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CHAPTER XIII. 

V iERY early in the morning a 
J messenger boy stumbled up 

the front steps of Mere
dith's house and handed 

the colored servant four yellow en
velopes, night messages. Tlie man 
carried them upstairs, left three with 
his master's guest, then knocked on 
Meredith's door till a response as
sured him that the occupant was 
awake and slid the fourth envelope 
under the door. Meredith lay quite 
without motion for several minutes, 
sleepily watching the yellow rhomboid 
In the crevice. It was a hateful looking 
thing to mix itself in with a pleasant 
dream and insist on being read, but 
after a while he climbed groaningly out 
of bed and perused the message with 
heavy eyes, still half asleep. He read it 
twice before it penetrated. 

Suppress all newspapers today. Con
vention meets a t 11. If w e succeed, a 
delegation will come to Rouen this after
noon. They will come. H E L E N . 

Tom rubbed bis sticky eyelids and 
shook his head violently in a Spartan 
effort to rouse himself, but what more 
effectively performed the task for him 
were certain sounds that issued from 
Harkless' room across the hall. For 
some minutes Meredith had been dully 
conscious of a rustle and stir in the 
invalid's chamber, and he began to 
realize that no mere tossing upon a 
bed would account for a noise that 
reached him across a wide hall and 
through two closed doors of thick wal
nut. Suddenly he heard a quick, heavy 
tread, shod, in Harkless' room, and tit 
resounding bang as some heavy object 
struck the floor. The doctor was not 
to come till evening. The servant had 
gone downstairs. Who in the sick 
man's room wore shoes? He rushed 
across the hall in his pajamas and 
threw open the unlocked door. 

The bed was disarranged and va
cant Harkless, fully dressed, was 
standing in the middle of the floor 
hurling garments at a small trunk. 
The horrified Meredith stood for a sec
ond bleached and speechless; then he 
rushed upon his friend and seized him 
with both hands. 

"Mad, by heaven! Mad!" 
"Let go of me, Tom!" 
"Lunatic! Lunatic!" 
"Don't stop me one instant!" 
Meredith tried to force him toward 

the bed. "No; get back to bed. You're 
delirious, boy!" 

"Delirious nothing! I'm a well 
man." 

"Go to bed! Go to bed!" 
Harkless set him out of the way 

with one arm. "To bed!" he cried. 
"I'm going to Plattville!" 

Meredith wrung his hands. "The 
doctor"— 

"Doctor be hanged!" 
"What in the name of all that's ter

rible is the matter, John?" 
His companion slung a light overcoat, 

unfolded, on the overflowing, mis
shapen bundle of clothes that lay in 
the trunk, then he jumped on the lid 
with both feet and kicked the hasp into 
the lock, while a very elegantly laun
dered cuff and shirt sleeve dangled out 
from under the fastened lid. "I haven't 
one second to talk, Tom; I have eight
een minutes to catch the express. It's 
more than a mile to the station, and 
the train leaves here at 9:02. I get 
there at 10:47. Telephone a cab for 
me, please, or tell me the number. I 
don't want to stop to hunt it up." 

Meredith looked him in the eyes. In 
the pupils of Harkless flared a fierce 
light. His cheeks were reddened with 
an angry, healthy glow, and his teeth 
were clinched till the line of his jaw 
stood out like that of an embattled 
athlete. His brow was dark, his chest 
was thrown out, and he took deep, 
quick breaths. His shoulders were 
squared, and in spite of his thinness 
they looked massy. Lethargy or ma
laria, or both—whatever his ailment-
it was sone. He was sis feet of hot 
wrath and cold resolution. 

Tom said, "You are going ?" 
"Yes," he answered quietly, "I am 

going." 
"Then I will go with you." 
"Thank you, Tom," said Harkless 

simply. 
Meredith ran into his room, pressed 

an electric button and began to dive 
Into his clothes with a panting rapidity 
astonishingly foreign to his desire. The 
colored man appeared in the doorway. 

"The cart, Jim!" shouted his master. 
"We want it like lightning. Tell the 
cook to give Mr. Harkless his breakfast 
in a hurry. Set a cup of coffee on the 
table by the front door for me. Run! 
We've got to catch a train. That will 
be quicker than any cab," he explained 
to Harkless. "We'll break the ordi
nance against fast driving getting 
down there." 

Ten minutes later the cart swept 
away from the house at a gait that 
pained the respectable neighborhood. 
The big horse plunged through the air, 
his ears laid flat toward his tail. The 
cart careened sickeningly, and the face 
of the servant clutching at the rail in 
the rear was smeared with pallor as 
they pirouetted around curves on one1 

Wheel. To him it seemed they skirted 
the corners and death simultaneously, 
and the speed of their going made a 
strong wind in their faces. 
^Harkless leaned forward. "Can you 

make it a little faster, Tom?" he said. 
They dashed up to the station amid 

the cries of people flying to the walls 
for safety. The two gentlemen leaped 
from the cart, bore down upon the 
ticket office, stormed at the agent and 
ran madly at the gates, flourishing 
their passports. The official on duty 
eyed them wearily. "Been gone two 
minutes," he remarked with a peace
able yawn. 

Harkless stamped his foot on the ce
ment flags; then he stood stock still, 
gazing at the empty tracks, but Mere
dith turned? to him, smiling. "Won't it 
keep?" he asked. 

"Yes, it will keep," John answered. 
"Part of it may have to keep till elec
tion day, but some of it I will settle 
before night. And that," he cried be
tween his teeth, "and that is the part 
of It in regard to young Fisbee!" 

"Oh, it's about H. Fisbee, is it?" 
"Yes, it's H. Fisbee." 
"Well, we might as well go up and 

see what the doctor thinks of you; 
there's no train." 

"I don't want to see a doctor again 
ever—as long as I live. I'm as well as 
anybody." 

Tom burst out laughing and clapped 
his companion lightly on tke shoulder, 
his eyes dancing with pleasure. "Upon 
my soul," he cried, "I believe you are. 
A miracle wrought by the witch wand 
of indignation! That's .rather against 
tradition, isn't it? Well, let's take a 
drive." 

"Meredith," said the other, turning to 
him gravely, "you may think me a 
fool if you will, and it's likely I am, 
but I don't leave this station except by 
train. I've only two days to work in. 

Harkless, fully dressed, was standing in 
the middle of the floor. 

and every minute lessens our chances 
to beat McCune, and I have to begin by 
wasting time on a tussle with a traitor. 
There's another train at 11:55; I don't 
take any chances on missing that one." 

"Well, well," laughed his friend, push
ing him good humoredly toward a door 
by a red and white striped pillar, 
"we'll wait here if you like. But at 
least go in there and get a shave; it's a 
clean shop. You want to look your best 
if you are going down to fight H. Fis
bee." 

"Take these, then, and you will un
derstand," said Harkless, and he thrust 
his three telegrams of the morning 
into Tom's hand and disappeared into 
the barber shop. When he was gone 
Meredith went to the telegraph office 
in the station and sent a line over the 
wires to Helen: "Keep your delegation 
at home. He's coming on the 11:55." 

Then he read the three telegrams 
Harkless had given him. They were 
all f rom P l a t t v i l l e . 

Sorry cannot oblige. Present incumbent 
tenacious. Delicate matter. N o hope for 
K. H. But don't worry. Everything all 
right. W A R R E N SMITH. 

Harkless, if you have the strength to 
walk, come down before the convention. 
Get here by 10:47. Looks bad. Come if it 
kills you. K. H. 

Tou intrusted me with sole responsibil
ity for all matters pertaining to Herald. 
Declared yourself mere spectator. Does 
this permit your interfering wi th m y pol
icy for the paper? Decline to consider 
any proposition to relieve m e of m y du
ties without proper warning and al low
ance of time. Forced to disregard all sug
gest ions a s to policy, which, by your own 
instructions, i s entirely m y affair and 
must be carried out a s I direct. 

H. F I S B E E . 

CHAPTER XIV. 
HE accommodation train wan

dered down through the aft
ernoon sunshine, stopping at 
every village and every coun

try postoffice on the line. There was a 
passenger in the smoker who found 
the stops at these wayside hamlets in
terminable. He got up and paced the 
aisle now and then, and his companion 
reminded him that this was not cer
tain to hasten the hour of their arrival 
at their destination. "I know that," 
answered he, "but I've got to beat 
McCune." 

"By the way," observed Meredith, 
>*you left your stick behind." 

"You don't think I need a club to 
face"— 

Tom choked. "Oh, no; I wasn't think
ing of your giving H. Fisbee a beating. 
I meant to lean on." 

"I don't want I t I've got to walk 
lame all my. life, but I'm not going to 

hobble on a stick, 
Tom looked at him sadly for a mo

ment. It was true, and the Crossroad-
ers might hug themselves in their 
cells over the thought. For the rest of 
his life John Harkless was to walk 
with just the limp they themselves 
would have had if, as in former days, 
their sentence had been to the ball and 
chain. 

"Sit down, boy, sit down," said 
Meredith, and his friend obeyed. 

The window was open beside the two 
young men, and the breeze that blew 
in soothed like a balm, yet held a tang 
and spice in it, a hint of walnuts and 
of coming frost. There was a newness 
in the atmosphere that day, a bright 
invigoration, that set the blood tin
gling. The hot months were done with; 
languor was routed. Autumn spoke to 
industry, told of the sowing of another 
harvest, of the tawny shock, of the 
purple grape, of the red apple, and call
ed upon muscle and laughter, breath
ing gayety into men's hearts. The little 
stations hummed with bustle and noise, 
big farm wagons rattled off up the vil
lage streets and raced with "cut under" 
or omnibus; people walked with quick 
steps; the baggagemasters called 
cheerily to the* trainmen, and the 
brakemen laughed goodbys to rollick
ing girls. At times the train ran be
tween shadowy groves, and delicate 
landscape vistas, framed in branches, 
opened, closed and succeeded each oth« 
er, and then the travelers were carried 
beyond into the level open again and 
looked out to where the intensely blue 
September skies ran down to the low 
horizon, meeting the boundless aisles 
of corn. It takes a long time for the 
full beauty of the flat lands to reach a 
man's soul. Once there, nor hills, nor 
sea, nor growing fan leaves of palm 
shall suffice him. It is like the beauty 
in the word Indiana. I t may be that 
there are people who do not consider 
Indiana a beautiful word, but let it 
ring true in your ears, and it has a 
richer sound than Vallombrosa. 

All at once the anger ran out of John 
Harkless. He was a hard man for 
anger to tarry with. And in place of it 
a strong sense of home coming began 
to take possession of him. He was go
ing home. "Back to Plattville, where I 
belong," he said to himself without bit
terness, and it was the truth. "Every 
man cometh to his own place in the 
end." 

Yes, as one leaves a gay acquaintance 
of the playhouse lobby for some hard 
handed, tried old friend, so he would 
wave the outer world godspeed and 
come back to the old ways of Carlow. 
What though the years were dusty, he 
had his friends and his memories and 
his old black brier pipe. He had a 
girl's picture that he should carry in 
his heart till his last day, and if his 
life was sadder it was infinitely richer 
for it. His winter fireside would be not 
so lonely for her sake, and, losing her, 
he lost not everything, for he had had 
the rare blessing of having known her. 
And what man could wish to be healed 
of such a hurt? Far better to have had 
it than to trot a smug pace unscathed. 
He had been a dullard, a sluggard, 
weary of himself, unfit to fight, a fail
ure in life and a failure in love. That 
was ended. He was tired of failing, 
and it was time to succeed for awhile. 
To accept the worst that fate can deal 
and to wring courage from it instead 
of despair—that is success, and it was 
the success that he would have. He 
would take fate by the neck. But had 
it done him unkindness? He looked 
out over the beautiful, "monotonous" 
landscape, and he answered heartily, 
"No!" There was ignorance in man, 
but no unkindness. Were man utterly 
wise he were utterly kind. The Cross-
roaders had not known better, that was 
all. 

The unfolding aisles of corn swam 
pleasantly before his eyes. The earth 
hearkened to man's wants and answer
ed. The clement sun and summer rains 
hastened the fruition. Yonder stood 
the brown haystack, garnered to feed 
the industrious horse that had earned 
his meed. There was the straw thatch
ed shelter for the cattle. How the or
chard boughs bent with their burdens! 
The big red barns stood stored with 
the harvest, for this was Carlow coun
ty, and he was coming home. 

They crossed a byroad. An old man 
with a streaky gray chin beard was 
sitting on a sack of oats in a seatless 
wagon waiting for the train to pass. 
Harkless seized his companion excited
ly by the elbow. "Tommy," he cried,, 
"it's Kim Fentriss! Look! Did you 
see that old fellow?" 

"I saw a particularly uninterested 
and uninteresting gentleman sitting on 
a bag," replied his friend. 

"Why, that's old Kimball Fentriss. 
He's going to town. He lives on the 
edge of the county." 

"Can this be true?" said Meredith 
gravely. 

"I wonder," said Harkless thought
fully a few moments later—"I wonder 
why he had them changed around." 

"Who changed around?" 
"The team. He always used to drive 

the bay on the near side and the sor
rel'on the off." 

"And at present," rejoined Meredith, 
**I am to understand that he is driving 
the sorrel on the near side and the bay 
on the off?" 

"That's it," returned the other* "He 
must have worked them like that for 
some time, because they didn't look 
uneasy. They're all right about the 
train, those two. I've seen them stand 
with their heads almost against a fast 
freight. See there." He pointed to a 
white frame farmhouse with green 
blinds. "That's Win Hibbard's. We're 
just outside of Beaver." 

"Beaver? Elucidate Beaver, boy." 
"Beaver? Meredith, your informa

tion ends at home. What do you know 
of your own state if you are ignorant 
of Beaver? Beaver is that city of Carj 

low county next in importance and 
population to Plattville." 

Tom put his head out of the window. 
"I fancy you are right," he said. "I 

already see five people there?7 

Meredith had observed the change in 
his companion's mood. He had watched 
him closely all day, looking for a re
turn of his malady, but he came to the 
conclusion that in truth a miracle had 
been wrought, for the lethargy was 
gone and vigor seemed to increase in1 

Harkless with every turn of the wheels 
that brought them nearer Plattville; 
and the nearer they drew to PlattvilleJ 
the higher the spirits of both the young 
men rose. Meredith knew what was 
happening there, and he began to be a! 
little excited. As he had said, there" 
were five people visible at Beaver, and 
he wondered where they lived, as the1 

only building in sight was the station, 
and to satisfy his curiosity he walked 
out to the vestibule. The little station 
stood in the woods, and brown leaves 
whirled along the platform. One of the 
five people was an old lady, and she en
tered a rear car. The other four were 
men. One of them handed the con
ductor a telegram. Meredith heard the 
official say: "All right. Decorate ahead. 
I'll hold it five minutes." 

The man sprang up the steps of the 
smoker and looked in. He turned to 
Meredith. "Do you know if that gen
tleman in the gray coat is Mr. Hark
less? He's got his back this way, and 
I don't want to go inside. The air in a 
smoker always gives me a spell." 

"Yes, that's Mr. Harkless." 
The man jumped to the platform. 

"All right, boys," he said. "Rip her 
out!" 

The doors of the freight room were 
thrown open, and a big bundle of col
ored stuffs was dragged out and hastily 
unfolded. One of the men ran to the 
farther end of the car with a strip of 
red, white and blue bunting and tack
ed it securely, while another fastened 
the other extremity to the railing of 
the steps by Meredith. The two com
panions of this pair performed the 
same operation with another strip on 
the other side of the car. They ran 
similar lines of bunting near the roof 
from end to end, so that except for the 
windows the sides of the car were 
completely covered by the national col
ors. Then they draped the vestibules 
with flags. It was all done in a trice. 

Meredith's heart was beating fast. 
"What's it all about?" he asked. 

"Picnic down the line," answered the 
man in charge, removing a tack from 
his mouth. He motioned to the con
ductor, "Go ahead!" 

The wheels began to move; the dec
orators remained on the station plat
form, letting the train pass them, but 
Meredith, craning his neck from the 
steps, saw that they jumped on the 
last car. 

"What's the celebration?" asked 
Harkless when Meredith returned. 

"Picnic down the line," said Mere
dith. 

"Nipping weather for a picnic. A bit 
cool, don't you think? One of those fel
lows looked like a friend of mine, 
Homer Tibbs, or as Homer might look 
if .he were in disgrace. He had his hat 
hung on his eyes, and he slouched like 
a thief in melodrama as he tacked up 
the bunting on this side of the car." 
He continued to point out various 
familiar places, finally breaking out 
enthusiastically as they drew nearer 
the town: "Hello! Look there—beyond 
the grove yonder! See that house?" 

"Yes, John." 
"That's the Bowlders'. You've got to 

know the Bowlders." 
"I'd like to." 
"The kindest people in the world. 

The Briscoe house we can't see because 
it's so shut in by trees, and, besides, it's 
a mile or so ahead of us. We'll go out 
there for supper tonight. Don't you 
like Briscoe? He's the best they make. 
We'll go uptown with Judd Bennett in 
the omnibus, and you'll know how a 
rapid fire machine gun sounds. I want 
to go straight to the Herald office," he 
finished, with a suddenly darkening 
brow. 

"After all, there may be some ex
planation," Meredith suggested with a 
little hesitancy. "H. Fisbee might 
turn out more honest than you think." 

Harkless threw his head back and 
laughed. "Honest! A man in the pay 
of Rodney McCune! Well, we can let 
it wait till we get there. Listen! 
There's the whistle that means we're 
getting near home. Why, there's an 
oil well!" 

"So it is." 
"And another—three, five, seven— 

seven in sight at once! They tried it 
three miles south and failed, but you 
can't fool Eph Watts, bless him! I 
Want you to know Watts." 

They ran by the outlying houses of 
the town amid a thousand descriptive 
exclamations from Harkless, who wish
ed Meredith to meet every one in Car-
low. But he came to a pause in the 
middle of a word. "Do you hear mu
sic," he asked abruptly, "or is it only 
the rhythm of the ties?" 

"It seems to me there's music in the 
air," answered his companion. "I've 
been fancying I heard it for a minute 
or so. There! No—yes. It's a band, 
isn't it?" 

"No. What would a band—yes, it 
is!" 

The train slowed up and stopped at a 
water tank 200 yards east of the sta
tion, and their uncertainty was at an 
end. From somewhere down the track 
came the detonating boom of a cannon. 
There was a clash of brass, and the 
travelers became sure of a band play
ing "Marching Through Georgia." 
Meredith laid his hand on his com
panion's shoulder. "John," he said, 
"John!" 

The cannon fired again, and there 
came a cheer from 3,000 throats, the 
shouters all unseen. The engine cough
ed and panted, the train rolled on, and 
in another moment it had stopped 
alongside the station in the midst of a 
riotous jam of happy people who were 
waving flags and banners'and handkerj 

chiefs and tossing their hats high in 
the air and shouting themselves hoarse: 
The band played in dumb show. It 
could not hear Itself play. The people 

NORTHWESTERN HOSPITAL 
AND SANITARIUM. 

PRINCETON, - MINN. 
Long Distance 'Phone 31—3. 

Centrally located. All the comforts of home 
lire, unexcelled service. Equipped with every 
modern convenience for the treatment and the 
cure of the sick and the invalid. All forms of 
Electrical Treatment, Medical Baths, Massage. 
X-ray Laboratory, Trained Nurses in attend
ance. Only non-contagious diseases admitted. 
Charges reasonable. 

Trained Nurses furnished for sickness 
in private families. 

Staff of Physicians and Surgeons, 
H. C. COONEY, M. D. 

Chief of Staff. 
N. K. WHITTEMORE, M. D., H P . BACON. M. D 
R. B. HIXSON, M. D., G. ROSS CALEY, M.D., 

A. G. ALDRICH. M. D. 
MISS AUGUSTA PETERSON, Supt 

PROFESSIONAL CARDS. 

Q. ROSS CALEY, M. D., 

PHYSICIAN AND SURGEON. 
Office and Residence over Jack's Drug Store 

Tel.—Rural, 36. 
Princeton, M i n n . 

JLVERO L. MCMILLAN, 

LAWYER. 

Office in Odd Fellows' Building. 
Princeton, - Minn. 

J. A. ROSS, 

ATTORNEY AT LAW. 
Office in Carew Block, 

Main Street. - . Princeton. 

BUSINESS CARDS. 

\L[M. KALIHER, 

BARBER SHOP & BATH ROOMS. 
A fine line of Tobacco and Cigars. 

Main Street, - - Princeton. 

A. C. SMITH, 

Dealer in 

FRESH AND SALT MEATS, 
Lard, Poultry, Fish and Game in Season. 
_ , Telephone 51. 
Princeton. . . Minn. 

E. A. ROSS, 

FUNERAL DIRECTOR. 
Will take full charge of dead todies when 

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

Dealer In Monuments of al l k inds . 
E A. Ross , Princeton, Minn. Telephone No. 30. 
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I B U Y 1 
£ in the way that you can buy right. • 

I BUY l 
t at the time when you can buy right, and £ 
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• at the place where you can buy right. • 

I YOU CAN t 
L buy right if you buy for cash and vou T 
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[R. D. BYERsJ 
T Dealer in general merchandise, • 
I agent for Pra t t ' s perfumes and I 
I toilet articles and ilcCall Bazaar • 
r patterns. - • 
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Goods for Spring 
and 

Summer Wear. 
New stock of Dress Goods just • 
received. Dimities, Calicoes, and ^ 
all the late and pretty patterns • 
for spring and summer wear. + 

A full stock of ladies' 
and gent's spring and 
summer underwear. 

Groceries 
A large and well selected 
stock to select from. Fresh 
fruits and vegetables al
ways on hand. 

| John N. Berg, 
I Princeton, - Minn. • 
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FRANK PETERSON. N. M. NELSON. 

PETERSON i. 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 DTJLUTH. 

GOING SOUTH. GOING NORTH. 

Leave. 
Duluth 6:20 a.m. 
Brook Park.. 9:15 a.m. 
Mora 9:35 a.m. 
Ogilvie 9:48 a.m. 
Milaca 10:20 a.m. 
Pease (f) 10:30 a.m. 
L. Siding(i).10:40am. 
Brickton (f).10:45 a.m. 
Princeton... .10:65 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. 

Leave. 
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 51 p.m. 
Pease ( i ) . . . . 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. 

(i) Stop on signal. 
ST. CLOUD TRAINS. 

Le. Milaca... 
" Foreston. 

Ar. St. Cloud. 

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

GOING EAST. 
Le. St. Cloud I 4:00p.m. 
foreston 4:54p.m. 
Ar, Milaca | 5:00 p . m . 

WAY FREIGHT. 
GOING EAST—Tuesday, Thursday and Saturday. 
Le. Milaca |10:45a.m. 
« SfPSi11011 12:30p.m. 
" Elk River I 2:45 p . m . 

Ar. Anoka | 5;00p.m. 
GOING WEST—Monday, Wednesday and Friday. 
^?- ™okoa- 110:00a.m. 

Elk River 111:35a.m. 
Princeton i i:40p.m. 

Ar. Milaca I 2:50p.m. Train No. 7 leaves Elk River going west at 
9:18 p. m.. and tram No. 8 leaves Elk River go
ing east at 6:34 a. m. 

MILLE 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. Haggbere TRIB 
Milaca-Ole E. Larson.. . „ . „ . " . 7 . " M U S S 
Milo-R. N.Atkinson Fo^ston 
Princeton-Otto Henschel .Prmceton 
Robbins-C. N. Archer /Vineland 
South Harbor-Chas. Freer. . . . . . . . . cove 
East Side-Geo. W. Freer Op'stead 
Onamia-G. H. Carr ffimla 
Page-August Anderson ... \ \. p ^ | 
. „ „. VILLAGE RECORDERS. 
I P K n r ^ a n n Foreston 
J O. Borden PrinoPt/w. 
Geo. E. MeClure , ' . \ ' . ; [ . V . ; . ; . ^ f f i g 

NEIGHBORING TOWNS. 
Baldwin—H. B. Fisk Princeton 
BlueHil l-Chas. D. Kaliher '. i ' / . P r i S S 
fcn!^BS0k^° ° - S m i t h . . .Spenc^Brook 
wyanett—Ole Peterson ; Wvanett 
Uvonia-Chas E. Sawnson. . . . . Zimmerman 
f a ^ i a g o - W . W. Groundrey.!.: „ S a S o 
Dalbo—Andrew Peterson. 7. .Dalbo 

Grain and Produce Market. 
Wheat, No. 1 Northern.. . . 
Wheat, No. 2 Northern... . 
Corn 
Oats 
Rye 
Barley 
Beans, hand picked. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 2 Hay (baled) '.'.'. "." .'.''.'//, " 'jW 

82 
50@56 
40@43 

.58 

.58 
2.25 

00 ©13.00 

PRICES OF THE 

Princeton Roller Mills a n i Elevator. 
Wheat, No. 1 Northern «s 
Wheat, No. 2 Northern «J 
Corn sifrrfiS 
Oats . . . . ***&& 

R E T A I L . 
Vestal, per sack S2 fis 
Flour, (100 per cent)per sack..'. 2 « 
Banner, per sack 9 ' i * 
Ryeflour. Z\% 
Wholewheat (10lb. sack)...!!"..' an 
Ground feed, per cwt i i n 
Coarse meal, per cwt 105 
Middlings, per cwt i 'm 
Shorts, per cwt §5 
Bran. Dercwt. 80 All goods delivered free anywhere in Princeton, 

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

Regnltr communications,2a and 4th 
Wednesday of each month. 
w ^ T „ C ' A* DlCKET, W. M. 
W. E. J. GRATZ, Sec'y. 

J g ^ P R I N C E T O N - : - L O D G E , 
w » l N O . 9 3 , K . of P . 

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

JOHN A. GRAHEK, K. l t ^ B ° ^ °' C ' 

K . O. T . M „ 
T e n t No. 1 7 . 

Regular meetings every Thurs
day evening at 8 o'clock, in the 
Maccabee hall. 

J C. H E R D M S K A , Com. 
N. M. NELSON. R. K . 

H e b r o n E n c a m p m e n t . 
No . 4 2 , 1 . 0 . O . F . 

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

^ M. C. SATJSSER, C. P. 
D. W. SPAULDING, S. W. 
Jos . CRAIG. Scribe. 

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

tteKular meetings every Fndav evening at 7:80 
o clock. M . J . J A A X , N. G. 

W. G. FREDRICK, R. Sec. 

P R I N C E T O N C A M P , M. W . A. f 

No. 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. REEM, V. C. 
CHAS. A. OAKES, Clerk. 

CRAVENS & KALIHER, Props. 
Princeton, Minn. 

Single and Double Rigs 
a t a {foments' Notice. 

Commercial Travelers' Trade a Specialty 

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 

4 

Itsv^MM^^^hk^^im^^Ai, i f -tJ* ^^ft^ st ifrlfsS -. itXJ£'s, i. 3<S«-v*'"i*feSii5 * ^ J r i J 


