A Great Railway.

The Chicogo, Milwaukee & St. Pau
Railway owns and operates all equip-
ment on its 6,000 miles of road, includ-
ing Sleeping Cars, Parlor Cars and
Dining Cars, maintaining an excel-

lence of service unequaled on any rail-
way in the world.

Its Daylight Express(making direct

-connections at St. Paul and Minne-
apolis with morning trains from the
North and West) leaves Minneapolis
7:50 a. m. and St. Paul 8:30 a. m.,
-daily, reaching Milwaukee 7:00 p. m.
and Chicago 9:25 p. m. same day.
“This train is electric lighted, carries
new Coaches of latest type. Observa-
“tion Buffet Parlor Car, and Dining
‘Car serving supper.

Its No. 2 (connecting at St. Paul
and Minneapolis with the fast trans-
~continental lines from the coast) leaves
Minpeapolis 5:25 p. m. and St. Paul
#6:00 p. m. daily, reaching Chicago
"7:00 o’clock next morning, at which
point direct connections are made with
all trains for the East and South,

“This train is electric lighted, carries
modern Coaches, first class Standard
Sleeping Cars, and Dining Car serv-
“ing supper.

Its PIONEER LIMITED-—teh
Famous Train of the World—leaves
Minneapolis 8:00 p. m. and St. Paul
78135 p. m., reaching Milwaukee 7:00
and Chicago 9:30 next morn}ng. This
wtrain is brilliantly lighted by elec-
“tricity, inside and out, and carries
‘Compartment Sleeping Cars, Standard
Sleeping Cars, Buffet Library Smok-
ing Car, Free Recling Chair Car,
modern Coaches, and Dining Car
seruing breakfast a la carte. The
-equipment composing the Pioneer is
-the costliest and handsomest in the
-world. f

In purchasing your tickets to the
East or- South, request 1yout- home
“ticket nt to route you via the Chi-
«cago, Milwaukee & St. Paul Ry. from
St. Paul.

For folders, maps and lowest rates
40 all points, write to W. B. DIxon,
. Northwestern Passenger Agent,
St. Paul, Minn-*

SHORT ROUTE
FAST TIME
—To—

ALL POINTS
IN THE

NORTHWEST
AND ON THE

PACIFIC COAST

(Bemidji Schedule.)

TIME TABLE LOCAL TRAINS

EAST BOUND
No. 2....Park Rapids Line..T7:10a.m,
‘ 14...Duluth Express...12:27 p.m,
26 £ £ 12:40 a.m.
WEST BOUND
. Fosston Line..... 1:46 p.m.
¢ 25 . 4 3:12 a.my
“ 1....Park Rapids Line..7:17 ¢

FULL INFORMATION FROM

F. E. CHAMBERLAIN, Agent,
Bemidii. Minn

?Burlingm—n

o Huute__ |

§St. Louis and
the South

Are conveniently and comfort-

ably reached by our two trains

a day.
The Limited, leaving
Minneapolis at 7:25, St.
Paul 8:00 p. m. daily,
arrives in St. Louis the
following afterooon.
Combination Compart-
ment and standard
Sleepers and Reclining
Chair Cars.

The ‘Scenic Express, leavin
Minneapolis at 7:30, St. Pau
8:05 a. m., except Sunday, ar-
rives in St. Louis early next
morning. Sleeping Cars from
Rock Island south.

This is the most direct route
from Mioneapolis and St. Paul
to Clinton, Davenport, Rock Is-
land, and all Mississippi river
cities. Close connections with
lines South, Southeast and
Southwest in St. Louis Union
Station.

ASK YOUR HOME AGENT TO
MAKE YOUR TICKET READ
BY THISLINE : : : : :

The Old Sceptia.

[ e weary of disbelieving: why shewll
I wound my love
Te pleasure & sophist's pride In a grav-
en Image of truth?
I will go back to my home, with the
clouds and the stars above,
And the heaven I used to know, and
the God of my burled youth.

I will go back to the home where of old
in my boyish pride
I plerced my father's heart with a
murmur of unbelief;
He only looked In my face as I spoke,
but his mute eyves cried
Night after night in my dreams; and
he dled In grief, In grief.

Oh, yes; I have read the books, the books
that we write ourselves,
Extolling our love of an abstract truth
and our pride of debate;
I will go back to the love of the cotter
who sings as he delves,
To that childish infinite love and the
God above fact and date.

To that ignorant infinite God who col-
ors the meaningless flowers.,
To that lawless Inflnite Poet who
matches the law with the crime;
To the Weaver who covers the world
with a garment of wonderful hours,
And holds in His hand like threads
the antinomies of time.

Is the falth of the cotter so simple and
narrow as this? Ah, well,
It 1s hardly so narrow as yours who
daub and plaster with dyes
The shining mirrors of heaven, the shad-
owy mirrors of hell,
And blot out the dark deep vision, It
it seem to be framed with lies.

No faith I hurl against you, no fact to
freeze your sneers;
Only the doubt you taught me to weld
in the fires of youth
Leaps to my hand llke the flaming
sword of nineteen hundred years,
The sword of the high God's answer, O
Pllate, what {s truth?

Your laughter has killed more hearts than
ever were plerced with swords,
Ever you daub new mirrors and turn
the old to the wall;
And more than blood Is lost In the weary
battle of words;
For creeds are many; but God is One,
» and contains them all.

I will go back to my home and look at
the wayslde flowers,
And hear from the wayside cabins the
sweet old hymns again,
Where Christ holds out His arms In the
qulet evening hours,
And the light of the chapel porches
broods on the peaceful lane.

And there I shall hear men praying the
deep old foolish prayers,
And there I shall see, once more, the
fond old faith confessed,
And the strange old light on their faces
who hear as a blind man hears—
Come unto Me, ye weary, and 1 will
glve you rest.

I will go back and belleve In the deep old
foolish tales,

And pray the sweet old prayers that 1
learned at my mother's knee,
Where the Sabbath tolls its peace thro'
the breathless mountain vales,

And the sunset's evenlng hymn hallows
the wistful sea.
—Alfred Noyes In Bpectator,

How Pierre Had

His Revenge
By C. MORRIS BUTLER

“This,” said the guide, “i{s the Seix
tavern. Shall we stop here for the
night?"

It was an old-fashloned, many-gabled
house of grand proportions, almost
completely hidden from view by im-
mense growth of trees and shrubbery.
The nelghboring mountains and se-
cluded situation of the picturesque old
mansion gave it the air of quiet soll-
tude so conducive to rest to the be
lated traveler, and many were wont
to stop there for refreshments and
lodgings before attempting the passage
of the mountains.

Like all places of its kind in pro-
vincial France, close to the border of
Spain, it had its dark history. Our
gulde related the story to us while we
sat in the public room sipping wine
and smoking cigars.

“This place is three generations
old,” he began. “It is said that Jacques
Mancient, the original builder of the
house, built it much for a rendezvous
for the numerous hordes of smugglers
and banditti which infested this dis-
trict. While nothing was ever proven
against the man, rumors had it that
the fortune he amassea and left to his
heir was gained in many dishonest
ways. Some hinted even at murder.
However, this is of the past.

“When Jacques Mancient died he
left his entire estate to his son Jacques

“My time will yet come!"”

(mamed after his father), disinheriting
a son, Plerre, entirely. As the stary
goes Jacques and Plerre were twin
brothers. @ Whether there was any
truth in the matter or not, Jacquea
grew up to be a strong, brawny, hard-
visaged man, very much Hke his father
—a typical Manciest, white Plarre took
more after the/notber, small of stat-
ure, more refiked in features, quite

Spanish in his tastes.
“Jacques like his father before him.

possessed & eruel, selfish and schem-
ing nature, which did not improve
with age or wealth. No sooner did he
become owner of the tavern than he
turned his brother Pierre adrift, pen-
nuess, to shift for himself. The part-
ing was a brutal blow to Pierre, not
80 much on account of the loss of
home, as because of a boast Jacques
made to marry one Claretta Cazanes,
with whom it was known Pierre was
in love. The brothers fought, Plerre
was worsted and ran from the scene
swearing vengeance agalnst Jacques.

“Jacques lived in constant dread of
assassination for many years, but as
Plerre did not ‘make good' the belief
arose that it was but an idle threat.
Pierre being helped by his mother’s
folks, took up a little farm and opened
a tavern on the same highway as
Jacques, only the mountains separated
them.

Jacques married Claretta, and Plerre
also married. Each year for many
years on the anniversary of the gquar-
rel Jacques received a letter from
Pierre with only two words on it:

‘‘Remember—Pierre,’

“But for several years after the
birth of a son to Jacques no letter was
sent. It was a strange coincidence
that on the night Jacques' son was
born, Plerre also was presented with
a son. What was stranger still, the
same doctor ushered both boys into
the world. Pierre’s was the oldest by
a few hours.

“There being mno physicians in
Pierre’s neighborhood, he had sent to

“You have sald it, Jacques!” Pierre
almost screamed. “It's my turn
now!"

Seix for one. The doctor came; his
duty performed, he started to return
home. A tropical storm arose; night
being far advanced, the doctor sought
shelter in Jacques’ tavern. About
midnight he was aroused from his
slumbers by Jacques, who was beside
himself with fear and anxlety, and
demanded the service of the doctor for
Claretta.

“The storm was still raging flercely.
In the midst of the furor Jacques' son
was born. The event was unexpected,
and Claretta paid the penalty with
her life. The child was given into the
care of a mountain woman to bring up
and remalned in her care until twelve
years of age, when he was brought
home.

“Strange how the father worshiped
this son. It seemed that his flery na-
ture melted and he became as loving
as a woman. Instead of bringing up
the lad as he himself had been
brought up, the son was sent to school,
and from school to the university;
reared in luxury and as delicately as
one would rear a century plant, all
because in him Jacques saw the means
to keep Plerre out of the Mancient
property. But there was one drop of
gall in Jacques’ cup. Paul grew up to
look the image of his uncle Plerre.

of his rightful share in the mancleat
tavern!”

"'l would that it were you instead!*
exclaimed Jacques. ‘Then my cup of
joy would indeed be full.

“‘Your joy will be short-lived,” sald
Plerre, calmly. ‘My time will yet
come!’ :

“‘Bah! Such silly talk! You are
no true Mancient or ere this you would
have had your turn!’

“‘Perhaps—if 1 were you 1 should
have stabbed you in the back! But I
have a better way!’

“‘Talk, all talk,’ sald Jacques, ‘and
while you talk Ishall send Jean to
the galleys! How glad 1 am that Jean
tried to rob me! 1 could not have
wished for a greater pleasure than
this!’

“‘Have your joy now, brother,’ re-
plied Pierre. ‘I wish you much of it!’

“Jean took his sentence stolcally.
All he sald was: ‘Thank you, uncle
Jacques! But I shall remember!’

Jacques shuddered then. He knew
what that meant, as coming from
Jean. It meaut that at the end of
twenty years, or sooner should Jean
get freedom, that in truth he must
look out for the knife.

“Jacques and Plerre met on the
steps of the hall of justice. Both
were surrounded by friends. Jacques
could not resist saying:

“'Well, my fine brother!
years of joy, at least!’

“‘Not so!’ retorted Plerre, with more
animation than he had yet shown.
‘Cur of a Marcient, I strike you!’

“'At last!' cried Jacques, ‘I have
forced you to fight with me! 1 take
your blow! When shall I kill you,
little brother, and with what?

“'Now, and with swords!” sald
Plerre promptly, and there was a smile
upon his face. It did not take long to
arrange the duel. Seconds were
chosen; the party moved on out of the
city upon the banks of the river. The
spot selected was in sight of this tav-
ern, and Pierre and Jacques took their
places opposite each other.

“‘Twenty years of joy!' sald Plerre,
as he rested on his gword. ‘You think,
my gentle brother Jacques, that you
have twenty years of joy ahead of
you! Then listen and I will tell you
how you lle. For twenty years I have
waited for this chance to tell you that
I have had my revenge upon you, To-
day I will kill you! You thought that
I was afraid of you all these years.
Poor fool, you thought I ought to stab
you In the back, as an {gnorant Man-
clent like you would have done! But
my way is different. Your tavern you
think so much of, who will get it if
I kill you? he asked.

“'My boy, Paul,’ answered Jacques.
‘There is a model for you! Never
fear, though, it is I that will kill you!®
but there was something In his broth-
er's volce which cast a damper of
fear over him. 3

“‘You have sald It, Jacques,' Plerra

Twenty

You are golng to leave your tavern to
my son! You have sent your own son
Jean to prison for twenty years! For
twenty years I have llved, and
schemed, and hoped for this one day.
For twenty years I have' laughed in
your face because the time I knew
would come when I could tell you to
your teeth that I bribed the nurse to
exchange Paul for Jean. You have
made my son your helr, brought him
up like a gentleman, [ have made
your son like you—and you have just
sent him to prison for twenty years!
At last you know how a true Manclent
revenges a wrong! Should you live
twenty years, Jean, your own gon, will
kill you for what you did for him this
day. Should 1 kill you, as | expect to
do, Paul, my son, will inherit the Man-
clent tavern! g

“‘Don’t you think, my dear brother,
that my revenge is better than a stab
in the dark?"”

“Jacques sprang upon him. He was

“And so with Plerre’s son, Jean. One
would suppose that the refilned and
educated Pierre would rear his son to
be at least as well educated as his
father, but the reverse was true. Jean
never took kindly to learning, but
grew up untutored and dissipated,
roaming the mountains, assoclating
with questionable characters—in fact,
grew to be more of a Manclent even
than his grandfather, Jacques, whom
he resembled more than he did his
father, Plerre.

“Fed by Plerre, Jean nourished a
deadly hatred for his uncle Jacques.
It was his boast that some day he
would live to thrash or kill his uncle.
The hatred was bitter and lasting, and
grew intense with every success of
Paul in school or college.

““Why should Paul be reared as a
gentleman, while he (Jean) lived the
life of a dog? The Manclient property
belongs as much to my father as it |
does to his father, consequently he is |
spending my inheritance as well ag his
own!" This grated on him, and it is
not strange that Jean made up his
mind to rob his uncle if he could.

“At last the opportunity came, as
Jean thought. One night the Beix |
tavern was entered by him, and he
succeeded In getting into the cellar,
where Jq.cquea was supposed to hide
his gold. There he was discovered by
his uncle and made a prisoner.

“When Jacques discovered that it
was Plerre’s son whom he had caught
his exultation knew no bounds. He
swore at the examination that Jean
had tried to kill him as well ag rob,
and made out euch a good case against
the lad that the magistrate sentenced
Jean to twenty years in the galleys.
“Jacques and Plerre met {o the hall
of justice during the course of the ex-
amination.

“ ‘Beware of Plerre, Indeed!” gneered |
Jacques. ‘My fine brother must be-
ware of Jacques, methinks, ere I ges
through with Jean!’ X

“‘Bo it seems!’ replied Plerre; with
emphasgis on ‘seems,’ which Jaogues
did not understand. ‘You have Jean in

your power—you will rob him of his
liberty, just as you ropbed the father

blinded with rage. The effect of
| Plerre's taunts were just what was ex-
pected. Cool and colleeted Plerre
easily warded off the blow and as
easlly ran his brother through the
body. And that is how Paul Mancient
came in possession of Selx tavern.”

HOWARD GOT HIS HAIR CUT.

His Brother Bill Settled With the Bare
ber and Bossed the Job.

Two Philadelphia boys, Howard
and Bill, used to have many disputes
alout how their halr should be cut
Bill always had his cropped short;
Howard wore his in long ringlets.
The other day they entered a barber
shop together., Previous to this time
Howard's mother took great pride in
the aristocratic appearance of her
child and it was her custom to take
him down town to a fashionable halr-
dresser once a week to have his
tresgses trimmed. The other day Bill
was sent to the barber shop around
the corner to have his hair eut and
Howard went along. Bill climbed
manfully into a chair, and the othar
barber asked Howard If he didn't
want to have his halr cut, too. b

“I haven't any money,” sald How:
ard.

“That's all right,” saild Bill, “yoy
cut his hair and I'll pay for it.”

8o Howard's beautiful locks were
ghorn to a clogeness that left his
ears standing out llke miniature
mountains on a desert scalp, Bill paid
for both and the two youngsters went
home. Some time Jater Howard's
mother came up to see Bill's mother
and vigorously expressed her disgust.
That evening Howard's father called
on Bill'es father to register a furthe‘:l
protest, but it didn’t ring true. He
finally admitted that he was tickled,
o death over what had happened, for,
be thought his boy was getting ta he
entirely too much of a ltils Lol
Fauntleroy. T ..

Wisdom and Felly. : 3
The wise man enjoys the Iftt1s He
has while the fool is seeking for morey

almost screamed. ‘It is my turn now!,
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SPRING STOCK.

in an elegant
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The Pioneer Harness Shop has put

Valises, Dress Suit Cases
and a complete line
of Leather
Goods.

We carry in stock everything in the
Harness and Saddlery Line,Har-
ness Oil, Mica, Axle Grease,
Whips, Lap Robes, Fly
Nets, Etc.

Also the celebrated International Stock Food.

OUR MOTTO: Reasonable Prices and Fair Treatment.

Frank Longcoy, Prop.

line of Trunks,

HARNESS SHOP

BEMIDJI MINN.
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THE AWNING TMAN.

Tents of all kinds and Descriptions
for sale or rent,
ments, Flags, Camp Furniture, eto.
Wagon and Stack Covers, and all
kinds of Canvas Goods.
free on application. 15 3 5

Huntyws Equip-

Lstimates

‘W.C, JONES

TEL. 170. | Ofi¢e Opp. City Boat House.
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LAKE

Minnesota.

state,

land will be all taken,

lTASCAo -
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ITASCA

Lalke Itasca Townsite is situated near the shores of
Lake Itasca—the most beautiful spot in the state of
This lake and a tract of land surround-
the lake has been set aside by the state of Minnesota
to be used as a state park,
waters of the “Father of Waters,” the famous Miss-
issippi and is considered by the state park commis-
sion to be one of the most picturesque spot in the

Lake Itasca is the head-

The Hunting and Fishing

is the best to be found anywhere in the Northwest.
The lake abounds in fish and the country surround-
ing the park limits abounds in game,
full of Whitefish, muskalonge, Bass, ete. The reason
this country has not been pushed as a summer re.
sort is because of the fact that it was a reservation
and hunting prohibited by the government.

The Business Opportunities

Of Lake Ttasca are as yet undeveloped, but the chan-
ces for investment are as good as can be found in
any part of the United States,
the park is being taken up and by another year the
There are good opemings for
most any kind of business—particularly a good ho-
tel. Our hotel accomodations are inadequate to the
demand. We have a fine proposition to make anyone
coming here to put in a first class hotel.
For full particulars of the resources of this country
and the chances for investmeat, address

Theo. Wegmann

Owner Itasca Townsite.

The lake is

The land around

- MINNESOTA.
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HENRY BUENTHER,

Taxidermist and Furrier

INDIAN BAZAAR

der, Repaired and Remodeled,

good assortment of Indian reiics,

Whole Animals, Game Heads, Birds, “Dead Game,” Fur Rug
nd Robes mounted to Order and For Sale,

I carry at all times
Fur Garments made to Or-

FURS BOUGHT!

Deposite required on all work,
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All work guaranteed first class an i mth proe
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