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CHAPTER XIV—Continued. 

"I don't know which place o' his'n 
you mean," said Pole when they were 
alone outside and Wilson had lighted 
his cigar. "That old scamp owns the 
•whole o' creation out our way. Well, 
I'll take that back, fer he don't own 
any land that hain't loaded down with 
trees, but he's got, territory enough. 
Some thinks he's goin' to seceed from 
the United States an' elect himself 
president of his own country." 

Wilson laughed, and then he said: 
"Have you got a few minutes to 
spare?" 

"I reckon I have," said Pole, "ef 
you've got the mate to that cigar." 

Wilson laughed again as he fished 
the desired article from his pocket and 
gave it and a match to Pole. Then he 
leaned against the heavy railing of the 
banisters. "I may as well tell you," 
he said. "I'm a dealer in lumber my
self, and I'd like to know what kind of 
timber you have out there." 

Pole pulled at the cigar, thrust it 
well into the corner of his mouth, with 
the fire end smoking very near his left 
eye, and looked thoughtful. "To tell 
you the truth, my friend," he said, "I 
railly believe you'd be wastin' time to 
go over thar." 

"Oh, you think so!" It was a vocal 
start on the part of Wilson. 

"Yes. sir; the truth is old man Bishop 
has simply raked into his dern clutch 
ever' acre o' fine timber out that away. 
Now, ef you went east, over t'other 
side o' the mountains, you mought pick 
out some good timber; but, as I said, 
old man Bishop's got it all in a bag 
out our way. Sawmill?" 

"No, I don't run a sawmill," said 
Wilson, with an avaricious sparkle in 
his eye. "I sometimes buy timbered 
lands for a speculation; that's all." 

Pole laughed. "I didn't see how you 
could be a sawmill man an' smoke ci
gars like this an' wear them clothes. 
I never knowed a sawmill man to make 
any money." 

"I suppose this Mr. Bishop is buying 
to sell again," said Wilson tentatively. 
"People generally have some such idea 
when they put money into such prop
erty." 

Pole looked wise and thoughtful. "I 
don't know whether he is or not," he 
said, "but my opinion is that he'll hold 
on to it till he's in the ground. He evi
dently thinks a good time's a-comin'J 
Thar was a feller out thar t'other day 
with money to throw at cats. He's 
been tryin' to honeyfuggle the old man 
into a trade, but I don't think he made 
a d e a l w i t h ' i m . " 

"Where was the man from?" Wilson 
spoke uneasily. 

"I don't railly know, but he ain't 
a-goin' to give up. He told Neil Fil-
more at his store that he was goin' 
home to see his company an' write the 
old man a proposition that ud fetch 'im 
ef thar was any trade in 'im." 

Wilson pulled out his watch. 
"Do you happen to know where Mr. 

Rayburn Miller's law office is?" he 
asked. 

"Yes; it's right round the corner. I 
know whar all the white men in this 
town do business, an' he's as white as 
they make 'em an' as straight as a 
s h i n g l e . " 

"He's an acquaintance of mine," said 
Wilson. "I thought I'd run in and see 
him betore I leave." 

"It's right round the corner an' down 
the fust side street toward the court
house. I 'ain't got nothin* to do; I'll 
p'int it out." 

"Thank you." said Wilson, and they 
went out of the house and down the 
street together, Pole puffing vigorously 
at his cigar in the brisk breeze 

"Thar you are," said Pole, pointing 
to Miller's ci<m "Good day. sir: much 
obleeged fer this smoke " and with his 
head in the air Polo walked past the 
office without looking in. 

"Good morning." exclaimed Miller as 
Wilson entered "You are not an early 
riser like we are here in the country." 
He introduced Wilson all round and 
then gave him a chair near his desk 
and facing him rather than the others. 

"This is the gentleman who owns the 
property, I believe." said Wilson suave
ly as he indicated Bishop. 

Miller nodded, and a look of cunning 
dawned in his clear eye. 

"Yes. 1 have just been explaining 
to Mr. and Mrs. Bishop that the mere 
signing of a paper such as will be nec
essary to secure the loan will not bind 
them at all in the handling of their 
property. You know how cautious old
er }-«ople are nowadays in regard to 
legal matters. Now, Alan here, their 
son, understands the matter thorough
ly, and hH mind is not at all disturbed." 

Wilson foil into the preliminary trap. 
"Oh, no: it's not a binding thing at 
all," he said. "The payment of the 
money back to us releases you—that is, 
of course," Wilson recovered himself, 
"if we make the loan." 

Several hearts in the room sank, but 
Miller's face did not alter in the slight
est. "Oh, of course, if the loan is 
made," he said. 

Wilson put his silk hat on the top of 
Miller's desk and flicked the ashes 
from his cigar into a cuspidor. Then 
he looked at Mrs. Bishop suddenly— 
"Does the lady object to smoking?" 

"Not at all," said the old lady; "not 
at all." 

There was a pause as Wilson re

lighted his cigar and pulled at it in si
lence. A step sounded on the sidewalk 
and Trabue put his head in at the 
door. Miller could have sworn at him, 
but he smiled. "Good morning, squire," 
he said. 

"I see you are busy," said the in
truder hastily. 

"Just a little, squire. I'll see you in 
a few minutes." 

"Oh, all right." The old lawyer 
moved on down the sidewalk, his hands 
in his pockets. 

Miller brought up the subject again 
with easy adroitness. "I mentioned 
your proposition to my clients—the 

"Thar you are," said Pole. 
proposition that they allow you the 
refusal of the land at one hundred 
thousand, and they have finally come 
round to it. As I told them, they could 
not possibly market a thing like that 
as easily and for as good a price as a 
company regularly in the business. I 
may have been wrong in giving such 
advice, but it was the way I felt 
about it." 

Without realizing it, Wilson tripped 
in another hole dug by Miller's inven
tive mind. 

"They couldn't do half as well with 
it," the Boston man said. "In fact, no 
one could, as I told you, pay as much 
for the property as we can, considering 
the railroad we have to move some
where and our gigantic facilities for 
handling lumber in America and 
abroad. Still I think, and our directors 
think, a hundred thousand is a big 
price." 

Miller laughed as if amused. "That's 
five dollars an acre, you know, but 
I'm not here to boom Mr. Bishop's 
timber land. In fact, all this has 
grown out of my going down to At
lanta to borrow twenty-five thousand 
dollars on the property. I think I 
would have saved time if I hadn't run 
on you down there, Mr. Wilson." 

Wilson frowned and looked at his 
cigar. 

"We are willing," said he, "to make 
the loan at 5 per cent per annum on 
two conditions." 

"Well, out with them," laughed Mil
ler. "What are they?" 

"First." said Wilson slowly and me
thodically, "we want the refusal of 
the property at one hundred thousand 
dollars." 

Miller's indifference was surprising. 
"For what length of time do you want 
the refusal of the property at that fig
ure?" he asked, almost in a tone of 
contempt. 

Wilson hung fire, his brow wrinkled 
thoughtfully. 

"Till it is decided positively," he got 
out finally, "whether we can get a 
charter and a right of way to the prop
erty." 

"That's entirely too indefinite to suit 
my clients," said the lawyer. "Do you 
suppose, Mr. Wilson, that they want 
to hang their property up on a hook 
like that? Why, if you didn't attend 
to pushing ycTir road through—well, 
they would simply be in your hands, 
the Lord only knows how long." 

"But we intend to do all we can to 
shove it through," said Wilson, with a 
flush. 

"You know that is not a .businesslike 
proposition, Mr. Wilson,"' said Miller, 
with a bland smile. "Why, it amounts 
to an option without any limit at all." 

"Oh. I don't know," said Wilson 
lamely. "Mr. Bishop will be interested 
just as we are in getting a right of 
way through. In fact, it would insure 
us of his help. We can't buy a right 
of way; we can't afford it. The citi
zens through whose property the road 
runs must be persuaded to contribute 
the land for the purpose, and Mr. Bish
op, of course, has influence up here 
with his neighbors." 

"Still he would be very imprudent" 
said Miller, "to option his property 
without any limit. Now here's what 
we are willing to do. As long as you 
hold Mr. Bishop's note for $25,000 un
paid you shall have the refusal of the 

land at $100,000. Now, take my ad
vice"—Miller wras smiling broadly— 
"let it stand at that." 

Wilson reflected for a moment, and 
then he said: "All right. Let that go. 
The other condition is this—and it 
need be only a verbal promise—that 
nothing be said about my company's 
making this loan nor our securing the 
refusal of the property." 

"That will suit us," said Miller. "Mr. 
Bishop doesn't care to have the public 
know his business. Of course the 
mortgage will have to be recorded at 
the courthouse, but that need not at
tract attention. I don't blame Mr. 
Bishop," went on Miller in a half con
fidential tone. "These people are the 
worst gossips you ever saw. If you 
meet any of them, they will tell you 
that Mr. Bishop has bu'sted himself 
wide open by buying so much timber 
land, but this loan will make him as 
solid as the Bank of England. The 
people don't understand his dealings, 
and they are trying to take it out on 
him by blasting his reputation for be
ing one of the solidest men in his coun
ty." 

"Well, that's all, I believe," said 
Wilson, and Miller drew a blank sheet 
of legal cap paper to him and began to 
write. Half an hour later the papers 
were signed, and Miller carelessly 
handed Wilson's crisp pink check on a 
New York bank to Mr. Bishop. 

"There you are, Mr. Bishop," he said, 
with a smile. "You didn't want any 
one else to have a finger in that big 
pie of yours over there, but you needed 
money, and I'll tell you as a friend 
that a hundred thousand cash down 
will be about as well as you can do 
with that land. It takes money, and 
lots of it, to make money, and Mr. Wil
son's company can move the thing 
faster than you can." 

"That's a fact," said Wilson in a 
tone that betrayed self gratification. 
"Now we must all pull together for 
the railroad." He rose and turned to 
Miller. "Will you come with me to 
record the paper?" 

"Certainly," said Miller, and they 
both left together. 

The Bishop family were left alone, 
and, the strain being lifted, they found 
themselves almost wholly exhausted. 

"Is it all over?" gasped the old wo
man, standing up and grasping her 
son's arm. 

"We've got his money," Alan told 
her, with a glad smile, "and a fair 
chance for more." 

The pink check was fluttering in old 
Bishop's hand. Already the old self 
willed look that brooked no interfer
ence with his personal affairs was re
turning to his wrinkled face. 

"I'll go over to Craig's bank an' de
posit it," he said to Alan. "It '11 take 
a day or two to collect it, but he'd let 
me check on it right now fer any rea
sonable amount." 

"I believe I'd ask him not to mention 
the deposit," suggested Alan. 

"Huh! I reckon I've got sense enough 
to do that." 

"I thought you intended to pay, off 
the mortgage on our farm the fust 
thing," ventured Mrs. Bishop. 

"We can't do it till the note's due 
next January," said Bishop shortly. 
"I agreed to keep the money a yeer, 
an' Martin Doe '11 make me hold to it. 
But what do you reckon I care as long 
as I've got some'n' to meet it with?" 

Mrs. Bishop's face fell. "I'd feel bet
ter about it if it was cleer," she faltered. 
"But the Lord knows we ort to feel 
thankful to come out as we have. If 
it hadn't been fer Alan —Mr. Miller 
said that Alan"— 

"Ef j'ou all hadn't made sech a eter
nal row," broke in Bishop testily, "I'd 
'a' had more timber land than this. 
Colonel Barclay has as fine a strip as 
any 1 got, an' he's bantered me for a 
trade time an' agin." 

Abner Daniel seldom sneered at any
body, no matter what the provocation 
was, but it seemed impossible for him 
to refrain from it now. 

"You've been lookin' fer the last 
three months like a man that needed 
more land," he said. "Jest no furder 
back 'an last night you 'lowed ef you 
could git enough fer yore folly to raise 
the debt off'n yore farm you'd die hap
py, an' now yo're a-frettin' beca'se you 
didn't buy up the sides o' the earth an' 
give nobody else a foothold. Le' me 
tell you the truth, even ef it does hurt 
a little. Ef Alan hadn't thought o' 
this heer railroad idea, you'd 'a' been 
the biggest human pancake that ever 
lay flat in its own grease." 

"I hain't said nothin' to the contra
ry," admitted Bishop, who really took 
the reproof well. "Alan knows what 
I think about it." 

Then Bishop and his wife went to 
Craig's bank, and a moment later Mil
ler returned, rubbing his hands with 
satisfaction. 

"We got through, and he's gone to 
catch his train," he said. 

"It worked as smooth as goose grease. 
I wonder what Pole Baker said to him, 
or if he saw him. I have an idea he 
did, from the way Wilson danced to our 
music." 

"Heer's Pole now," said Abner from 
the door. "Come in heer, you triflin' 
loafer, an' give an account o' yore-
se'f." 

"I seed Mm makin' fer the train," 
laughed Pole, "an' so I sneaked in to 
see what you uns done. He walked 
like he owned the town." 

"It went through like lightnin', with
out a hitch or a bobble," Abner told 
him. 

"You did noble," said Miller, while 
Pole and Alan were silently clasping 
hands. "Now I told you we wouldn't 
forget you. Go down to Wimbley's and 
tell him to give you the best suit of 
clothes he's got and to charge them to 
me and Alan." 

Pole drew himself up to his full 
height and stared at the lawyer with 
flashing eyes. 

"Blast yore soul!" he said. "Don't 
you say a thing like that to me agin. 
I'll have you know I've got feelin's 
as well as you or anybody else. I'd cut 
off this right arm an' never wince to <io 

Alan Bishop a favor, but I'll be danged 
ef anybody kin look me over after I've 
done a little one an' pay me for it in 
store clothes. I don't like that one bit, 
an' I ain't afeerd to say so." 

"I didn't mean any offens», Pole," 
apologized Miller most humbly. 

"Well, you wouldn't 'a' said it tc 
some men," growled Pole. "I know 
that. When I want pay fer a thing 
like that, I'll jest go to that corner o' 
the street an' look down at that rock 
pile whar Alan found me one day an' 
paid me out jest to keep me from bein' 
the laughin' stock o' this town." 

Alan put his arm over his shoulder. 
"Rayburn didn't mean any harm," he 
said gently. "You are both my friends, 
and we've had a big victory today. 
Let's not have hard feelings." 

Pole hung his head stubbornly and 
Miller extended his hand. Abner Dan
iel was an attentive listener, a half 
smile on his face. 

"Say, Pole," he said, with a little 
laugh, "you run down to Wimbley's 
an' tell 'im not to wrop up that suit. 
I'm a-owin' him a bill, an' he kin jest 
credit the value of it on my account." 

Pole laughed heartily and thrust his 
big hand into Miller's. 

"Uncle Ab," he said, "you'd make a 
dog laugh." 

"I believe yo're right," said Abner 
significantly, and then they all roared 
at Pole's expense. 

The next day Alan received the fol
lowing letter from Dolly Barclay: 

D e a r A lan—Rayburn Miller told me In 
confidence of your wonderfu l success yes 
t e rday , a n d I s imply cried w i th joy. I 
knew—I felt t h a t you would win, and 
th i s is, a s he says , a glor ious beginning. 
I a m so proud of you, a n d I a m so full of 
hope today . All our t roubles will come 
ou t r i g h t some day , and now t h a t I know 
you love m e I can wai t . R a y b u r n would 
no t h a v e confided so m u c h to me, b u t he 
said whi le he would not let me tell f a t h e r 
a n y t h i n g a b o u t t h e prospec t ive ra i l road, 
he w a n t e d m e to p reven t h im from selling 
h i s t r a c t of land n e a r yours . You know 
m y f a t h e r consu l t s me a b o u t al l h is bus i 
ness , a n d he will no t dispose of t h a t 
p r o p e r t y w i t h o u t my k n o w i n g of it. Oh, 
wou ldn ' t i t b e a fine j oke on h i m to h a v e 
him profit by y o u r good j u d g m e n t . 

Alan was at the little postoffice in 
Filmore's store when he received the 
letter, and he folded it and restored it 
to its envelope with a heart filled with 
love and tenderness. As he walked 
home through the woods it seemed to 
him that everything in nature was 
ministering to his boundless happiness. 
He felt as light as air as he strode 
along. "God bless her dear, dear little 
soul!" he said fervently. 

CHAPTER XVII. 
BOUT a week after this trans

action Rayburn Miller went 
to Atlanta on business for 
one of his clients, and while 

there he incidentally called at the of
fices of the Southern Land and Timber 
company, hoping to meet Wilson and 
learn something about his immediate 
plans in regard to the new railroad. 
But he was informed that the presi
dent of the company had just gone to 
New York and would not be back for 
a week. 

Rayburn was waiting in the rotunda 
of the Kimball House for his train, 
which left at 10 o'clock, when he ran 
across his friend. Captain Ralph Bur
ton of the Gate City guards, a local 
military company. 

"Glad to see you," said the young 
officer. "Did you run up for the ball?" 

"What ball is that?" asked Miller. 
"I am at the first of it." 

"Oh, we are giving one here in this 
house tonight," answered Burton, who 
was a handsome man of thirty-five, 
tall and erect, and appeared at his best 
in his close fitting evening suit and 
light overcoat. "Come upstairs, and 
I'll introduce you to a lot of stran
gers." 

"Can't," Rayburn told him. "I've 
got to leave at 10 o'clock." 

"Well, you've got a good hour yet," 
Insisted the officer. "Come up on the 
next floor, where the orchestra is, any
way, and we can sit down and watch 
the crowd come in." 

Miller complied, and they found 
seats on the spacious floor overlooking 
the thronged office. From where they 
sat they could look through several 
drawing rooms into the ballroom be
yond. Already a considerable number 
of people had assembled, and many 
couples were walking about even quite 
near to the two young men. 

"By George!" suddenly exclaimed 
Miller as a couple passed them. "Who 
is that stunning looking blond? She 
walks like a queen." 

"Where?" asked Burton, looking in 
the wrong direction. 

"Why, there, with Charlie Penrose." 
"Oh, that one," said Burton, trying 

to think. "I know as well as I know 
anything, but her name has slipped 
my memory. Why, she's visiting the 
Bishops, on Peachtree street—a Miss 
Bishop; that's i t " 

"Adele — little Adele? Impossible!" 
cried Rayburn. "And I've been think
ing of her as a child all these years." 

"So you know her?" said Captain 
Burton. 

"Her brother is a chum of mine," ex
plained Miller. "I haven't seen her 
Since she went to Virginia to school 
Ave years ago. I never would have 
recognized her in the world. My Lord, 
she's simply regal!" 

"I haven't had the pleasure of meet
ing her," said the captain, "but I've 
heard lots about her from the boys 
who go to Bishop's. They say she's re
markably clever — recites, you know, 
and takes off the plantation negro to 
perfection. She's a great favorite with 
Major Middleton, who doesn't often 
take to the frying size. She has been 
a big drawing card out at Bishop's 
ever since she came. The boys say the 
house overflows every evening. Are 
you going to speak to her?" 

"If I get a good chance." said Ray
burn. his eyes on the couple as they 
disappeared in the ballroom. "I don't 
:lke to go in looking like this, but she'd 
want to hear from home." 

"Oh. I see." said Burton. "Well. 

you'd tetter try it before the grand 
march sweeps everything before it." 

As Miller entered the ballroom Pen
rose was giving Adele a seat behind a 
cluster of palms, near the grand piano, 
around which the German orchestra 
was grouped. He went straight to her. 

"You won't remember me, Miss 
Adele," he said, with a smile, "but I'm 
going to risk speaking to you anyway." 

She looked up from the bunch of 
flowers in her lap and in a startled, 
eager sort of way began to study his 
face. 

"No, I do not," she said, flushing a 
little and yet smiling agreeably. 

"Well, I call that a good joke," Pen
rose broke in, with a laugh, 'as he 
greeted Miller with a familiar slap on 
the shoulder. "Why, Rayburn, on my 
wora, sne hasn't talked of anybody 
else for the last week, and here she"— 

"You are not Rayburn Miller!" Adele 
exclaimed, and she stood up to giv-
him her hand. "Yes, I have been talk 
lag of you, and it seems to me I have 
a thousand things to say and, oh, so 
many thanks!" 

There was something in this impul
sive greeting that gave Miller a delec
table thrill all over. 

"You were such a little thing the 
last time I saw you," he said almost 
tenderly. "I declare, j'ou have changed 
—so, so remarkably." 

She nodded to Penrose, who was ex
cusing himself, and then she said to 
Miller, "Are you going to dance to
night?" 

TO BE CONTINUED. 

E. W. LANGER, 

Billiard and 
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* pied by Nachbar restaurant . You are 
4 invited to call and see us. 

• All kinds of soft drinks 
I and Cigars and Tobaccos 
I always on hand 
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STATE OF MINNESOTA, COUNTY OF 
Mille Lacs,—ss. In Probate Court 

Special Term, August 20th, 1903. 
In the mat te r of the estate of Ada L. F a r n -

ham, deceased. 
On receiving and filing the petition of E l -

dndge M. Fa rnham of the village of Princeton 
representing, among other things, tha t Ada L.. 
Fa rnham, late of said village, on the 13th dav 
of August, A. D. 1903, a t said village of Pr ince
ton, died intestate , and being a resident of this 
county a t the t ime of her death, leaving gooas, 
chat tels and es ta te within this county, and that 
the said petitioner is the surviving husband of 
said deceased, and praying tha t administration 
of said es ta te be to him granted; 

I t is ordered, t h a t said petition be heard before 
this court on Saturday, the 19th day of Septem
ber, A. D. 1903, a t 2 o'clock p. M., a t the village 
of Princeton in said county. 

Ordered further, t ha t notice thereof be g ivc i 
to the heirs of said deceased, and to all persons 
interested, by publishing this order once in 
each week, for three successive weeks, prior to 
said day of hearing, in the Princeton Union, a 
weekly newspaper printed and published a t 
Princeton in said county. 

Dated a t Princeton the 20th day of August A. 
D. 1903. By the court, ' 
r „ ^ B. M. V A N A L S T E I N , 
iProbate Seal. | Judge of Probate . 

F i r s t Publication August 27,1903. 

STATE OF MINNESOTA, COUNTY OF 
Mille Lacs—ss. In Proba te Court 

Special Term, August Qtith, 1903 
In the mat te r of the es ta te of Eras tus 

Fletcher, deceased. 
On reading and filing the petition of Joseph 

A. Ross, the executor of the estate of Eras tus 
Fletcher, deceased, representing, among 
other things, tha t he has fully administered 
said estate, and praying tha t a t ime and place 
be fixed for examining, settl ing and allowing 
tne final account of his administration, and for 
the assignment of the residue of said es ta te to 
the part ies entit led thereto by law: 

I t is ordered, tha t said account be examined 
and petition heard by this court, on Saturday 
the 19th day of September, A. D., 1903, a t 2 
o'clock p. M.. a t the probate office in the court 
house a t Princeton in said county. 

And it is further ordered, tha t notice hereof 
be given to all persons interested by publish
ing a copy of this order once in each week 
for three successive weeks prior to said day 
of hearing, in the Princeton U N I O N , a weekly 
newspaper printed and published a t Princeton 
in said county. 

Dated a t Princeton the 26th day of August 
A. D. 1903. By the court. e ' 
„ B. M. V A N A L S T E I N , 

IProbate Court Seal ] Judge of Probate . 

F i r s t Publication Aug. 27, 1903. 

Summons. 
STATE OF MINNESOTA > 

County of Mille Lacs, fss-

Distr ict Court. Seventh Judicial District 
E L. McMillan, Plaintiff, ] 

vs. 
Martin A. Dehn, Carl W. Dehn. "VVil-

helm A. Dehn, Auguste W. Dehn. Do-
ratee E. Dehn, the estate of Christian 
A. Dehn, deceased: also all other per
sons or part ies unknown claiming any 
right, t i t le, estate, lien or interest in 
the real es ta te described in the com
plaint herein. Defendants. 
The State of Minnesota, to the above named 

defendants: 
You, and each of you. are hereby summoned 

and required to answer the complaint of the 
plaintiff in the above entitled action, which 
complaint has been filed in the office of the 
clerk of the above named court, in the village 
of Princeton, county of Mille Lacs, Minnesota. 
and to serve a copy of your answer to said 
complaint, on the subscriber a t his office, in the 
village of Princeton, county of Mille Lacs and 
Sta te of Minnesota, within twenty days after 
the service of this summons upon you exclusive 
of the day of such service, and if you fail to 
answer the said complaint withiD the t ime 
aforesaid, the plaintiff in this action will apply 
to the above named court for the relief de
manded in said compliant, together with plain
tiff's costs and disbursements herein. 

Dated August 26th, 1903. 
E. L. M C M I L L A N , 

Attorney for Plaintiff. Princeton, Minn. 

Notice of Lis Pendens. 
STATE OF MINNESOTA, I 

County of Mille Lacs, fss" 
Distr ict Court. Seventh Judicial District . 

E. L. McMillan, Plaintiff, i 
vs. 

Martin A. Dehn, Carl W. Dehn, Wil-
helm A. Dehn, Auguste W. Dehn, Dora-
tee E. Dehn; the estate of Christian A. 
Dehn, deceased; also all other persons 
or part ies unknown claiming any right, 
t i t le, estate, lien or interest in the real 
es ta te described in the complaint here
in, Defendants. 

Notice is hereby given, tha t an action has been 
commenced m the above named court, by the 
above named plaintiff against the above named 
defendants, the object of which is to dertermine 
l 5 e adverse claims of the defendants, and each 
of them, and the unknown persons designated 
in the summons in said action, in or to the real 
es ta te hereinafter described, and to have the 
above named plaintiff adjudged to be the owner 
in fee simple of the said real estate and all 
thereof. 

The property and premises affected by the 
said action are s i tuated in the county of Mille 
Lacs and Sta te of Minnesota, and are described 
as follows, viz: The northeast quarter of the 
southeast quar ter (NEJ4 of SEM) of section 
twelve (12), in township thirty-six (36) north of 
range twenty-six (26) west. And said action 
affects the ti t le of the said premises and all 
thereof. 

Dated this 26th day of August, A. D. 1903. 
E. L. M C M I L L A N , 

Attorney for Plaintiff, Princeton, Minn. 

Great Northern Railway. 

ST. P A U L , MINNEAPOLIS , PRINCETON 
AND DULUTH. 

G OING SO UTH. GOING NORTH. 

Leave. 
Duluth 6 
Brook Park . . 9 
Mora 9 
Ogilvie 10: 
Milaca 10: 
Pease (f) 10: 
L. Siding(f). 10: 
Brickton (f).10 
Pr inceton. . . . 10: 
Zimmerman. 11 
Elk River . . . . 11 
Anoka 12 
Minneapolis. 12: 
Ar. St. Pau l . 1: 

20 a.m. 
30 a.m. 
50 a.m. 
03 a.m. 
23 a.m. 
40 a.m. 
50 a m . 
54 a.m. 
55 a m. 
15 a.m. 
35 a.m. 
00 a.m. 
40 p.m. 
05 p.m. 

Leave. 
St. Pau l . . . . 
Minneapolis 
Anoka 
Elk River. . . 
Zimmerman 
Princeton. . 
Brickton (f) 
L. Siding (f) 
Pease (f).--
Milaca 5 
Ogilvie 6 
Mora 5 
Brook P a r k 
Ar. Duluth 

:35p.m 
05 p.m. 
45 p.m. 

:11 p.m. 
29 p.m. 

:46 p.m. 
51 p.m. 
55 p.m. 
05p.m 
20p.m 
41 p m 
54 p m 

•15 p.m. 
•25 p m. 

(f) Stop on signal. 

ST. CLOUD TRAINS 
GOING WEST. 

Le. Milaca 
" Bridgeman '.'.' 

Ar. St. Cloud 
_ „ GOING EAST. 
Le. St. Cloud I 4-*>op 
Bridgeman 5 :T"n 
Ar Milaca ". "\ | &.£* 

10:23 a. m 
10:30 a. m. 
11:23 a . m . 

MILLIE LACS COUNTY. 
TOWN CLERKS. 

Bogus Brook—O. E. Gustafson Princeton 
Borgholm—J. B Herou Bock 
Greenbush—R. A. Ross Princeton 
Hayland—Alfred F . Johnson Milaca 
Isle Harbor—Otto A. Haggberg is le 
Milaca—Ole Larson Milaca 
Milo—R. N. Atkinson Foreston 
Princeton—Otto Henschel Princeton 
Robbins—C. Archer Vineland 
South Harbor—Enos Jones Cove 
E a s t Side—Geo. W. Freer Opstead 
Onamia—Arthur Wiseman Onamia 
Page—August Anderson Page 

VILLAGE RECORDERS. 
J. M . N e u m a n n Foreston 
J W.Goulding Princeton 
C . H . F o s s Milaca 

N E I G H B O R I N G T O W N S . 
Baldwin—H. B . Fisk Princeton 
Blue Hill—Thomas E. Brown Princeton 
Spencer Brook—G. O. Smith . . .Spencer Brook 
Wyanett—J. A . K r a v e Wyanet t 
Livonia—Chas. E . Swanson Zimmerman 

PRICES OF THE 

Princeton Roller Mills anil Elevator. 
Wheat, No. 1 Northern 80 
Wheat , No. 2 Northern 7S 
New wheat 77 
Corn 55 
Oats, new 30 

» • 
R E T A I L . 

Vestal, per sack $2.35 
Flour, (100 per cent) per sack 2.25 
Banner, per sack 1.80 
Rye flour 1.90 
Ground feed, per cwt l 20 
Coarse meal, per cwt 1.15 
Middlings, per cwt 1.05 
Shorts , per cwt 95 
Bran, pe rewt 85 

All goods delivered free anywhere in Princeton. 

FRATERNAL. -:- L O D G E 
N O . 9 2 , A . F . & A . M. 

Regular communications, 2d and 4th 
Wednesday of each month. 

B. D. G R A N T , W. M. 
A. B. C H A D B O U R N E , Sec'y. 

a P R I N C E T O N -: - L O D G E . 
N O . 9 3 , K . of P . 

Regular meetings every Tuesday eve
ning at 8 o'clock. 

C. W. V A N W O R M E R , C. C. 
J O H N A . G R A H E K , K . R. & S. 

K . O. T. M., 
T e n t No. 1 7 . 

Regular meetings every Thurs 
day evening a t 8 o'clock, in the 
Maccabee hall. 

W. G. F R E D R I C K S , Com. 
N. M. NELSON. R. K. 

Hebron Encampment . 
No . 4 2 , 1 . 0 . O.F . 

Meetings, 2nd and 4th Mondays 
a t 8 o'clock p . M. 

M. C. SATJSSER. C. P . 
D. W. SPAUIiDING, S. W. 
J o s . C R A I G , Scribe. 

P R I N C E T O N -:- L O D G E 
«**- NO. 2 0 8 , 1 . O. O. F . 

Regular meetings every Friday evening at 7:80 
o'clock. L. S. B R I G G S , N. G. 

E. E. W H I T N E Y , R. Sec. 

P R I N C E T O N C A M P , M. W. A. , 
No . 4 0 3 2 . 

Regular meetings 1st and 3rd Saturdays of 
each month, a t 8:00 p . M „ in the hall a t Brick
yards. Visit ing members cordially invited. 

N E D C. K E L L E T , V. C. 
J . F . ZIMMERMAN, Clerk. 

•••••••••••••••••••»•••••• 

| Dr. C. F. Walker's | 
• Dental Parlors • 
• now located • 
I in the • 
I Oddfellow's t 
t new building, | 
• where t 
I Dr. Walker | 
I will attend | 
t to his t 
f Princeton • 
• appointments | 
t from the • 
t 1st to 20th t 
t of each • 
t month. t 

In Cambridge 
aist to 28th 
of each month, 
office over 
doaldberg & 
Anderson's 
•tore 


