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“Good Lord, Mr. narry:” ¢reda my
skipper, Peterson, when he saw me.
“Come here! Take this little devil
away! I'm afraid he'll knife me!"

I hurried to him, for he struggled in
the dark with Jean Lafitte.

“To the rescue, Black Bart!” called
Jean Lafitte. *“Catch his other arm!
I've got this one, and if he moves, by
heavens, I'll run him through!”

“Run me through, you varmint—
what do you mean?" roared Peterson.
“Ain’t it enough you pull a gun on me
and try to poke out my eye and twist
off my arm without sticking me with
that bread slicer you got? Mr. Harry
—for heaven's sake”—

“‘“There mow, Jean Lafitte,” I sald’

“enough. He has begged for quarter.”

“No, I hain't,” asserted Peterson
venomously. “I'll spank the life outen
him if I ever get the chance”— I rais-
ed a hand.

“Enough of all this noise,” I said. “I
am in charge now, Peterson. Go to
the wheel. Break out the anchor and
get underway. At once, man! I have
no time to argue.”

Peterson had never in his life heard
me speak in this way before, but now,
for what reason I do not know—per-
haps from force of habit, perhaps be-
cause he knew I was owner of the
boat, perhaps in awe of the naked
creese of Jean Lafitte, still presented
menacingly at his abdomen—the old
skipper obeyed.

I heard the faint jangle of bells in
the engine room below. Obviously
Williams, the engineer, was responsive
to his sense of duty and routine. The
power came pulsing through the veins
of the Belle Helene, and I heard her
screws revolve. I myself threw in the
donkey winch as she forged ahead and
so broke out the anchor. It still
swung, clogging her bows as she turn-
ed in the current. The bells again jan-
gled as she got more speed and as the
anchor came home. Our searchlight
swept a wide are along the foot of
Natchez hill as our bows circled about
and headed down the great river, and
now we picked in full view, bardly
sixty fathoms distant, the dinghy, pull-
ed furiously toward us. My friend,
the varlet Cal Davidson, half stood in
the stern of the stubby craft and wav-
ed at us an excited hand.

“Ahoy there, Peterson!” he cried,
“Stop! Hold on there! Wait! Wherd
are you going there?”

Peterson turned toward me an iIn-
quiring gaze, but 1 only pointed a
hand downstream, and he obeyed me.
I reached my hand to the cord and
gave Peterson, Davidson, Natchez and
all the world the salute of a long and
vibrant whistle of defiance.

“Full speed anhead, Peterson,” said I
quietly.

“Where are we going, Mr. Harry?’
he demanded anxiously.

“T don't know,” said L “It all de-
pends—maybe around the world. I
don’t know and I don't care.”

“I'm scared about this. It don’t look
right. What’s come into you, Mr. Har-
ry " asked the man solicitously.

“Nothing, Peterson,” said I, “except
that the bird of time is on the wing.
I am a pirate, Peterson”—

“I never knew you so far gone in
drink before, Mr. Harry,” said he as
he threw over the wheel to pick up the
first starboard channel light.

“Yes, I have been drinking, Peter-
son,” said I. “I have been drinking
the wine of life. It oozes drop by drop
and is all too soon gone i1f we delay.
Full speed ahead, Peterson. I am in
command.”

“Jean!"” I called to my able lieuten-
ant. “Reach over into the longboat
and bring Partial on board. He is my
friend. And bring also our flag. Run
it aloft above our prize.”

“Aye, aye, sir,”” came the ,reply of
Jean Lafitte. And a few moments lat-
er our longhoat was riding astern
more easily. Jean Lafitte on his re-
turn busied himself with our burgee.
And at that moment Partial, overjoy-
ed at also having a hand in these af-
fairs, barked joyously at his discovery
of the neglected end of the cook’s cue
projecting through the hinges at the
door. On this he laid hold cheerfully,
worrying it until poor John shrieked
anew in terror and until I freed him
and ordered ten.

I next went over to the hatches of
the engine room and, having opened
them, bent over to speak to Williams,
the engineer.

“It's all right, Williams,” said 1. “I1
am going to take her over now and
run her perhaps to the gulf. We
hadn’t time to tell you at first. There
has been a legal difficulty. Peterson is
on deck, of course.”

“All right, Mr. Harry,” said Wil
liams, who recognized me as he leaned
out from his levers to look up through
the open hatch. *“At first I didn’t
know what was up. It sounded like a
mutlny"— .

“It was a mutiny, Willlams,” said 1,
“and I am the head mutineer. But

you're.sure.of yonr pay, so let her go.”
T ———

““HE& didTiet her g0, smoothly and bril-
liantly, so that before long she was at
her top speed, around fifteen knots an
hour.

I turned to meet L’Olonnois, my blue
eyed pirate. He stood at my side as
one glorified.

“] locked the door on ’em, Black
Bart,” said he, “and bade them cease
|dle remonstrancing. ‘Little do you
know,’” says I to them, ‘that Black Bart
the Avenger is now on the trail. Let
any oppose him at their peril, says 1
to them. She give me candy. the fair
captive did, but I spurned her bribe.
‘Beware,” says I to her. ‘Little do you
know what lies before you.'”

Jean Lafitte, who had so well exe-
cuted the work assigned him in the
boarding party's plans, proved himself
peither inefficient nor unobservant. e
approached me now with a salute
which probably he copied from Peter-
son.

“IWhat about our good ship, the Sen
Rover, that we have left behind?" he
nsked.

“By Jove, Jean Lafitte!” I exclaim-
ed, “That is indeed a true word.
What indeed? We left her riding at
anchor off the channel edge, and so far
as I recall she had not her lights up.
in accordance with the law.”

“Shall we put about and take her in
tow, Black Bart?"
“By no means.
of my intentions.”

“But she cost a lot of money.”

“On the contrary, she cost only $1.-
mo-”

“Twelve hundred dollars!” Jean
drew a long, deep breath. *“I didn’t
know anybody had that much money
in the world. Besides, look what you
spent for them pearls. Ain't you poor,
then, Black Bart?”

“On the contrary, I have that much
more money left very likely. And I do
not, to say truth, care a jot, a rap or a
stiver what becomes of the derelict
Sea Rover now. Have we not taken a
better ship for our own?"

“Yes, but suppose yon varlet boards
the Sea Rover and chases us the way
we done him?”

“Aguain, by Jove, Jean Lafitte, an
idea! But suppose he does? Much
good it will do him, for look you, good
leftenant, the Belle Helene will not
stop to send any man ashore for base-
ball scores. Such was not the practice
of the old buccaneers, nor shall it be
ours, whereas, no matter what the
haste, yon varlet could in nowise re-
frain from that same folly which hath
lost him his ship to us. Each hour
will only widen the gap between us.
Let him take our tub if he likes and
do as he likes, for 'twill be a long day
before he picks up our masts over his
horizon, Jean Lafitte.”

“Aye, aye, sir,” rejoined my lienten-
ant and withdrew, g

But these all were lesser things to
me, for on my soul was a more insist-
ent concern. As I approached the door
of the after cabin suit, occupled by the
ladies, I made my presence known. at
first discreetly, then more pointedly
and at length by a knocking on the
door.

“Below there!” I called boldly as 1
could, for, eager as I was to see Helena
Emory, there were certain things
about the interview which might be
difficult.

No answer came at first; then *Who
is it?” in the voice of Aunt Lucinda.

“It is I, Mr. Henry,” but I paused
“It is I, Black Bart the Avenger,” 1
concluded. “May I come in?#’

Silently the door opened, and 1 en-
tered the little reception room which
lay between the two staterooms of this
cabin. Before me stood Helena. And,
now I was close to her, I could see the
little curls at her temples, could see
the double curves of her lips, the color
in her cheek. Ah, she was the same,
the same! I loved her! I loved her not
the same, but more and more, more!

She held her peace, and all I could
do was to stand and stare and then
hold out my hand. She took it for-
mally, though her color heightened. 1
saluted Aunt Lucinda alse, who glared
at me. “How do you do?’ I said to
them both, with much originality and
daring.

“Black Bart!” snorted Aunt Lucinda.
“Black Bart! It might be, from these
goings on. What does it all mean?”

“It means, my dear Mrs, Daniver,”
said I, “that I have taken charge of the
boat myself.”

“But how 7’ demanded Helena. “We
did not hear you were coming. And 1
don’t understand. Why, that rascally
little nephew of mine in the mask
frightened auntie nearly to death.
And he said the most extraordinary
things. Where is Mr. Davidson?” she
added. “He didn’t tell us a word of
this.”

“He didn’t know a word of it him-
self,” I answered. “Let me tell you, no
self respecting pirate—and, as you see,
I am a pirate—is in the habit of telling
his plans in advance.”

That is the very last

CHAPTER IX.
The Captive Maiden.

s PIRATE!" cried Helena. 1
bowed politely. *At your serv-

A ice. Black Bart—my visiting

cards are mislaid, but I in-
tend ordering some new ones. The
ship’s cook, John, will soon be here
with tea. These events may have been
wearying. Meantime allow me to pre-
sent my friend Partial.”

Partial certainly understood human
speech. He.now approached Helena
slowly and stood looking up into her
face in adoration. Then, without any
command, he lay down deliberately
and rolled over, sat up, barked, and
s0, having done all his repertory for
her whom he now—as had his master
before him—loved at first sight, he
stood again and worshiped.

“Nice doggie!” said Helena courte-
ously.

“Have a care, Helena!” said 1. “Love
my dog, love me. And all the world
Igves.Partial” . .. . .

The "Color "helghtened in ber cheeks.
I had never spoken so boldly to her
before, but had rather dealt in argu-
ment than in assertion, which I, later,
was to learn 8 no way to make Jove
to any woman,

“When do we get back to Natchez?"
she demanded.

“We do not get back to Natchez.”

“Oh! Then I suppose Mr. Davidson
picks us up at Baton Rouge?”

“Yon varlet,” said I, *does not pick
us up at Baton Rouge.”

“New Orleans?”

“Or at New Orleans—unless he is
luckier than 1 ever knew even Cal
to be.”

“YWhatever do you mean?" inquired
Aunt Lucinda in tones ominously deep.

“That the Belle Helene is much
faster than the tug we left behind at
Natchez, ever did he find it. He will
have hard work to catch us.”

“To catch us?”

“Yes, Helena, to catch us. Of course
he'll follow in some way. I have, all
the way from above Dubuque. Why
should not he?” 7

The ladies looked from me to each
other, doubting my sanity, perhaps.

“I don’t just understand all this,"
began Helegn. “But since we travel
only as we like, and ouly with guests
whom we invite or who are invited
by the boat’s owner, I shall ask youn
to put us ashore.” .

“0On a sand bar, Helena? Among th
alligators?”

“0Of course 1 mean at the nearest
town.”

“There i3 none where we are going,

my dear Miss Emory. Little do you
know what lies before you! Black
Bart heads for the open sea. Let yon
varlet follow at his peril. Believe me,
'twill cpst him a very considerable
amount of gasoline.”

“What right have you on this boat?”
she demanded fiercely.

“The right of any pirate.”

“Why do you intrude—how dare you
—at least, I don’t understand”—

“I have taken this ship, Helena,"
said I, “because it carries treasure—
more than you know of, more than I
dreamed. My father was a pirate, I am
well assured by the public prints. So
am L 'Tis in the blood. But do not
anger me. Rather have a cup of tea.”
John, my cook, was now at the door
with the tray.

“Thank you,” rejoined Helena icily.
“It would hardly be courteous to Mr.
Davidson to use his servants and his
table in this way in his absence. Be-
sides"—

“Besides, I recalled that your Aunt
Lucinda’s neuralgia is always benefited
by a glass or so of ninety-three at
about 10:30 of the evening. John!”

“Lessah!”

“Go to the left hand locker in B and
bring me a bottle of the ninety-three.
I think you will find that better than
this absurd champagne which I see
yon varlet has been offering you, my
dear Mrs. Daniver. But—excuse me"—

Helena looked up innocently.

“A moment before there were six

empty bottles on the table there. And'

I saw you writing. How many have
you thrown overboard through the
porthole?’

*“I didn’t know you were so observ-
ant,” replied Helena demurely. “But
only three.”

“It is not enough,” said L *“Go on
and write your other messages for suc-
cor. Use eaeh bottle, and we shall have
more emptied for you if you like. You
shall have oil bottles, vinegar bottles,
water bottles, wine bottles, all you like.
Yon varlet might run across one float-
ing, it is true. I hope he will. Me-
thinks *twould bid him speed. But all
in vain would be your appeal, for swift
must be the craft that can come up
with Black Bart now. And desperate
indeed must be the man who would
dispute his right to tread these decks.”

“I hope you are enjoying yourself,”
sald Helena scornfully. “Don’t be
silty.”

“WI1ll you have tea, Helena ?’ I asked.

“Poor, dear Mr. Davidson!” sniffed
Aunt Lucinda, taking a glance out of
the port into the black night. “I won-
‘der where he 13 and what he will say.”

“I can tell you what he will say, my
dear Mrs. Daniver,” said I, “but I
would rather not.”

“Well, I'll tell you what I say,”
snorted Aunt Lucinda. *I think this
joke has gone far enough.”

“It i3 no joke, madam. I was never
80 desperately in earnest in all my
life.”

“Then put us ashore at Baton
Rouge.”

“I cannot. I shall not.”

“What do you mean? Do you know
what this looks like, the way you are
acting, running off with Mr. David-
son's yacht, and this”"—

“Yes, madam?”

“Why, it's robbery, and it's—it's—
why, it's abduction too. You ought to
know the law.”

“lI do know the law. It is piracy.
Have we not told you that resistance
would be worse than useless? Haven't
I told you I've captured this ship?
Little do you know the fate that lles
before you, madam, at the hands of
my ruthless men-if I should prove un-
able to restrain them! And have a
care not to offend Black Bart the
Avenger himself! If you do, Aunt Lu-
cinda, he ‘may cut off your evening
champagne.”

I heard a sudden suppressed sound,
wondrous like a giggle, but when I
turned Helena was sitting there as
sober as Portia, albeit I thought her
eyes suspiciously bright.

“Well,” sald she at length, “we can't
sit here all night and talk about it,
and I've used up all my note paper
and bottles. I'll tell you what I sug-
gest, since you have seen fit to intrude
on two women in this way. We will
hold a parley tomorrow after break-
fast.”

SEhrgnot gt breakfagtee

*“Becausé we suiil &3t alone here—
auntie and I—in our cabin.”

“Very well, then, if it seems you are
2o hitter against the new commander
of the ship that you will not sit at the
captain’s table—as we did the second
time we went to Europe together, we
three—don't you remember, Helena?"

“Never—at your table, sir!” sald
Helenan Emory, her voice like a stab.
And when I bethought me what that
had meant before now, that it would
mean all my life, if this woman might
never sit at board of mine, for one
instant I felt the cold thrust of fate's
steel. But the next instant a new
manner of feeling took its place, an
emotion I never had felt toward her
before—anger, rage!

“It is well,” said 1, pulling together
the best I could. *“And now, by my
halidom, or by George, or by anything,
you shall be taken at your word. You
breakfast here. Be glad if it is more
than bread and water—until you learn
a better way of speech with me.”

Again I saw that same sudden change
on her face, surprise, almost fright,
and I swear she shrank from me as
though in terror, her hand plucking
at Aunt Lucinda’s sleeve, whereas all
Aunt Lucinda could do was to pluck
at her niece's sleeve in turn.

“As to the parley, then,” said I,
pulling, by mistake, my mask from
my pocket instead of my kerchief, “we
shall hold it tomorrow, at what time
and in what place I please. It i1l be-
seems a gentleman to pain one so fair,
as we may again remarlk; but, by heav-
en, Helena, no resistance!”

“Walt! What do you really mean?’
She raised a hand. *“I've told you I
Just can’t understand all this. 1 al-
ways thought you were a—a—gentle-
man.” ;

“A much misused word,” was my
answer. “You never understood me at
all. I am not a gentleman. I'm a
poor, miserable, unhappy, drifting, aim-
less and useless failure—at least, I
was until I resolved upon this way to
recoup my fortunes and went in for
pirating. What chance has a man who
has lost his fortune in the game today
—what chance with a woman? You
ask me, who am I? I am a pirate.
You ask what I intend to do? What
pirate can answer that? It all de-
pends.”

“On what?"

“0Oh, you!” I answered furiously.
“What right had you to ruin me, to
throw me over”—

She turned a frightened glance to
Ant Lucinda, whom I had entirely
forgotten. It was my turn to blush. To
hide my confusion I drew on my-mask
as I bowed.

I met John coming down with the
ninety-three. As he returned on deck
a moment later I pushed shut the

She Was a Vision of Lovely Sweetness.

doors and sprang the outside latches,
so that those within now were prison-
ers indeed. And then I stood looking
up at the stars, slowly beginning to

-see why God made the world.

Cal Davidson’s taste in neckwear was
a trifle vivid as compared with my own,

yet I rather liked his shirts, and in the |:

morning I found a waistcoat of his
which I could classify as possible; be-
sides which I obtained from John, the
cook, a suit of flannels I had given him
four years ago and which he was sav-
ing against the day of his funeral and
shipment back to China. So that, on
the whole, I did rather well, and I was
not ill content with life as I sat, with
the “Pirate’s Own Book” in my lap
and Partial's head on my knee, looking
out over the passing panorama of the
river. -

I looked up to see Peterson, who
touched his cap.

“Yes, Peterson?”’

“We're on our last drum of gasoline,
Mr. Harry.” said he. *Where'll we put
in—Baton Rouge?” 3

“No, we can't do that, Peterson,” L
answered. *“Can’t we make it to New
Orleans?”’

“Hardly. But they carry gas at most
of these landings now—so many power
boats and autos nowadays, you see.”

“Very well. We'll pass Bayou Sara
and Baton Rouge, and then you can
run in at any landing you like, say,
twenty miles or so below. Can you
make it that far?"

“Oh, yes, but you see at Baton
Rouge"—

“You may, lav to lone ananah ¢a mel)

these letters.” safd I. frownine. .-
the custom of getting the basetl:
scores is now suspended. And send
John here.”

The old man touched his eap aguin,
a trifle puzzled. 1 wondered if be rec-
ognized Davidson’s waistcoat—he ask-
ed no more questions.

“John,” said I to my Chinaman,
“carry this to the ladies,” and 1 band-
ed him a card on which I had inscrib-
ed: “Black Bart’s compliments, and he
desires the attendance of the ladies
on deck for a parley. At once.”

[TO BE CONTINUED.]

DB- .L. A, FRITSCHE

PHYSICIAN & SURCEOMN

Office over Brown Co. Bank.
New UM, - . . .

G, F. REINEKE, M. D.
Specialist in Diseases
of the
Eye Ear, Nose and Throat.

OFFICE HOURS;
10 %0 12 A. M. and 1 to 5 P. M.
Office in the Olsen Block.
Residence, 622 Center. New Ulm, Minn,

FOR THESE COOL
OCTOBER MORNINGS

a breakfast including some of our

PREMIUM BACON

— OR —

BROOKFIELD FARM
PORK SAUSAGES

is just the best way we can ihink

of o starl the day off.
A cup of Chase and Sanborn’s

SEAL BRAND COFFEE
will top the meal off just fine

—_CALL UP —

The Model Grocery

when™ you want your ealables to
it
be right.

WM. H. BIERBAUM, Prop.

Telephone 72

Turner Halil

Program of Classes in Gymnastics.

Boye' class. ages 6 to 11: Wednesday
afternoon, 4:30 to 5:30; Saturday fore-
noon, 9:00 to 10:15.

8’ class, ages 11 to 14; Monday and
hureday afternoons, 4:30 to 5:30

Youths’ class, ages 14 to 17: Monday
evening, 7:30 to 8:45 and Friday eve-
ning, 7:30 to 8:30.

Girle’ claes, ages 6 to 11: Tuesday after-
noon, 4:30 to 5:30, and Saturday fore-
noon, 10:15 to 11:30,

Qirle’ class, ages 11 to 15: Tueeday and
Friday afternoons, 4:30 to 5:30.

Misses’ class, age over 15: Wedneeda;
and Saturday evenings, 7:30 to 8:30.

Ladies’ class: Thursday evening, |8:00
to 9:00,

Men’'s class: Tuesday and Friday eve-
nings, 8:30 to 9:45.

chingaglnn: Sunday forenoon, 10.00
to 11:30.

Bunday School: S8unday forenoon, 10:30
to 11:45.

HErMAN HEIN,
Lostructor

VALUE OF STATE INSTITUTIONS

FIFREBEN‘I' TOTAL INVESTMENTY
OF $15,088,967.72,

Prison at Stiliwater Is Largest State
Institution of its Kind In
the Country.

By Ralph Wheelock,
State Board of Control.

The valuation of Minnesota’s 16
state institutions is $15,088,967.73.

The average population is 9,680.

The average number of employes is
1,642, Average number of inmates to
each employe is 6.2 and average year-
ly wage per employe is $562.47.

The met cost of maintenance and op-
eration of institutions yearly is $1,675,-
119.84; net cost per inmate $174.63.

The valuation of farm and garden
property is $235,785.81 with a profit to
the state in 1914 of $99,734.64. ;
The lowest average cost per inmate
18 in the prison at Stillwater. To the
credit of the 1,000 or more Inmates
making up the prisor population, the
manufacture of 21,855,415 pounds of
binding twine and $474,293.50 worth
of farm machinery was placed, and
the bank account of the institution
credited with a net profit of $350,852.30
from the two imdustries. In addition
there was paid to the inmates for labor
in 1914 $75,000.00, which went largely
to the support of thejr families.

As the largest state institution of its
kind in the country—given over a line
of industries peculiar to the agricul-
tural interests of Minnesota—the Still-
water prisor and its policies are un-
ique in many ways. No private con-
cern strives harder for a profit, none
apportions that profit with greater
concern for those to be benefited, and
none certainly combimes in the twp a
better method of thrift and uplift for
those employed.

As to Jarley.

“That man Jarley is without any ex-
ception the most inaccurate man I ever
kpnew,” said Dobson, “Tell me, Jones,
does he ever get anything right?”

“Oh, yes,” replied Jones. “Anything
that is left Jarley will always get
right."—Judge.

SOMSEN, DEMPSEY, & MUELLER

ATTORNEYS & COUN-

SELORS.
Practices in all State and U. 8. courts

NEw ULwm, - - - MINN.

STEINHAUSER & ERICKSON

ATTORNEYS AT LAW
Omoe over Review.

Bpecial attention given to probating
Estates. Practices in all Courts
of the State and U S. Cours.

New Ulm, M i

William Pfaender Agency

Ceneral Insurance

[nsurance against fire, hail, tornado,
automobile, accident and death in
the best of companies.

Real estate bought and sold.

Legal documents executed, loans
negotiated, steamship tickets sold.

CHAS. EMMERICH

PLUMBER
STEAM AND HOT WATER HEATING
GAS FITTING.

We are l:repared to do all kinds of
plumbing in a first-class manner Do
not fail to call upon us when plumb-
ers’ services are required.

Minn. and Center Sts.
Phone 281 New Ulm

M.A.BiNesAM. A,W.BINeman.

Bingham Bros

DEALERSE IN

voal & Lram.

NEW ULM - MINN.

Paul Weigand

Painting & Paper Hanging

Telephone 175 or 747

M. & ST. L. Time Table

SOUTH BOUND.

No. 60—Ex. Sunday. ........ 9:30 2. m.

- To Esthervile. Loecal freight.

No. 86—Ex. Sunday......... 7:45a. m.
To New Ulm only. Time freight.

No. 110—Ex. Sunday........ 8:45 p. m.
St. Paul, Mpls. to New Ulm. Passgr.
No. 28—Ex. Sunday...... ...2:05 p. m.

To Storm Lake.

No. 170—Sundays. ......... 12:03 p. m.
St. Paul Mpls. to New Ulm (Smmdays
only)

NORTH BOUND.

No. 123—Ex. Sunday........ 5:15 a. m.
Leave New Ulm to St. Paul and Mpls.
No. 29—Ex. Sunday........ 12:03 p. m.
To St. Paul, Mpls. Watertown, connect
at Winthrop.
No. 181—Ex. Sunday........ 5:15 p. m..
New Ulm to Twin Cities Sundays only.
No. 87—Ex. Sunday......... 2:30 p. m.
New Ulm to Winthrop.
No. 61—Ex. Sunday.........3:45p. m.
Estherville to Winthrop. Y
All passengers thru trains with no
change of cars between New Ulm and
Twin Cities.

THe CHICAGO anD

NORTH-WESTERN

R AILWAY.
GOING EAST.
No 504—Daily, new line..... 4.15am
Thro to Twin Cities and the East
No 22—Ex Sunday, old lipe...6.25 am

Connects at Kasota for Twin Cities or Mankato
8:10a m

No 514—Daily, new lne.......3.39 pm
Thro to Twin Ci 8 and the East
No 24—Daily, old line........3.41 pm

No 14—Ex Sunday, aew line..6.55 p m
Connects at llnnkat:' .ﬁr points Bouth o

GOING WEST
No 517—Daily, new line......1:20am
Thro from Cities and the East
No 13—Ex Sunday, old line..8:}2a m
Thro to Tracy
No m—Dail{;‘new line......1: 3 pm
Thro from n Citles and the East
No 23—Daily, old line........1:35 pm
No 27—Ex Sunday, old line..8:50 p m

Connects at Mankato Juncti trains from
East an. st Emt:lﬂtl‘:u T‘Illl?(llﬁu.
No. 22 now makes sharp connection

with Omaha No. 8 at Kasota for all =

points North, arriving St. Paul 10:26
s. m., Minneapolis 10:55 a. m,

i. P's%mm . H.J.'Wagen
gent New Ulm General Agend
Minn. Winons, Minn.
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