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COME AND GONE 
" John J. Boobar came up form St. 
Cloud last Friday and visited over 
Sunday in this city, as the guest of 
G. B. Buckman. 

Mr. and Mrs. Matt Zerwas visited 
over Sunday in Fargo, N. D., with 
their daughter, Miss Elizabeth 
Zerwas, who holds a position as 
stenographer at that place. 

H. N. Harding of Cass Lake visited 
in this city the latter part of last 
week. 

Mrs. E N. Ebert came down from 
Brainerd last Friday for a visit 

with her parente, Mr. and Mrs. P. 
W. Hayes. " — r ?T ^ 

Frank Heining of verndale returned 
home the latter part of last week, 
after attending . the funeral of Miss 
Carolyn Heroux. . ' 

Mrs. J. Stang and daughter, Frida, 
of St. Paul visited in this city last 
Friday with Rev. and Mrs. C. M. 
Hailanger, enroute home from a trip 
to the Pacific. ft 

Miss Elsie Johnson of Darling left 
Saturday for a visit in -Chicago, after j 
a short visit here with Miss Lydia' 
Gerritz. 

TIE CAMPAIGN IS ON' 
and we are strictly in the race with a celebrated line of 

UNIVERSAL HEATERS AND RANGES! 
When we say we have a full line of Universals, we 

mean every word of what we say and we invite your 

inspection of our Hard Coal, Soft Coal, Wood and 

Combination Wood and Coal Heaters. 

Our line of stoves 
this season is larger 
than ever for the rea
son that the name 
'•Universal" has be
come a household word 
and stands for "Beauty 
and Durability of con
s t r u c t i o n , "  a n d  t h e  
"acme of stove perfec
tion." 

Let us show you the 
Universal and explain 
its merits and you will 
have no. other. Hun
dreds of them are giv
ing perfect satisfaction 
in this city and vicinity 
and our satisfied cus
tomers are the very 
b e s t  p r o o f s  o f  t h e  
merits of the Univer
sal. 

WSJ19ES) 

mutt your Term* witt bo motto to 
oouvouttnoo 

Your old stove or heater taken in exchange as a first 
payment. Could we make a fairer offer? 

SIMONET Furniture and 
Carpet Company 

Complete House Furnishers Little Falls, Minn* 

Your credit is good at the house that saves you money 

AUCTION SALE 
On Farm of WM, R, GOLLNIK 

— Beginning— 

NOV. 16-'C)8 
At 9 A. M. 

The undersigned, will then and there sell at 
public auction for cash, all personal property 
belonging to the estate of William R. Gollnik, 
deceased and to Mrs. Mathilda Gollnik. 
Said property consists of: 

5 horses,weight about 1400 lb. 
2 double harness 
1 single harness 
14 milch cows 
38 head of other cattle 
2 wagons 
1 spring wagon 
2 pair, bob sleds; 1 pair bob 

sleds to be attached to bu-
by. 

1 McCormick mower 
1 McCormick binder 
1 horse hay rake 

1 riding cultivator 
1 walking cultivator 
1 4-horse Tiger seed drill 
1 manure spreader 
1 cream separator 
1 grinding mill 
1 16-horse power engine 
1 circular wood saw with 

frame 
118x20 disk 
1 corn planter 
1 scraper 
And other farm utensils 

Farm ol 315 Acres with good buildings also 
for rent 

Simon P. Brick, MmMstrator 
FRANK ARMSTRONG, Auctioneer. ^ 
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IA VERY YOUNG CASE.; 1 A Process of Deduction: 
'K H-K-H-H-H-M-I-I-l-H' 

 ̂ [Original.] * | 
A young couple just out of child ( 

hood in a garden, he sitting on a rus. 
tic bench, she lounging in a hammock | 
The  f lower s  a r e  In  b loom,  t he  a i r  I l j  
balmy, the sky* a beautiful blue—jua i 
the surroundings for flirting. Flirtini. 
Is not a good word, especially in th< ( 

case of a man, but there is a distinoj 
tlon between it and courting. It is » 
lighter grade of the same article, just 
as claret differs from burgundy. I 

"Do you know," he said, "that I'v* ( 
had some success lately In mind read 
Jnig?" 

"No. Whose mind have jou beei 
reading?" 

"Well, last evening I was calling at 
the Harrisons, and we all got to talk 
tog about mind reading. It was pro. 
posed that we each in turn try what! 
we could do. When it came my turn 1. 
made some experiments with Edith"-] 
He paused and looked at her quizzical 
ly. "Why do you look surprised?" 

"I didn't know she had any mind <* 
read." I 

"H'm! She's very, bright I told her 
Just what she was thinking about." I 

"I suppose it was something deep?" J 
"Oh, no! Nothing of importance . 

Then I"- • . 
"What was it?" j 
There was a battle of words. Ht j 

strove to avoid telling her, but even • 
tually yielded. "She was thinking of 
you." 

"And do you consider me 'nothing at 
Importance?'" 

"I meant—I mean—I didn't mean— 
What I intended' — 

"And was Edith thinking that I air 
nothing of importance?" 

"She didn't say anything about 
that." - | 

"But if you were reading her mind 
you must have known what she thought' 
about me." j 

He scratched his head, then stumblec j 
on: "Well, you see, it was like this: 1 
was thinking about you, and, your be' 
tog on my mind, maybe it was a casi! 
of transference of thought." j 

This was placating. A suspicion oi 
a pleased smile stole over her lips. She] 
didn't speak again for a few minutes,! 
and when she did her tone was milder, j 

"What were you thinking about me?" 1 
"Oh, I don't know. Suppose I try te. 

mind read you?" I 
"Very well." I 
He rested his elbows on bis knees, 

and his head on his hands, covering his 
eyes. Presently he said: I 

"Somehow or other I feel—I think—] 
I am impressed with the presence of a, 
tall young man with a long neck and, 
spindle legs. He wears glasses and 
has a very good opinion of himself. 
He's Bam Collamore. You're thinkipg 
about him." 

"That's not a description «f Mr. Col
lamore. And I wasn't thinking about 
him at all. I was thinking about yon." 

This was spoken with a bit of sharp* 
ness. 

"Do you mean that I look Uke Sam 7" 
"It's not very polite to yon to speak 

so of a friend of mine." 
"Ton said Edith Harrison had no 

mind." 
"And she hasn't But Mr. Collamore 

has, and he's a fine young man. So, 
there! Go on mind reading, bat leave 
out Mr. Collamore." 

He resumed his position again, cov
ering his eyes. "I see myself—myself 
as you see me—a person easily decelv- j 
ed—just the man for a girl to make a 
fool of. You are thinking that yon 
will use me this summer, just as yon 
Used Billy Perkins last snmmer and 
Tom"— 

"Please drop the personalities." 
"Well, that's all. Suppose yon try it 

on me." 
8he placed her round white hand, 

with taper fingers, over her eyes to a 
becoming fashion and said: 

"You are not thinking of anybody—j 
that is, anybody bnt yourself. Yon 
are thinking bow when your vacation 
comes you go up to the lakes and find 
a new girl who will be silly enough to 
trust you impllcity"— 

"What'll you be doing all that timer 
"Don't break the spelL I'm mind 

reading. I'm telling yon what you're 
thinking about And you'll leave her, 
oome back here and devote yourself; 

"Edith Harrison?" | 
This was a bit of a prod. • 

expression came back to her face. 
Do yon suppose that I care how tie- j 

voted yon are to Edith Harrison?" 
And she snapped her fingers viciously. 

"Certainly not! It Is the new girl np 
at the lakes who was silly enough te 
trust me that I am speaking of." 

There was no reply to this—that is» 
nothing more than a pout 

"111 go on with the mind reading It 
70a like. I come back here de> 
vote myself to a girl who doesn't care 
how devoted I am to another gin at 
the same time, and"— 

MI didn't say that I**— She stopped 
short 

"Your 
"How rldiculousr 
"The scene changes," he went on 

presently. "I'm talking about what 
you're thinking about remember 
Finally It ail comee out that I don't 
care a rap about any of these girls ex
cept one, and ehe doesnt care a tap 
about me. But"— 

"Which one?" 
Be described the girl to the ham

mock. She listened with growing 
pleasure as lie mentioned her different ! 
features, prefixing "beautiful" to all! 
of them till he came to her hair. I 

"My hair i n't auburn. IW— " I 
"By Jove! Then* the dock strife* I 

big I'm off for practice with the 
Good yl Bee you later." ! 

He saw another glit. 
ANNA BBNTLBY. 

But he didn't 

[Original.] ;•-•r'.- r I 
"Mac," said the chief to me, "tab! 

up the Peet case. He has been con 
victed of murdering Walker in hi 
(Peet's) house. They were friends 
and Peet has borne a good reputation 
Pettingill, his attorney, has been h 
and says he has got a 'stay,' so tha 
one more effort may be made to solvi 
what he considers a mystery." 

I took up the case with interest ani 
went with Pettingill to the housi 
where' the murder had been commit 
ted. He showed me the lounge when 
Walker was lying asleep one warn 
September afternoon and the hole ii 
the 'window- pane through which thi 
bullet had either entered or left tht 
room. Pettingill would have claimed 
that it"entered, indicating that Walkei 
had been shot from the outside. Bu' 
it went clean through Walker's hea< 
and made no dent in the room. 

I'm a methodical man. If I weren' 
I wouldn't lie a detective. Pettlngil 
said that a search had been made fo) 
the bullet within.the limit of the car 
rying power of a revolver and it hat 
not been found. I examined the holt 
in the pane. I took into consideratioi 
also the direction of the shot from th« 
only point in the room from which I4 

could have been very well fired. Theri 
was a clean sweep outside of a mill 
without an obstruction, except several 
different houses from 500 to 1,00( 
yards away. I made up my mini 
first to find that bullet if I had to huni 
six months for it. 

After an hour chatting, thinking, ex 
amining, I went away, resolved tc ( 

come back the next day with a small j 
telescope \vi:h which to fix directions 
The sun ro ? clear in the morning 
with not a Lktud in the. sky. I broughl 
my telescopo to bear on the differeni 
houses in tl;;> way of possible shots 
There was .a sideboard in the room; 

and one of the directions I noted was 
along its tap. On this top rested 
glass table articles, consisting of tum
blers, finger bowls, etc. I made t 
diagram in my notebook .of certain 
points outside, intending first to ex
amine them and, if no bullet;was fount! 
imbedded in them, to hire an army oi 
boys to hunt on theground. 

One of the first points I searched 
was a barn in line with the sideboard 
and the hole in the window pane. I 
got a ladder and climbed to the peak 
of the roof. I hadii't moved my lad
der more than two or three times be
fore I found a suspicious bole. With 
my knife I dug out a bullet. It was 
not a pistol bullet, but a rifle bullet 

Of course it might have been fired 
into the barn by anybody. However, 
I got a piece of chalk and made a 
white round spot as big as a football. 
Then I went back to the house and, 
laying a cane on the sideboard, with 
little adjustment pointed it directly at 
my chalk mark. The hole In the win
dow pane was in line. 

Still I had nothing to build on. I 
pat looking at the sideboard, racking 
my brain for some possible connec
tion between it and the direction of 
the bullet. A decanter filled with wa 
ter stood on the sideboard. Its body 
was round and smooth. The sun was 
shining on it, and the decanter concen
trated the rays in a focus. Somehow 
I went out and got some gunpowder 
and poured a few grains on the cane 
where, if it were a rifle, the nipple 
would be. The focus of the sun's 
rays approached the powder which I 
had put in its path. Presently ther« 
was an explosion. 

Remote as were the probabilities in 
the case, I began to be interested in 
the hypothetical structure I was en
deavoring to find a foundation for. I 
confess I smiled at the connection 
which I was building as showing how 
far a man may reach out for a clew. 
This was as far as I had got: A man 
pointing a fiintlock musket over the 
sideboard would not need to pull the 
trigger—the sun and the decanter would 
do it for him. 

But we detectives must follow a trail 
blindly. What firearms were there in 
the house? I, searched and in a closet 
found a rifle. I took out an exploded 
cartridge. The bullet I had found fitted 
the metal case exactly. 

This hypothetical germ that was de
veloping In my brain suddenly took a 
start, but prudence forbade my hurry
ing on. I had found the rifle and the 
ball with which Walker had been kill
ed, but had I not proved that Peet had 
killed him? Why hadn't the prosecu
tion got on to the rifle? Lucky for 
Peet that they hadn't, though, since 
they had convicted him it made no dif
ference. 

I found a box of cartridges with the 
rifle and fitting one in it went down
stairs, laid it on the sideboard and 
pointed it at my chalk target The 
muzzle of my gun, the place where 
Walker's head had been, the hole in 
the glass, were all in a straight line. 
Had it not been for the focus of the 
sun's rays I should have proved Peet 
guilty. As it was the focus may have 
fired , the gun. 

Here was a cue to the solution. I 
questioned Peet, and he remembered 
that he had . cleaned and loaded-his 
rifle and laid it on the sideboard while 
he went upstairs. The sun, acting on 
the nipple through the decanter, bad 
fired the gun. In the excitement, at
tending the discovery of the murder 
some one had stood It In a corner from 
whence It had been taken upstairs, 
where it was forgotten. Who took It 
away was never known, probably a 
servant.' - > , , ̂  

This geeus a very easy solution. 
Thafs because I happened to be on 
the right track. In ninety-nine to a 
hundred cast s I would hare been chas
ing an absurdity. 

C. MASON BRAD8TBBBT. 

AMU ~ 

UNFINISHED 
PROPOSAL. 

By C. B. LEWIS. 

Copyrighted, 190S, by Associated 
-- Literary Press, -v 

When mothers put it the way they 
do we must sympathize with them 
more or less, especially when the moth
er is a widow. It isn't through any 
spirit of avarice that she would have 
her daughter marry rich. It is simply 
that the money may be in the house 
when the man comes around with the 
gas bill. It isn't because of snobbish
ness that she would prefer to be the' 
mother-in-law of a duke rather than 
a commoner, but dukes are said never 
to call their mothers-in-law old cats. 

It isn't from any desire to smash ro
mances or break hearts that they lug 
the daughter of twenty off to Europe 
to hopes she will forget the man of 
twenty-five to fall in love with a 
suitor of sixty. It is that the dear 
girl may have a grandfather, a father 
and a husband all in one. 

Such were the guiding principles of 
Mrs. Deland, relict of Judge Deland, 
and it is requested that a fair per 
cent of the readers of this story be
come her partisans and give her a fair 
show. 

Of course the daughter, Clara, had 
received the education given to all' 
young girls whose fathers or mothers ' 
are able to pay for the same by the 
square foot, and she had arrived at the1 

age of twenty without causing any! 
particular worry to anybody when she 
met young Albert Lee. They called j 
him young Lee because he was only 
twenty-two and because there was an 
old Lee, who was sixty. j 

Young Lee was still at college, and' 
it was still an unsettled question as to 
wha t  p ro fe s s ion  he  wou ld  s e l ec t  t o '  
make his way through life. In an in-} 
definitely definite way he had been 
paying his attentions to Miss Glara 
for several months before the widowed 
mother, with a woman's intuition, 
aroused herself to the realization that 
her lamb might be stolen away. Then, 
like a dutiful mother, she began mak
ing inquiries and scolding her daugh
ter at the same time. 

It did not take long to exhaust the, 
schedule of inquiries. Young Lee was 
all right socially, and his sixty-year-
old father would leave him a com
fortable property when the reaper 
came, but there was no telling wheth
er he would pass away at sixty-one or 
eighty-five. 

It was long odds for a mother with 
a business head on her to take. She 2 
a t  once  pu t  he r  foo t  down ,  and of (  
course it was the wrong foot She ( 
began by criticising the suitor and 
ended by announcing that she would 
rather see her daughter in her grave. 

There were arguments, protesta
tions, tears. A girl who Is beginning 
to feel the impulses of love may be 
argued or bulldozed into silence, but 
to convince her is quite another thing. 

After a few minutes Clara had noth
ing further to say, and in her exuber
ance over her triumph the mother an
nounced an early trip to Europe.! 
Young' Lee would not follow. The ex
citements and enjoyments of London, 
Paris and Berlin would quite drive ( 

h im f rom the  daugh te r ' s  mind ,  and .  
some day that daughter would kneel; 
at the maternal feet and exclaim: 

"Bless you, mamma, that you have j 
caused me to forget that penniless 
young man and engaged me to the liv-1 
tog remains of an ancient lord, duke 
or count!" 

The living remains appeared in Lon
don. He was Lord Somebody or. oth- j 
er. The only certain thing about his 
'age was that he was over sixty. The 
only certain thing about his attentions j 
to the daughter was that he believed ( 
the mother far richer than she was 
and that be had several mortgages! 
on several ruined castles that he wish
ed to repair. j 

After the first meeting, which came, 
about through accident, milord was in 
evidence at brief intervals during the 
tour, lasting three months and more. 
He received all proper encouragement 
from the mother, and there were times 
when the daughter sat and looked at 
his dyed hair and false eyebrows and 
pasted wrinkles and was amused. 

In due tune, which was. a day or 
two before the ladies sailed for home, 
he made his proposal. It was first 
made to the mother, who received it 
smilingly; then to the daughter, who 
also smiled a little, but prevaricated 
by saying that she didn't know her 
own heart. 

Milord was In duty bound, as gal
lant remains are, to say that he would 
give her time, and Clara looked back 
at London from the decks of the 
steamer and congratulated herself that 
this ended It all. 

That was where she was just as 
much mistaken as her mother had 
been. They had been home only four 
weeks when milord put to an appear
ance at the American manor house; 
It was no one's business but his own 
how he had managed to raise the cash 
for the trip. There are money lenders 
In London who will take long chances. 
His love had not grown cold with the 
departure of Miss Deland. 

Just as the mother had figured on; 
young Lee had not followed the cou
ple abroad. There are postoffices all 
over the civilized world, however, and 
a slangy girl might have said that it 
was a cold week when Clara didn't 
receive and answer a letter from a 
certain New England college town. 

She may have even met young Lee 
after her return. They may have met 
and strolled on the broad highway 

leading to the villager-just a little 
stroll and just a little-talk. If so* the 
mother didn't know anything about It 
Milord had arrived to renew his pro
posal, and not three days had passed 
when the mother wanted to know 
what the daughter's answer was to be. 

"If he proposes to me again I shall 
accept him," was the prompt and un
expected reply. f 

No more arguments,, no more prot
estations, no more tears. The moth
er simply threw her arms around her 
daughter and murmured that she was 
the sweetest, dearest daughter In the 
whole world and then went off to In
form milord that he had a cinch. A 
cinch, it may be explained, means a 
good thing—you are the only Iceman 
on the route. 

Nothing has heretofore been said as 
to Miss Deland being the sole owner 
and chauffeur of an electric runabout, 
and even now the name of the maker 
will not be announced except at regu
l a r  adve r t i s i ng  r a t e s .  • '  *•  

When she realized that a second 
proposal from milord was inevitable* 
she chose her own ground to receive it 
That is, she invited the living remains 
to take a trip with her over the high
ways. Had he been a young man of 
thirty he would have scented deviltry 
to the air. Had he been a few years 
older he could not have managed to 
climb into the vehicle. 

For the first mile of the trip be hung 
on with a death grip and said nothing. 
Then, as no calamity happened, he got 
over his scare a bit and proceeded to 
observe: 

"My dear and charming Miss Deland, 
you remember that in London"— 

The dear and charming one steered 
the vehicle over the humpy ground be
side the track, and the bumps and 
bounces that followed kept milord in 
terror for the next five minutes. He 
had not been smashed up or thrown 
out, and he began again: 

"I make no excuse for following you 
to America. As I told your dear moth
er in London"— ' 

The electric started for the ditch, and 
Clara screamed, and for a few seconds 
there was every promise of a tragedy. 
Milord gasped a prayer and dug in his 
toes, and when the vehicle was once 
more in the straight and narrow path 
Its conductress said: 

"I think it was your talk that con
fused me, but I will do better hence
forth. You were saying that you told 
or I told or mother or some one else 
told somebody something In London." 

"Y-es. Is it positively necessary, my 
dear Miss Deland. to drive this vehicle 
as if we were racing with a locomo
tive?" 

"Oh, not at all, my lord. You were 
saying"— 

"I was saying to your mother that I 
had met my Ideal at last and that"— 

This time the electric left the road 
and brushed the hazel bushes, and no 
man would have kept his nerve and 
made a marriage proposal then. Mi
lord thought it was all over, and It was 
fully five minutes before he could 
swallow the lump In his throat and 
gasp out: 

"My dear, if we were to take a 
slower pace I believe I should enjoy 
the ride more. I felt It my first duty 
to let your mother know what my feel
ings were toward you, and then"— 

"Why, you don't call this fast go* 
tog, do you?" interrupted the girt. 
"We have simply been lingering. I 
will now show you the speed I gen
erally ride at." 

She showed him. He figured It out 
that It was a thousand miles an hour, 
but of course It was only twenty. He 
needed encouragement to go on, and 
Miss Clara gave «t to him by observ
ing: 

"Yes, you spoke to mamma, and 
then"— 

"Then, my dear, I had the courage 
to"— 

Away went the machine for a tele
graph pole, and the living remains for
got his dignity and cried out In appre
hension. He was gathering himself 
for a jump when the vehicle missed 
the pole by all of three-eighths of an 
Inch and was guided bAck into the road 
running on two wheels. 

"You had the courage to—to"— 
queried Clara when things were going 
right again. 

"Yes, my dear girl, I had the cour
age as well as the honor to ask for a 
private interview with you, and when 
it had been accorded I"— 

At this point the runabout shot to the 
right, shot to the left, jumped ahead 
and then made a sudden sweep and 
headed for home. It came to a halt 
for just three seconds, but that was 
plenty of time for milord to tumble out 
and remark: , 

"The scenery is so. beautiful here that 
X think I will walk back to the house." 

"But when the private Interview had 
been accorded"— 

"Yes! Um! Yes, 1 think I will 
walk.** 

"Well?" asked the mother when the 
daughter reached home. -

"He never proposed. He didn't 
propose," was the answer, "and now 
If Mr. Lee calls and you like him half 
as well ag I do"— 

"Clara, you go to your room. Mi
lord leaves tomorrow. You haft 
frightened him out of America." 

Misspelled Names of Places. 
A name very difficult to find correct

ly spelled is that of the Lake Ontario 
port Backet Harbor. When it Is not 
"Saclcetfs Harbor" or "Sackett Har
bor" It Is commonly "Backet's Harbor.** 
Another, not so frequently wrong; Is 
"Newburgb." the city of which 
la In the town of "Newburg." This 
brings up the problem of "Pittsburg," 
which its citizens like so well to spell 
"Pittsburgh." Another punier Is "Ho*-
slck Falls," which Is on the Hoooac 
rlrer, to Bensselaer county. The Unit
ed States geographical board is the nl> 
tlmate authority on the names of ptooea 
In America.—Rochester Democrat and 
Chronicle. 
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