Chautauqua is th®. 
largest Chautauqua in the middle west, . i 

$3,510 For Talent 
August 9 to 1). 1)10 
Send to C. Ver Ploeg, Secretary for 

the big Chautauqua Pamphlet, if you 
want to know more. 

"The Good 

Clothes Store" 

MARTIN'S 
The Green Front 

214 East Main 

The Rain Was Great 
All should be happy for that rain is 

worth a great deal to every one, and 
particularly the farmers. 

Dont forget we are here with a 
dandy new stock of Studebaker Wag
ons and Buggies, J. 1. Case Threshing 
Machines, Fence Wire, Harness, 
Cream Separators and a lot more 
things handled by a first class store. 

Wilson Carriage Co. 
New Masonic Bldg. ltd W. Second. 

Brighten Up' i ' 
Your Home 

Furniture wears out and must be 
brightened up every so often. We 
upholster and repair any piece of fur* 
nlture. Call us and our wagon will 
come to your home. 

H. W. Six echtin^ 
Corner Washington and Second 

West Point where his wife Is awaiting 
to take him in hand. He gave as a ' 
reason for leaving home that he was ' ? 
not pleased with his situation at West 
Point. _. ^ v , » .' 
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