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"But I ought to be for hurting you. 
Indeed"— 

She laughed sadly again. "It wasn't 
that. I don't care what you call me. I 
am small. You'll try to forgive me for 
being such a baby? I didn't mean any
thing I said. I haven't acted so badly 
since I was a child." 

"Ifs my fault, all of i t I've tired 
you out, and I let you get crushed at 
the circus, and"— 

"That!" she said. "I don't think I 
Would have missed the circus." 

He had a thrilling hope that she 
meant the tent pole. She looked as if 
She meant that, but he dared not let 
himself believe it. 

"No," he continued, "I have been so 
madly happy in being with you that 
I've fairly worn out your patience. I've 
haunted you all day, and I have"— 

"All that has nothing to do with it," 
she said, with a gentle motion of her 
hand to bid him listen. "Just after you 
left this afternoon I found that I could 
not stay here. My people are going 
abroad at once, and I must go with 
them. That's what is almost making 
me cry. I leave here tomorrow morn
ing." 

He felt something strike at his heart. 
In the sudden sense of dearth he had 
no astonishment that she should be
tray such agitation over her departure 
from a place she had known so little 
and friends who certainly were not 
part of her life. He rose to his feet, 
and, resting his arm against a syca
more, stood staring away from her at 
nothing. She did not move. There 
was a long silence. He had wakened 
suddenly. The skies had been sap
phire, the sward emerald, Plattville a 
Camelot of romance, a city of enchant
ment, and now, like a meteor burned 
out in a breath, the necromancy fell 
away and he gazed into desolate years. 
The thought of the square, his dusty 
office, the bleak length of Main street, 
as they would appear tomorrow gave 
him a faint physical sickness. Today 
it had all been touched to beauty. He 
had felt fit to live and work here a 
thousand years—a fool's dream, and 
the waking was to arid emptiness. He 
should die now of hunger and thirst in 
this Sahara. He hoped the fates would 
let it be soon, but he knew they would 
not j knew that this was hysteria, that 
in his endurance he should plod on, 
plod, plod dustily on, through dingy, 
lonely years. 

There was a rumble of thunder far 
out en the western prairie. A cold 
breath stole through the hot stillness, 
and an arm of vapor reached out be
tween the moon and the quiet earth. 
Darkness fell. The man and girl kept 
silence between them. They might 
have been two sad guardians of the 
black little stream that plashed un
seen at their feet. Now and then a re
flection of faraway lightning faintly 
limned them with a green light. Thun
der rolled nearer, ominously. The gods 
were driving their chariots over the 
bridge. The chill breath passed, leav
ing the air again to its hot inertia. 

"I did not want to go," she said at 
last, with tears just below the surface 
of her voice. "I wanted to stay here, 
but he—they wouldn't—I can't"— 

"Wanted to stay here?" he said hus
kily, not turning. "Here? In In
diana?" 

"Yes." 
"In Rouen, you mean?" 
"In Plattville." 
"In Plattville!" He turned now, as

tounded. 
"Yes. Wouldn't you have taken me 

on the Herald?" She rose and came to
ward him. "I could have supported 
myself here if you would, and I've 
studied how newspapers are made. I 
know I could have earned a wage. I 
could have helped you make it a daily." 
He searched in vain for a trace of rail
lery in her voice. There was none. 
She seemed to intend her words to be 
taken literally. 

"I don't understand," he said. "I 
don't know what you mean." 

"I mean that I want to stay here; 
that I ought to stay here; that my 

She sprang to her feet, and her eyes 
flashed. 

conscience tells me I should; but I 
can't, and it makes me very unhappy. 
That was why I acted so badly." 

"Your conscience!" he cried. 

"Oh, I know what a jumble and puz
zle it must seem to you!" 

"I only know one thing—that you are 
going away tomorrow morning and 
that I shall never see you again." 

The darkness had grown intense. 
They could not see each other, but a 
wan glimmer gave him a fleeting, misty' 
view of her. She stood half turned, 
from him, her hand to her cheek in! 
the uncertain fashion of his great mo
ment in the afternoon. Her eyes, he, 
saw in the flying picture that he] 
caught, were troubled, and her hand 
trembled. She had been irresistible in' 
her gayety, but now that a mysterious1 

distress assailed her. of the reason for1 

which he had no guess, she was so 
Adorably pathetic and seemed such a 
rich and lovely and sad and happy 
thing to have come into his life only to 
go out of it, and he was so full of the 
prophetic sense of loss of her, it seemed 
so much like losing everything, that he 
found too much to say to be able to 
say anything. 

He tried to speak and choked a little. 
A big drop of rain fell on his bare 
head. Neither of them noticed the 
weather or cared for it. They stood 
With the renewed blackness hanging 
like a drapery between them. 

"Can—can you—tell me why you 
think you ought not to go?" he whis
pered finally with a great effort. 

"No; not now. But I know you 
would think I am right in wanting to 
stay. I know you would if you knew 
about it; but I can't, I can't. I must 
go in the morning." 

"I should always think you right," 
he answered in an unsteady tone, "al
ways." He went over to the bench, 
fumbled about for his hat and picked 
it up. 

"Come," he said gently, "I am going 
now." 

She stood quite motionless for a full 
minute or longer; then, without a word, 
she moved toward the house. He went 
to her, with hands extended to find her, 
and his fingers touched her sleeve. 
Together and silently they found the 
garden path an<t followed its dim 
length. In the orchard he touched her 
sleeve again and led the way. 

As they came out behind the house 
she detained him. Stopping short, she 
shook his hand from her arm. She 
spoke in a breath, as if it were all one 
word. 

"Will you tell me why you go? I t is 
not late. Why do you wish to leave 
me, when I shall not see you again?" 

"The Lord be good to me!" he broke 
out, all his long pent passion of dreams 
rushing to his lips as the barrier fell. 
"Don't you see it is because I can't 
bear to let you go? I hoped to get 
away without saying it. I want to be 
alone. I want to be with myself and 
try to realize things. I didn't want to 
make a babbling idiot of myself, but I 
am. It is because I don't want another 
second of your sweetness to leave an 
added pain when you've gone. I t is 
because I don't want to hear your voice 
again, to have it haunt me in the lone
liness you will leave. But it's useless, 
useless. I shall hear it always, just as 
I shall always see your face, just as 
I have heard your voice and seen your 
face these seven years, ever since I 
first saw you, a child, at Winter Har
bor. I forgot for awhile. I thought it 
was a girl I had made up out of my 
own heart, but it was you all the time. 
The impression I thought nothing of 
then; just the merest touch on my 
heart, light as it was, grew and grew 
deeper till it was there forever. You've 
known me twenty-four hours, and I 
understand what you think of me for 
speaking to you like this. If I had 
known you for years and had waited 
and had the right to speak and keep 
your respect, what have I to offer you? 
I couldn't even take care of you if you 
went mad as I and listened. I've no 
excuse for this raving— Yes, I have." 

He saw her in another second of 
lightning, a sudden, bright one. Her 
back was turned to him, and she had 
taken a few startled steps from him. 

"Ah," he cried, "you are glad enough 
now to see me go! I knew it. I want
ed to spare myself that. I tried not to 
be a hysterical fool in your eyes." He 
turned aside, and his head fell on his 
breast. "God help me!" he said. "What 
will this place be to me now?" 

The breeze had risen. It gathered 
force. I t was a chill wind, and there 
rose a wailing on the prairie. Drops of 
rain began to fall. 

"You will not think a question im
plied in this," he said, more composed
ly, but with an unhappy laugh at him
self. "I believe you will not think me 
capable of asking you if you care"— 

"No," she answered, "I—I do not love 
you." 

"Ah, was it a question, after all? I— 
you read me better than I do, perhaps. 
But, if I asked, I knew the answer." 

She made as if to speak again, but 
words refused her. 

After a moment, "Goodby," he said 
very steadily. "I thank you for the 
charity that has given me this little 
time—with you. I t will always b e -
precious to me. I shall always be your 
servant." His steadiness did not carry 
bim to the end of his sentence. "Good
b y " -

She started toward him and stopped. 
He did not see her. She answered noth
ing, but stretched out her hand to him 
and then let it fall quickly. 

"Goodby," be said again. "I shall go 
out the orchard gate. Please tell them 
good night for me. Won't you speak to 
me? Goodby!" 

He stood waiting, while the rising 
wind blew their garments about them. 
She leaned against the wall of the 
house. "Won't you say goodby and tell 
me you can forget my"— 

She did not speak. 
"No!" he cried wildly. ' "Since you 

ilon't forget it! I have spoiled what 
might have been a pleasant memory 
for you,' and I know it. You are al
ready troubled, and I have added, and 
you won't forget it, nor shall I—nor 
shall I. Don't say goodby! I can say it' 
for both of us. God bless you, and 
goodby, goodby, goodby!" 

He crushed his hat down over his 
eyes and ran toward the orchard gate. 
For a moment lightning flashed repeat
edly. She saw him go out the gate 
and disappear into sudden darkness. 
He ran through the field and came out 
on the road. Heaven and earth were 
revealed again for a dazzling white 
second. From horizon to horizon rolled 
clouds contorted like an illimitable 
field of inverted haystacks, and be
neath them enormous volumes of blu
ish vapor were tumbling in the west, 
advancing eastward with sinister swift
ness. She ran to a little knoll at the 
corner of the house and saw him seti 
his face to the storm. She cried aloud 
to him with all her strength and would 
have followed, but the wind took the 
words out of her mouth and drove her 
back, cowering, to the shelter of the 
house. 

Out on the road the lashing dust 
came stinging him like a thousand net
tles. I t smothered him and beat him 
so that he covered his face with his 
sleeve and fought into the storm shoul
der foremost, dimly glad of its uproar, 
yet almost unconscious of it, keeping 
westward on his way to nowhere. 
West or east, north or south, it was all 
one to him. The few heavy drops that 
fell boiling into the dust ceased to 
come; the rain withheld while the wind 
kings rode on earth. On he went in 
spite of them. On and on, running 
blindly when he could run at all. At 
least the wind kings were company. 
He had been so long alone. There was 
no one who belonged to him or to whom 
he belonged. For a day his dreams 
had found in a girl's eyes the precious 
thing that is called home. Oh, the wild 
fancy! He laughed aloud. 

There was a startling answer—a 
lance of fire hurled from the sky, riving 
the fields before his eyes, while crash 
on crash numbed his ears. With that 

man was leaning over the top rail 
and looking at him. 

his common sense awoke, and he look
ed about him. He was two miles from 
town. The nearest house was the Bris-
coes', far down the road. He knew the 
rain would come now. There was a big 
oak near him at the roadside, and he 
stepped under its sheltering branches 
and leaned against the great trunk, 
wiping the perspiration and dust from 
his face. A moment of stunned quiet 
had succeeded the peal of thunder. It 
was followed by several moments of in
cessant lightning that played along 
the road and the fields. From that in
tolerable brightness he turned his head 
and saw, standing against the fence, 
five feet away, a man, leaning over the 
top rail and looking at him. 

The same flash swept brilliantly be
fore Helen's eyes as she crouched 
against the back steps of the brick 
house. It revealed a picture like a 
marine of big waves, the tossing tops 
of the orchard trees, for in that second 
the full fury of the storm was loosed, 
wind and rain and hail. It drove her 
against the kitchen door with cruel 
force. The latch lifted, the door blew 
open violently, and she struggled to 
close it in vain. The house seemed to 
rock. A candle flickered toward her 
from the inner doorway and was blown 
out. 

"Helen! Helen!" came Minnie's voice 
anxiously. "Is that you? We were 
coming to look for you. Did you get 
wet?" 

Mr. Willetts threw his weight against 
the door and managed to close it. 'Then 
Minnie found her friend's hand and 
led her through the dark hall to the 
parlor, where the judge sat placidly 
reading by a student lamp. 

Lige chuckled as they left the kitch
en. "I guess you didn't try too hard 
to shut that door, Harkless," he said, 
and then when they came into the 
lighted room, "Why, where is Hark; 
less?" he asked. "Didn't he come with 
us from the kitchen?" 

"No," answered Helen faintly. "He's 
gone." She sank upon the sofa and 
put her hand over her eyes as if to 
shade them from too sudden light 

"Gone!" The judge dropped his book 
and sat staring across the table at the 
girl. "Gone! When?" 

"Ten minutes—five—half an hour—I 
don't know. Before the storm com
menced." 

"Oh!" The old gentleman appeared 
to be reassured. "Probably he had 
work to do and wanted to get in before 
the rain." 

But Lige Willetts was turning pale. 
"Which way did he go? He didn't 
come around the house. We were out 
there till the storm broke." 

"He went by the orchard gate. When 
he got to the road he turned that way." 
fehe pointed to the west 

"He must have been crazy!" exclaim
ed the judge. "What possessed the fel
low?" 

"I couldn't stop him. I didn't know 
how." She looked at her three com
panions, slowly and with growing ter
ror, from one face to another. Min
nie's eyes were wide, and she had un
consciously grasped Lige's arm. The 
young man was staring straight before 
him. The judge got up and walked 
nervously back and forth. Helen rose 
to her feet and went toward the old 
man, her hands pressed to her bosom 

"Ah," she cried out, "I had forgotten 
that! You don't think they—you don't 
think he"— 

"I know what I think," Lige broke 
In. "I think I'd ought to be hanged for 
letting him out of my sight. Maybe it's 
all right. Maybe he turned and started 
right back for town—and got there. 
But I had no business to leave him, 
and if I can I'll catch up with him 
y e t " He went to the front door and. 
opening it, let in a tornado of wind and 
flood of water that beat him back. 
Sheets of rain blew in horizontally in 
spite of the porch beyond. 

Briscoe followed him. "Don't be a 
fool, L igV he said. "You hardly ex
pect to go out in t h a t " Lige shook his 
head. I t needed them both to get the 
door closed. The young man leaned 
his back against it and passed his 
sleeve across his wet brow. "I hadn't 
ought to have left him." 

"Don't scare the girls," whispered 
the other; then in a louder tone: "AH 
I'm afraid of is that he'll get blown to 
pieces or catch his death of cold. That's 
all there is to worry about. They 
wouldn't try it again so soon after last 
night I'm not bothering about that; 
not at all. That needn't worry any
body." 

"But this morning"— 
"Pshaw! He's likely home and dry 

by this time. All foolishness. Don't 
be an old woman." 

The two men re-entered the room 
and found Helen clinging to Minnie's 
hand on the sofa. She looked up at 
them quickly. 

"Do you think—do you—what do 
you"— 

Her voice shook so that she could not 
go on. 

The judge pinched her cheek and pat
ted i t "I think he's home and dry, but 
I think he got wet first That's what I 
think. Never you fear. He's a good 
hand at taking care of himself. Sit 
down, Lige. You can't go for awhile." 
Nor could he. I t was a long, long while 
before he could venture out. The storm 
raged and roared without abatement 
I t was Carlow's worst since '51, the 
old gentleman said. They heard the 
great limbs crack and break outside, 
while the thunder pealed and boomed, 
and the wind ripped at the eaves till 
it seemed as if the roof must go. Mean
while the judge, after some apology, lit 
his pipe and told long stories of the 
storms of early days and of odd freaks 
of the wind. He talked on calmly, the 
picture of repose, and blew rings above 
his head, but Helen saw that one of 
his big slippers beat an unceasing little 
tattoo on the carpet She sat with fix
ed eyes, in silence, holding Minnie's 
hand tightly, and her face was color
less, growing whiter as the slow hours 
dragged by. 

Every moment Mr. Willetts became 
more restless. He assured the ladies 
he had no anxiety regarding Mr. Hark-
less. I t was only his own dereliction of 
duty that he regretted. The boys 
would have the laugh on him, he said. 
But he visibly chafM more and more 
under the judge's stories and constant
ly rose to peer out of the window into 
the wrack and turmoil, and once or 
twice he struck his hands together with 
muttered ejaculations. At last there 
was a lull in the fury without and as 
soon as it was perceptible he announced 
his intention of making his way into 
town. He "had ought to have went 
before," he declared apprehensively, 
and then, with immediate amendment 
of course he would find the editor at 
work in the Herald office. There 
wasn't the slightest doubt of that, he 
agreed with the judge, but he better 
see about i t He would return early in 
the morning and bid Miss Sherwood 
goodby. Hoped she'd come back some 
day; hoped it wasn't her last visit to 
Plattville. They gave him an umbrella, 
and he plunged into the night and as 
they stood for a moment at the door, 
the old man calling after him cheery 
good nights and laughing messages to 
Harkless, they could see him fight with 
his umbrella when he got out into the 
road. 

Helen's room was over the porch, the 
windows facing north, looking out up
on the pike and across the fields. 
"Please don't light the lamp, Minnie," 
she said when they had gone upstairs. 
"I don't need i t " Miss Briscoe was 
flitting about the room hunting for 
matches. In the darkness she came to 
her friend and laid a kind, large hand 
on Helen's eyes, and the hand became 
wet. She drew Helen's head down on 
her shoulder and sat beside her on the 
bed. 

"Sweetheart, you mustn't fret," she 
Boothed in motherly fashion. "Don't 
you worry, dear. He's all right. It 
isn't your fault, dear. They wouldn't 
come on a night like this." 

But Helen drew away and went to 
the window, flattening her arm against 
the pane, her forehead pressed against 
her arm. She had let him go; she had 
let him go alone. She had forgotten the 
danger that always beset him. She hat? 
been so crazy; she had seen nothing, 
thought of nothing. She had let him 
go into that and into the storm alone. 

PROFESSIONAL CARD8. 

Q. ROSS CALEY, M. D., 

PHYSICIAN AND SUBGEON. 
Office and Residence over Jack's Drugstore 

Tel.—Rural, 36. 
Princeton, - Minn. 

JLVERO L. MCMILLAN, 

LAWYEB. 
Office in Odd Fellows' Building. 

Princeton, - Minn. 

J. A. ROSS, 

ATTORNEY AT LAW. 
Office in Carew Block, 

Main Street. - - Princeton. 

w 
BUSINESS CARDS. 

M. KALIHER, 

BABBEB SHOP & BATH BOOMS. 
A fine line of Tobacco and Cigars. 

Main Street, - - Princeton. 

A. C. SMITH, 

Dealer in 
FBESH AND SALT MEATS, 

Lard, Poultry, Fish and Game in Season. 
_ , Telephone 51. 
Princeton. - - Minn. 

E. A. ROSS, 

EUNEBAL DIBECTOB. 
Will take full charge of dead bodies when 

desired. Coffins and caskets of the latest styles 
always in stock. Also Springfield metalics. 

Dealer in Monuments of aU kinds . 
B A. Ross, Princeton, Minn. Telephone No. 30. 

The New Year; 
With us means more and • 
better goods than ever, | 
and to our customers it 
will mean better oppor
tunities than ever to buy 
more and better goods. 

In Our New Store 
"We have more room and 
better facilities than we 
ever had to show and sell 
our goods. We invite all 
to call and see us. 

J o b N. Berg, 
Princeton, - Minn. 
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Dr. C. F. Walker's 1 
Dental Parlors | 
now located 1 
in the 
Oddfellow's 
new building, 
where 
Dr. Walker 
will attend 
to his 
Princeton 
appointments 
from the 
ist to 20th 
of each 
month. 

In Cambridge 
aist to *8tb 
of each month, 
office over 
Qouldberg & 
Anderson's 
•tore! 

» » » • » » » • • • • • < 

FRANK PETERSON. N. M. NEIiSON. 

PETERSON & NELSON, 

Blacksmiths 
and wagon makers. 

Wagons and Buggies manufactured 
and repaired. 

Satisfaction also guaranteed in all other 
lines of our business. 

Shops next to Starch Factory, 

Princeton, Minn. 

Great Northern Railway. 

ST. PAUL., MINNEAPOLIS, PRINCETON 
AND DUliUTH. 

GOING SOUTH. GOING NORTH. 

Leave. 
Duluth. 6:20 a.m. 
Brook Park.. 9:15 a.m. 
Mora 9:36 a.m. 
Ogilvie 9:48 a.m. 
Milaca 10:20 a.m. 
Pease (f) 10:30 a m . 
L. Siding(f). 10:40am. 
Brickton (f). 10:45 a.m. 
Princeton... .10:55 a m. 
Zimmerman. 11:10 a.m. 
Elk River. . . . 11:35 a.m. 
Anoka 12 00 a.m. 
Minneapolis.12:40 p.m. 
Ar. St. Paul. 1:05 p.m. 

St. Paul 2:35 p.m 
Minneapolis. 3:05 p.m. 
Anoka 3:45 p.m. 
Elk River.. . . 4:07 p.m. 
Zimmerman. 4:25 p.m. 
Princeton.. . 4:42p.m. 
Brickton (f). 4:47 p m. 
L. Siding (f). 4:51p.m. 
Pease ( f ) . . . . 5:01 p.m 
Milaca 5:20 p.m 
Ogilvie 5:45 p.m 
Mora 6:02 p.m. 
Brook Park. 6:25 p.m 
Ar. Duluth.. 9:25p.m. 

(f) Stop on signal. 

ST. CLOUD TRAINS. 
GOING WEST. 

Le. Milaca 
" Poreston 

Ar. St. Cloud '. 
_ _ GOING EAST. 
L-e. St. Cloud I 4-00 D m 
Foreston VStnn 
Ar,Milaca. ... ^IV.:::"" I smlrn. 

10:18 a .m. 
10:23 a. m. 
11:15 a. m. 

WAY FREIGHT. 
I o ^ , B A S T ~Tuesday, Thursday and Saturday. 
Le. Milaca. 10:45a.m. 

Princeton 12-30n m 
«• Eik-River : : : : . • . : . ; : S & £ : 

Ar. Anoka 5:00p.m. 

^NAnXT~M O n d a y ' W e d n e ^ y » J JJiday-

Ar. Milaca V :Z\\ J i g J ; * 

o.̂ ™111 N a T, leaYes Elk River going west at 

is^&sav'0-* ^Eikiive/gS. 
MILLE LACS COUNTY. 

TOWN CLERKS. 
Bogus Brook-O. E. Gustafson Princeton 
Borgholm-J. B Herou Bock 
3reenbush-R. A. Ross Prin'ceton 
Hayland-Alfred F. Johnson.. . . . . M U K 
tale Harbor-Otto A. Haggberg. M a 
Jfllaca-Ole E. Larson^T??°.7 . . . •"Milaca 
MIlo-R. N. Atkinson . . . ...'.\ "jJvJESSS 
Princeton-Otto Henschel Prace ton 
Bobbins—C. N. Archer. . . . VineiaBfl 
South Harbor-Cha^Freer; . ; • . ; ; ; ; ; . C o v J 
EastSide-Geo. W. F r e e r . . . . . . . . ; ; . ; . b p s t e a d 
Onamia-G. H. Carr Ctaamla 
Page-August Anderson .... . . r p » g e 
T „ „. VILLAGE RECORDERS. 
j ' ^ H n S " 1 1 1 Foreston 
PPO'T? M-fnV Princeton 
Geo.E. McClure Milaca 

NEIGHBORING TOWNS. 
aaldwta-H. B . Fisk Princeton 

Spencer Brook-O. c . Smith. Snencer Brook 
tfyanett-Ole P e t e r s o n ^ . . . . _ . ^ W y S I 
Uvonia-Chas E. Sawnson Zimmerman 
S S h f e ~ y * W-Groundrey ^Santiago 
Dalbo—Andrew Peterson.. . Dalbo 

Grain and Produce Market. 
Wheat, No. 1 Northern <» 
Wheat, No. 2 Northern ' Sn 
Corn '"• wvaS 
Oats K | 
Bye .:; 4 0 @ ^ 
Barley '.* 5" 
Beans,hand picked *'«• 
Hay (Timothy) .'.V..';.'.".".;.' ' l o / » 

PKICES Or THE 

Princeton Boiler Mills and Elerator. 
W h e a t , N o . 1 N o r t h e r n ty> 
Wheat, No. 2 Northern c£ 

a™, ::\\:::\'"A& 
u a t s 40@43 R E T A I L . 
Vestal, per sack 
Flour, (100percent)per sack.. . 
Banner, per sack 
Rye flour. '.' 
Whole wheat (10lb. sack). .'" 
Ground feed, per cwt 
Coarse meal, per cwt i'ml 
Middlings, per cwt tan 
Shorts, per cwt OK 
Bran, per cwt gg 

All goods delivered free anywhere in Princeton. 

12.75 
2.65 
2.25 
2.10 

30 
. 1.05 

FRATERNAIi -.-LODGE 
C<a N O . 9 2 , A . P . & A . M . 

G" ^ .—Bfgnter communications, 2a and 4th J»g& Wednesday of each month. 
^ '**' ,TT „ T „ c - A. DICKEY, W. M. 

W. E. J. GBATZ, Sec'y. 

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

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

JOHN A. G K A H B K , g . R
J & S L A B S O y ' & °-

K. O. T. M„ 
Tent No. 1 7 . 

Regular meetings every Thurs
day evening at 8 o'clock, in the 
Maccabee hall. 
*r » *k c- H E B D O S K A , Com. 
N. M. NELSON. R. K . 

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

Meetings, 2nd and 4th Mondays 
at 8 o clock p. if. 

_ _ „ M. O. SAUSSBR, C. P . 
p . W. S P A U M H N G , S. W. 
Jos . ORAIQ, Scribe. , 

P R I N C E T O N - . - L O D G E 
N O . 2 0 8 , 1 . O . O . F . 

'KwjulsrineetmgB every Friday evening at 7:30 
o c l « * - M.J .JAAX.N.G. 

W. G. FBEDBICK, R. Sec. 

P R I N C E T O N C A M P , M . W . A . , 
N o . 4 0 3 2 . 

Regular meetings 1st and 3rd Saturdays of 
each month, at 8:00 p. M., in the hall at Brick
yards. Visiting members cordially invited. 

F. F. RSBM, V. C. 
CHAS. A. OAKBS, Clerk. 

O. H. BUCK, 

Blacksmith, 
All kind* of Blacksmithing neatly 
and promptly done. I make a 
specialty of 

HORSESHOEING and 
PLOW WORK. 

First street, PRIRCETOI. 

Erick Heglund has started a black
smith and repair shop in the old Pe
terson & Nelson shop north of the 
Sadley mill and is prepared to do all 
kinds of blacksmithing* and repair 
work. 48-13t 

ate'*' :v-xUi,!i::'% '^^t^^-^i^^i^t-i *s. ^'•'i-^-:-'^'^^ 
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