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A LETTER TO SANTA CLAUS. 

He'd like old Santa Glaus to send 
A doll dat docs to sleep, 

Me'd like to have the baby's 
friend 

Dive me a woolly sheep. 

Me'd like a house to keep my 
doll 

And lots of uzzer things; 
Me'd like to have a pretty poll 

Dat laughs and talks and 
sings. 

But when you write to him for 
me, 

Be sure and tell him, muz-
zer, 

Dat he can keep dem all if he 
II send a baby bruzzer. 
'I ' EARLB H . EATON. 

AMBER GLASS. 
A.CHRISTMAS STORY. 

[Copyright, 1895, by American Press Associa
tion.] 

In Louisville I met old Colonel Hablin, 
• *and ho urged me to go home with him. 

"My people are all off on a visit, and 
you know what it is for a sociable old 
fellow to be left alone," said he. "And, 
by the way, yon may not know it, bnt 
I have one of the most attractive places 
in Kentucky, rambling old house, built 
by my grandfather, and all that sort of 
thing. Wait now before declining, for 
I must mention a stronger inducement, 
one that a gentleman can .hardly with
stand-—mint under amber colored glass. 
Don't quite catch that, do yon? I'll ex
plain, and you must pardon me if I ap
pear to ramble a little. In Kentucky 
during the latter part of the spring, all 
of the summer and the first half of the 
fall, a clodhopper can live almost as 
well as one of the bloods. And why ? Be
cause he can go along the spring branch 
and gather mint, can hang about a still-
house until somebody gives him a quart 
of liquor to get rid of him, and then all 
he has to do is to grab a handful of 
sugar, go away somewhere and live. 
But during the off time, when the sharp 
teeth of the frost has raked the earth, he 
can't get the mint, and therefore can't 
live completely. Now, I have suffered 
from this incompleteness of living and 
have at last provided against it. I have 

--Brtnint" hothouse, and more than that, 
the sun rays are mellowed through am
ber glass, and"— The old gentleman 
snatched out a red bandanna handker
chief and wiped his month. "Have you 
no handkerchief?" he asked, noticing 
that I had not wiped my mouth. ' ' What 
sort of a man are you getting to be? Bat 
what do you say? Going with me?" 

" l a m . " 
Upon my shoulder he affectionately 

laid his hand, unsteady with emotion, 
and looking straight into my eyes he 
said: "This world is going to the devil 
as fast as it can, and when I meet a man 
who is willing to turn aside and take 
an interest in me, why, I gad, it moves 

Sie, sir. Now I'll tell you what we'll 
o," he added taking my arm and turn

ing me about. "We'llgo out there and 
have an old fashiofieoT southern Christ
mas. On my place are a number of ne
groes that were born there, and to them 
the revival of an old holiday memory 
Will be—well, I hardly know what to 
call it, but you shall see for yourself.'' 

We went straightway to the railway 
station, the old man talking incessantly 
of his disappointment at the weakness 
of Christmas in the north. I let him 
talk. It was like the babbling of an old 
and dearly remembered stream whose 
channel is worn deep and which holds 
many a tender recollection, many a rem
iniscent gurgle. I had known him dur
ing many years. Once he was in the 
state legislature, and I as a newspaper 
correspondent had reported his speeches. 
I liked him, took the kink out of his sen
tences, made him say things to please 
his people, and he warmed toward me. 

On the train I sat and watched him, 
living in the past with him. An old 
man's charm is to live in the past. To 
be wholly cf the present makes him too 
Worldly, a lover of money, and a greedy 
old man is a blight upon the face of the 
earth. I sat and looked at this old man, 
and I thought of the days when his life 
Was lordly; when dusky hands clapped 
in welcome at his return from school; 
when the music of his hounds aroused 
at dawn his sleepy neighbors; when 
proudly he led to the altar the belle of 
the neighborhood. It was easy to review 
his life. In a society forever gone his 
place had been secure. 

It was dusk when we got off at a sta
tion. A negro who had just lighted a 
lantern adjusted it as he came toward 

'SO ON, TOO SCOUNDREL!" 

as. The colonel asked him if he had 
brought the buggy or the carriage. "De 
carriage, sab," the negro answered. 
"Wo Mowed dat you wan gwine come 
all deway home by yo'se'f, er, he, he!" 

The colonel laughed.' "The old scoun
drel knows me," he said. "And you 
knew that I'd come back sober, eh?" 

"Oh, yas, sah, o' co'se I knowd dat— 
knoWd dat you wan gwine diink dat 
onsartin stuff up yander when you'se 
got de best at home alongside o' mint 
dat de sun's shined on through yaller 
glass, er, he, he!" 

"The scoundrel's working me for a 
drink," said the colonel 

We had now quitted the platform and 
were walking toward the carriage, 
which we could see dimly outlined in 
the deepening dusk. The negro was in 
advance of us. He turned at the colo
nel's remark, and I saw his white 
-teeth gleaming. "Ain' no use'n er man 
tryin ter hide hie mind frum Mars 
Lem," he said, jolting himself with a 
laugh. "Not er bit er use, caze he gwine 
read er man's mind like one deze yere 
books wid er lather kiver on i t . " 

"Goon, you scoundrel!" the colonel 
replied. #(t^>Jftbi tot's whuU'zedoiB,!' 

"Anything TJeen going on ""since I 
left?" 

"No, sah; not much. Sam Purdy an 
Jim Bates got inter er squabble, an Sam 
stabbed him, an do doctor say he ain' 
gwine lib." 
' "That so?" 

"Ya,-, sab, an'Miles Parker wnz flung 
be er colt day befo' yistidy, an da aay 
dat one o' his laigs got ter como off." 

"You don't tell me:" 
"Yas, sah, an ole Miss Nancy Lee 

trod on er round stick an fell an broke 
her hip, an da 'low she ain't gwine git 
well, caze she so old.'' 

"What!" 
"Yas, sah, an Cap'n Bowles sont 

word ter Mr. Hicks dat ho wuz or bar-
face liar, an erbout sundown I seed Mr. 
Hicks ridin toward de cap'n's honse, an 
dar's no tellin whut has happened by 
dis time." 

"Well, you've all had a fine time 
since I left. Hop up there now and 
drive us home." 

The nest day was the day before 
Christmas, and how dreamily delight
ful did I find this old place I fancied 
that in every corner a romance was hid
ing. The feud creak of the old windlass 
at the well was a cry from the past. 
Thero had been killing frosts, but now 
the air was softened with Indian sum
mer's hazy breath. At early morning 
the colonel took me to see his mint bed. 
The carriage, driver hovered near ns, 
grim, sly, half laughing. "Look like 
somebody dun spittobacker juice on dat 
glass," he said, and the old colonel 
turned upon him. "If you don't go on 
away and attend to your own affairs, 
I'll take a stick to you. Bnt wait a 
minute. You tell the niggers that I'm 
going to give them an old fashioned 
Christmas. Tell them—men, women 
and children—to bo in front of the big 
honse early in the morning. Do yon 
hear?" 

"Does I yere?" cried the old negro, 
bowing almost to the ground. "Does I 
yere? Did Moses yere it thunder when 
he went up inter do mountains, sah? 
Did Aaron yere de bells dat wuz tied ter 
his gyarmeuts? I reckon I does yore, an 
I thanks de Lawd." 

Early the next morning, beforo the 
Winter birds began to twitter, I heard 
the negroes assembling in front of tho 
house. The invitations had not been 
confined to the tenants on the colonel's 
place, but had included those who lived 
on some of the adjoining farms. 

The colonel was early astir. He 
brought a julep to my room, and hand
ing it to me remarked: "Under amber 
glass. Don't let that point get away 
from you. Listen at 'em down there. 
Happiest people on the face of the earth 
—the only real philosophers. Do you 
know what I've got for them: Molasses 
candy for the children and eggnog for 
the men and women. You know that a 
negro has always thought that to have 
enough eggnog is to catch a glimpse 
of heaven. We got up beforo day and 
made a wash kettle full of it. Drink 
that. Amber glass. I'm afraid that you 
are abont to let that point get away 
from yon." 

I assured him that I was not. I told 
him that it was really better than the 
mint that grew along the branch, and 
this pleased him. "Ah," said he, " I 
see that you have not lived too long in 
the north. Well, let us go down and 
open up." 

What a day that was ! With a yoke of 
steers the negroes drew an enormous 
hickory log into the yard, bored auger 
holes into it, loaded the holes with 
gunpowder and jarred the neighborhood. 
They ran foot races; they danced and 
sang strange songs. At noon they wove 
feasted and at evening they took their 
departure, some of them wabbling as 
they walked. 

And now I have como to a mystical 
part of this recital. I have never be
lieved in the mysterious, have mildly 
hooted at it—practical owl, striving to 
deal alone with plain realities—but I 
am impelled, even at the risk of being 
charged with untruth, to tell of some
thing that occurred during the night 
that followed our noisy merrymaking. 
Until late the colonel and I sat in the 
parlor, a room which once had been 
richly adorned, but which was now 
dingy with faded finery. I admit that 
we had talked a great deal about the 
amber glass. I confess that the old man, 
as he sat in a rocking chair opposite me, 
became shadowy and uncertain. I ac
knowledge that I lay down upon an old 
horsehair sofa. I had nothing to say, 
but the colonel continued to talk. He 
told me that the north, with all its 
wonderful resources, could not set up— 
that was his term?—could not set up 
such a Christmas as the one we had just 
seen. Of course mint could be'raised 
there under amber glass, eggnog could 
be made thero, and hickory logs could 
be blown asunder with gunpowder, but 
no such a spirit of the past could he in
voked. I didn't argue with him. I 
couldn't. 

It must have been about midnight 
when the old fellow, getting up and 
feeling about for something which he 
did not find, turned to me and said: 
"I 'm going into the other room and lio 
down. An idea for the betterment of 
my country, sir, has just occurred to 
me, and I must needs go and work it 
out. You may go to your room or lie 
there, just as you please." 

He fumbled his way out, and I con
tinued to lie there. My head was clear, 
yet everything I looked at appeared to 
have an amber cast, the pictures, the 
furniture, and especially, an old harpsi
chord in the corner. It was an ancient 
instrument, with spindle legs and with 

its feet turned under, as if it would 
soften its weight upon the floor. I must 
have dozed off to sleep, for I remember 
that for a few minutes I knew nothing, 
and then, opening my eyes, I was con
scious of a light in the room, not the 
lamplight, for that had gone out; not 
merely the moonbeams that fell in at 
the window, but a luminous, hazy fog. 
It seemed to float about. Yes; it was 
floating, for it crossed the room and 
hovered near the harpsichord. I knew 
that it had no existence except in my 
own fancy, and yet I watched it intent
ly. Suddenly I saw motion, quick, im
pulsive—a low hanging sleeve, white, 
lacelike—swept above the keys of the 
old instrument. And then there came a 
soft and thrilling tinkle. Still I knew 
that it was a fancy, but I was afraid to 
move lest I might' frighten the vision 
away. Tho tinkling ceased, and then 
there came the most marvelously beau
tiful air I ever heard, the love song in a 
fairy's opera. In nearly all tunes there 
is a memory of other airs, but this 
brought np nothing that I had ever 
known. It was new in its delicious 
sweetness. Over and over again it was 
-phjy&b Mid i^yjbere^withj^ jggs 

wide open, ehtrahcedT TPbero" wasa sud
den darkening of tho room, and the mu
sic was hushed. I arose, and, walking 
up and down, whistled the tune. I went 
to the old man's door, still whistling it, 
and tapped to arouse him, but his snor
ing was the only answer I received, so 
I went back to tho sofa and lay down, 
tho tune still running, like a sun reflect
ing rivulet, through my head. I dropped 
to sleep and awoke with a jump. The 
sun was shining. The tune! I strove to 
whistle it. Not a bar of it came to me. 
Then it must all have been a dream, 
and I was willing to let it go as a sweet 
nightmare, but at breakfast the negro 
that waited on the table asked me if I 
did not try to wake the colonel during 
the night; said that he thought he heard 
me tapping on his door. Then it was 
not a dream. 

I said nothing to the old man about 
the vision, bnt all day I strove to catch 
that tune. It wouldn't come. And yet 
I felt it, heard it humming deep within 
myself. And thus it was day after day. 
I have had a simple tuno to rule me, but 
at last I could fight it off, whistle it to 
dullness, and then throw it away, but 
this mystical air mastered me—would 
not let me whistle it—nestled in my 

THEIIE CAME A SOFT AXD THRILLING TINKLE. 

heart and hummed softly. But the hum
ming gradually grew less, and one day 
it ceased. And then I wished for it back 
again. I had lost something. 

Another Christmas was approaching, 
and I wrote to the colonel, telling him 
that he might look for ine. " I don't 
want any old time hurrah," I said in 
my letter, "but I do want to sleep 
on that old horsehair sofa on<3 more 
Christmas night." 

The old gentleman's answer was full 
of blotted exclamations. His people 
were off again, he said, and he swore 
that ho was on the point of writing to 
me when ho received my letter. 

I arrived Christmas morning. The 
weather was cold, and wo did not walk 
about the place, but sat down in the old 
parlor. Nothing had been disturbed. 
There was the harpsichord and the sofa. 
I waited for tho colonel to parade the 
virtues of amber glass, but on this sub
ject he was silent. I took out my pipe 
and lighted it. Suddenly the old man 
became nervous. 

"You don't object to smoking at this 
late day, do you?" 

"Oh, no, for I smoke myself, but if 
it's just tho same to you, won't you try 
one of my clay pipes? That amber on 
your stem sorter riles my stomach. You 
remember that mint bed. Well, it was 
all right, but I don't want anymore 
amber glass. My dear boy, there's noth
ing that makes a man sicker than too 
much of a good thing. And that was a 
good thing, but"—here the old man 
gagged—"but I don't want any more. 
I'll get ycu a clay pipe." 

We eat up until nearly midnight, and 
then the colonel went to his room. I 
lay down on the sofa. It was a long 
time before I went to sleep, but I dozed 
off at last, and with a sensation of de
light I awoke. The tune was tinkling 
on the harpsichord. I raised up and 
gazed at the instrument. I could see no 
vision, but the marvelous air was as 
beautiful and as distinct as it had been 
the year before. I listened until it-
ceased, aud then, whistling the tune, I 
ran to the colonel's room and aroused 
him. 

"What!" he cried, opening the door. 
"Where did you hear that? It was my 
mother's tune—she composed it, nevei 
had it written down and -never played 
it except on Christmas night:" 

I told him of tho vision, and he lis
tened, with the tears rolling down his 
cheeks. "I t 's wonderful," he said. " I 
have often wished that I could hum 
that tune, but I have no ear for music. 
There's a music teacher not far from 
here, and early in the morning we'll go 
over and have him take it down." 

Wo talked a long time, and I whis
tled the tuno over and over. And I lay 
down with it strong and clear in my 
mind, but when I awoke it was gone, 
nor have I since then been able to recall 
it. But I have made my arrangements to 
catch it next Christmas I am going to 
install a musician in the old house, so 
that I may give him the notes before 
daylight drives them away. 

OPIE READ. 

Frustrated. 

BETWEEN TWO CAPTORS. 

* CHRISTMAS IN THE ARMY. 

General Thomas J . Brady Passed Four of 
Them at the Front. 

t?& HRISTMAS in the army 
^ during the war! Four 

Christmases found me 
at the front, but all of 
them except the first 
were much like any other 
day. Notwithstanding I 
and many of tho men of 

my company—for my rank was then 
only that of captain—had been in the 
service since the firing on of Fort Sum
ter, having served out a three months' 
term in McClellan's West Virginia 
campaign and then re-enlisted for three 
years, or "during the war,"Dec. 25, 
1861, was the first Christmas to find us 
in camp, with the enemy not far away. 

My regiment was a part of Jeff C. 
Davis' division and had gone into win
ter quarters at Otterville, Mo. In De
cember it was learned that large bodies 
of recruits for Price's army were on 
their way from northern and western 
Missouri trying to reach him by Christ
mas, and that Price had sent" a force 
from his army to act as their escort. 
About the second week in December a 
concerted movement was begun which 
had for its object the capture or dis
persal of these Confederate bodies. It 
was successful. I know the command 
to which I was attached made a forced 
march of 35 miles ono cold December 
day through freezing and frozen slush 
and mud. So tired were we that when 
we finally went into camp that night 
we made our beds on the bare and froz
en ground, without shelter, for we had 
far outstripped our wagon trains and 
fell asleep instantly and slept all night 
as soundly as though we were lying on 
couches of down. When we awoke at 
daybreak, we found ourselves covered 
with snow that had fallen on us in the 
night without our being aware of it. 
The snow was really a good thing, for 
it helped to keep us warm by excluding 
the air. 

Wo got back to Ottervillo with our 
prisoners and captured material of war 
two or three days before Christmas. The 
war department at Washington and Gen
eral Halleck, commander of the depart 
ment of Missouri, regarded the section 
we were campaigning in as friendly, 
and the population really contained a 
good many Union men. When the men 
went out in small squads to forage, they 
carried money with them, and scrupu
lously paid for all they took. True, in 
the absence of good money they dealt 
out "wildcat" bills on broken banks 
and bank notes that had never been 
signed, but they were cheerfully, even 
thankfully,-received, and I have no 
doubt continued to circulate down there 
till they became worn out. 

Soon the men began to show a desire 
to enjoy themselves more as they had 
been used to do at homo than they had 
been able to do at any time since they 
had become soldiers. While discipline 
was maintained, the relations between 
officers and men were cordial and 
friendly, and with tho holiday season 
every liberty compatible with the safety 
of the command and the performance of 
necessary duties was permitted. Small 
foraging parties scoured the country 
roundabout and gathered up a supply cf 
chickens, turkeys and pigs wherewith 
to eke out the army hard tack and salt 
horse. Tho mails that reached us at 

THE ESCAPE OF THE PRISONER. 

—Texas Sifting* 
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GENERAi. THOMAS J. BRADY. 
tolerably regular intervals contained 
many packages from mothers, wives, 
sisters and sweethearts. And every 
wagon train that reached us from the 
nearest railroad terminus brought boxes 
from home for both officers and men. 
They were filled with a great array and 
assortment of articles supposed to be 
necessary for the welfare and comfort of-
the men. In the main these articles ran 
to things to eat, especially cakes, jel-. 
lies and preserves, all homemade and 
therefore doubly relished. There were 
articles of wearing apparel in every box. 
In those days paper collars, some linen 
lined, and others nothing but paper, 
were in high favor throughout the west. 
Nearly every box contained a supply of 
them, so that the recipient could present 
what the boys called a "Sunday go to 
meeting" appearance. 

As our communication with St. Louis 
was not regular, these boxes did not all 
arrive at the same time. They began, in 
fact, to come about a week before Christ
mas and continued to come at intervals 
for a month afterward. Pretty much ev
erything the boxes contained was, so to 
speak, grist for the boys. But when one 
young fellow found a feather pillow in" 
his box he failed to join in the laugh 
his comrades raised and never seemed to 
relish being dubbed "Private Pillow." 

Christmas came bright and clear, a 
splendid winter day. After the usual 
morning routine of a military camp 
the regfinents were formed, with side 
arms only, and marched out to their re
spective parade grounds to attend divine 
service and listen to sermons appropri
ate to the day in a time of War. After 
this the men Were dismissed to enjoy 
themselves in their own way—-all, that is, 
except those engaged in guard and other 
military dnties. They played ball, ran 
foot races, held jumping matches, pitch
ed horse or mule shoes in lieu of quoits, 
got up mule races and generally dis-

coys out lor a hoiiday.^The more quiet
ly disposed read such books and papers 
as the camp afforded or wrote letters 
home. Some just loafed. Others drew 
their tent flaps tight and played cards, 
the great American game of draw poker 
being the favorite, with grains of corn 
for chips. The officers passed the time 
in much the same way, only, as a rule, 
more dignifiedly, as became their rank. 

The cooks got up the best dinners they 
could, the tables being graced with all 
the dainties and good things that had 
come from the loved and loving ones at 
home. Men and officers enjoyed this the 
first Christmas in the army for all, and 
the last on earth for many, for these 
troops, then so merry, were destined 
within a few weeks to pass through the 
three days' deadly storm and strife of 
Pea Ridge, known to the Confederates 
as Elkhorn Tavern, the first pitched bat
tle of the war after Bull Run and the 
first considerable victory of Union 
troops in the field. But for that one day 
strife and death were far from their 
thoughts. 

Such was my first Christmas in the 
army and the only one which made 
much impression on me as Christmas. 

MtMi ia* \i 

Not an Xmas. 

It had been a very hard week in the 
street and Tom Sellshort was feeling 
poorer than a millionaire with personal 
taxes dne. Consequently he felt like 
running for the door when his wife 
greeted him with a cheery, "I 'm making 
out a list of Christmas presents, dear, 
and you're just in time." 

"Time—that's what I'll need if I pay 
for them," thought Tom, but he kissed 
his wife and sat down to assist her. 
"How much have you spent already on 
paper?" 

"Well, it's $200," she admitted slow
ly, "but you see that buys presents for 
four—four people. I don't think that's 
very bad. Do your dear?" 

"N-o-o-o-o,." Tom replied a little 
doubtfully, "but how—how many are 
we going to remember at $50 per re
member?" 

"There are only eight more expensive 
presents, dear, but here is another—an

other little list of about— 
about 30 presents, dear"— 
Mrs. Sellshort began tim
idly. 

"What! Another list?" 
Tom exclaimed. "Never 
mind the items. How 
much are we short?" 

The pretty woman be
side him buried her face in 
her kerchief and sobbed, 
"I—I think you—you are 
very unkind, after I've 
worked so hard pre-prepar-

ing the 1-1-lists"— 
"There, there, dear," Tom said sooth

ingly, patting her shoulder. "Never 
mind. It 's all right. My credit's still 
good at Starcy's. What's the total of 
your little list?" 

"Six—six hundred and th-thirty dol-
dollars," was the faint reply from the 
depths of the handkerchief. 

"Let me see," thought Sellshort. 
"Six hundred and thirty and two hun
dred is eight hundred and thirty dollars, 
and that added to the eight hundred dol
lar piano I have promised the little girl 
here makes sixteen hundred and thirty 
dollars for merry Christmas presents, 
eh ? Never mind, little girl, ' ' he added 
aloud. "Get them all at Starcy's and 
have them charged. They sell every
thing thero from a hairpin to a house 
and lot. So don't cry any more." 

It was cold weather, but Sellshort 
paused a moment to mop his persjpiring 
brow. " I ' l l get the piano of Beethoven 
Bros., ".he thought, "andhang them up 
for it, temporarily, I hope. And so they 
call Christmas Xmas, do they? Well, if 
things don't brighten up pretty soon it 
won't be an Xmas for Starcy aud Bee
thoven Bros, this year. It will be just an 
IMDCXXXmas, sure pop!" 

The True Christmas Spirit. 

The best Christmas gift that any one 
can give to the world is the manifesta
tion of a spirit of mutual confidence, 
consideration and helpfulness. Wherever 
and whenever that spirit supplants the 
unlovely trait of warring individual 
greed, the good seed is sown again to 
multiply in other minds. 

^—*WE H A V E ^ - ^ 

GOOD Bargains, 
Or three stores chuck full. 

We can not pr int the prices here, 
but we will surprise all t he read
ers of th is paper if they will t ake 
the trouble to come and see us . 

Our new 10 cents Bazar is now 
ready and full of bargains. 

T. J . ANDERSON & CO., 
Belgrade, Minn. 

Remember the Poor. 
Every man who prepares for Christ

mas with the knowledge that his own 
children are fed and clothed andean 
enjoy the festivity of the season should 
mark his gratitude for good fortune 
with a contribution to prevent others 
from passing that holiday in cold and 
hunger. 

Welcome, Christmas! 
O Christmas! Welcome to thy hallowed reign 
And all the social virtues in thy train 1 
Compassion list'ning to the talc of grief, 
Who seeks the child of sorrow with relief, 
And every muse with animating glee, 
Congenial mirth and cordial sympathy. 

—Mrs. Hemans. 
Senator Hi l l Approves. 

FORTBESS MONROE, Va., Dec. 7.— 
Senator Hill of New York arrived here 
during the evening from the North
west. Upon being advised of Judge 
Peckham's nomination to the United 
States supreme bench he said: "The 
nomination is an excellent one and will 
be confirmed. 

Convicted One Montana Striker. 
KALISPEL, Dec. 7.—The first of the A. 

R. U. cases has been disposed of. T. 
B. Bickers was found guilty in the dis
trict court and sentenced to six months 
in the county jail. Roy Goodwin is 
now on trial. These trials grew out of 
the attempted strike ordered by Good
win Nov. 4. 

Three Trainmen Ki l led . 
" N E W YORK, Dec/ 9.—-Three men 
were killed and two injured in a rail
road wreck on the New York and New 
Haven railway in.Harlem. The killed 
are: Thomas Fitzgerald, engineer; 
Frederick Maples, brakeman, 
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Elfstmm & Weedall's 

Drug Store. 
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V. H. & A. W. VanSLYKE, 

F A R M L O A N S 
We give loans so that the borrower may make partial 

payments any year and stop interest on amount paid; 

or loan may run for 10 years without renewal expense, 

if the borrower is not prepared to pay it sooner. 

ARM INSURANCE. Willttiar, Minn. 
Office over A. Larson & Co's. store. 

Jacobson & Peterson, 

General Merchandise, 
GROCERIES & DRY GOODS. 

Benson Avenue, between 4th and 5th streets. 

T^E=sa»5fe^ 

Willmar, Minnesota. 

EW T ONDON WARDING MILL 

o is now running in charge of—: o 
CARL O. ARNE, 

An expert Carding Mill operator. 
if? guarantees satisfaction. Send your wool to this mill 

A. Larson & Co. at Willmar take in wool for this mill. 

^ n ^ _ and 
jported tbemgejv^s like^Totof eohool-1 Thomas C. McNally, brakeman. 

We have about two dozen of 

Heating Stoves 
various descriptions 

Which we will sell at actual cost to us, sacrificing all profit. 

For Bargains, call on 

JOHN LUNDQUIST & CO., 

Third Street, .- - Willmar, Minn 
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