
r a ^w.'jrwM! 

>* ^Tv^^r"^ THK H n \ r r r O N rXTOX, TTTTTTTSBAT, F E B R U A R Y 2 , 1905 . 
"Wnew!" lie exciaimea with half 

closed eyes. "It's like the story of 
Samson and the dead lion—the sweet 
coming forth from the strong." 

The schooner seemed to swim in a 
bath of perfumed air. The membrane 
of the nostrils fairly pringled with the 
sensation. Moran unleashed the ham
mock and, going down upon one knee, 
examined the lump attentively. 

"It didn't seem possible," Wilbur 
heard her saying to herself, "but there 
can't be any mistake. It's the stuff, 
right enough. I've heard of such 
things, but this—but this"— She rose 
to her feet, tossing back her hair. 

"Well," said Wilbur, "what do you 
call it?" 

"The thing to do now," returned Mo
ran, "is to get clear of here as quietly 
and as quickly as we can and take this 
stuff with us. I can't stop to explain 
now, but it's big—it's big. Mate, it's 
big as the Bank of England." 

"Those beachcombers are right on to 
the game, I'm afraid," said Wilbur. 
"Look, they're watching us. This stuff 
would smell across the ocean." 

"Rot the beachcombers! There's a 
bit of wind, thank heaven, and we can 
do four knots to their one, just let us 
get clear once." 

Moran dragged the hammock back 
Into the cabin and, returning to the 
deck, helped Wilbur to cut away the 
last tricing tackle. The schooner right
ed slowly to an even keel. Meanwhile 
the junk had set its one lug sail and 
its crew had run out the sweeps. 
Hoang took the steering sweep and 
worked the junk to a position right 
across the Bertha's bows some fifty 
feet ahead. 
< "They're watching us, right enough," 

said Wilbur. 
"Up your mains'l!" ordered Moran. 

The pair set the fore and main sails 
with great difficulty. Moran took the 
wheel, and Wilbur went forward to 
cast off the line by which the schooner 
had been tied up to one of the whale's 
flukes. 

"Cut it!"' cried the girl. "Don't stop 
to cast off." 

There was a hail from the beach
combers, the port sweeps dipped and 
the junk bore up nearer. 

"Hurry!" shouted Moran. "Don't 
mind them! Are we clear for'ard— 
what's the trouble? Something's hold
ing her." The schooner listed slowly 
to starboard and settled by the head. 

"All clear!" cried Wilbur. 
"Thei'e's something wrong!" exclaim

ed Moran. "She's settling for'ard." 
Hoang hailed the schooner a second 
time. 

"We're still settling," called Wilbur 
from the bows. "What's the matter?" 

"Matter that she's taking water," 
answered Moran wrathfully. "She's 
started something below, what with all 
that lifting and dancing and tricing 
up." 

Wilbur ran back to the quarter deck. 
"This is a bad fix," he said to Moran. 

"Those chaps are coming aboard again. 
They're on to something, and, of 
course, at just this moment she begins 
to leak." 

"They are after that ambergris," said 
Moran between her teeth. "Smelt it, 
of course—the swine!" 

"Ambergris?" 
"The stuff we found in the whale. 

That 's ambergris." 
"Well?" 
"Well!" shouted Moran, exasperated. 

"Do you know that we have found a 
lump that will weigh close to 230 
pounds, and do you know that amber
gris is selling in San Francisco at $40 
an ounce? Do you know that we have 
picked up nearly $150,000 right out 
here in the ocean and are in a fair way 
to lose it all?" 

"Can we run for it?" 
"Run for it in a boat that's taking 

water like a sack! Our dory's gone. 
Suppose we got clear of the junk and 
the Bertha sank? Then what? If we 
only had our crew aboard; if we only 
were ten to their dozen—if we were 
only six—by Jupiter, I'd fight them for 
it!" 

The two enormous red eyes of the 
junk loomed alongside and stared over 
Kito the Bertha's waist. Hoang and 
s«ven of the coolies swarmed aboard. 

"What now?" shouted Moran, com
ing forward to meet them, her scowl 
knotting her flashing eyes together. 
"Is this ship yours or mine? We've 
done your dirty work for you. I want 

Moran at grapples with Hoang. 
you clear of my deck." Wilbur stood 
at her side, uncertain what to do, but 
ready for anything she should at
tempt. 

"I tink you catchum somet'ing, smel-
lum pretty big," said Hoang, his ferret 
glance twinkling about the schooner. 

"I catchum nothing—nothing but 
plenty bad stink," said Moran. "No, 
you don't!" she exclaimed, putting her
self in Hoang's way as he made for the 
oabin. The other beachcombers came 
crowding up. Wilbur even thought he 
saw one of them loosening his hatchet 
in his belt. 

"This ship's mine!" cried Moran, 
backing to the cabin door. Wilbur fol
lowed her, and the Chinamen closed 
down upon the pair. 

"It's not much use, Moran," he mut
tered. "They'll rush us in a minute." 

"But the ambergris is mine—is mine," 
she answered, never taking her eyes 
from the confronting coolies. 

"We findum w'ale," said Hoang. 
"You no find w'ale. Him b'long to we 
—eve'yt'ing in um w'ale b'long to we, 
savvy?" 

"No; you promised us a third of ev
erything you found." 

Even in the confusion of the moment 
it occurred to Wilbur that it was quite 
possible that at least two-thirds of the 
ambergris did belong to the beachcomb
ers by right of discovery. After all, it 
was the beachcombers who had found 
the whale. He could never remember 
afterward whether or no he said as 
much to Moran at the time. If he did, 
she had been deaf to it. A fury of 
wrath and desperation suddenly blazed 
in her blue eyes. Standing at her side, 
Wilbur could hear her teeth grinding 
upon each other. She was blind to all 
danger, animated only by a sense of in
justice and imposition. 

Hoang uttered a sentence in Can
tonese. One of the coolies jumped for
ward, and Moran's fist met him in the 
face and brought him to his knees. 
Then came the rush Wilbur had fore
seen. He had just time to catch a 
sight of Moran at grapples with Hoing 
when a little hatchet glinted over his 
head. He struck out savagely into the 
thick of the group—and then opened 
his eyes to find Moran washing the 
blood from his hair as he lay on the 
deck with his head in the hollow of her 
arm. Everything was quiet. The 
beachcombers were gone. 

"Hello! What—what—what is it?" he 
asked, springing to his feet, his head 
swimming and smarting. "We had a 
row, didn't we? Did they hurt you? 
Oh, I remember. I got a cut over the 
head—one of the hatchet men. Did 
they hurt you?" 

"They got the loot," she growled. 
"Filthy vermin! And, just to make ev
erything pleasant, the schooner's sink
ing." 

S 
CHAPTER VIII. 

INKING!" exclaimed Wilbur. 
Moran was already on her 

feet. "We'll have to beach 
her," she cried, "and we're 

six miles out! Up y'r jib, mate!" The 
two set the jib, flying jib and stay
sails. 

The fore and main sails were already 
drawing, and under all the spread of 
her canvas the Bertha raced back to
ward the shore. 

But by the time she was within the 
bead of the bay her stern had settled 
to such an extent that the forefoot was 
clear of the water, the bowsprit point
ing high into the heavens. Moran was 
at the wheel, her scowl thicker than 
ever, her eyes measuring the strength 
of water that lay between the schooner 
and the shore. 

"She'll never make it in the world," 
she muttered as she listened to the 
wash of the water in the cabin un
der her feet. In the hold empty bar
rels were afloat, knocking hollowly 
against each other. "We're in a bad 
way, mate." 

"If it comes to that," returned Wil
bur, surprised to see her thus easily 
downcast who was usually so indomi
table—"if it comes to that, we can 
swim for it—a couple of planks"— 

"Swim?" she echoed. "I'm not think
ing of that. Of course we could 
swim." 

"What then?" 
"The sharks!" 
Wilbur's teeth clicked sharply togeth

er. He could think of nothing to say. 
As the water gained between decks 

the schooner's speed dwindled, and at 
the same time as she approached the 
shore the wind, shut off by the land, 
fell away. By this time the ocean was 
not four inches below the stern rail. 
Two miles away was the nearest sand 
spit. Wilbur broke out a distress sig
nal on the foremast in the hope that 
Charlie and the deserters might send 
off the dory to their assistance, but the 
deserters were nowhere in sight. 

"What became of the junk?" he de
manded suddenly of Moran. She mo
tioned to the westward with her head. 
"Still lying outside." 

Twenty minutes passed. Once only 
Moran spoke. 

"When she begins to go," she said, 
"she'll go with a rush. Jump pretty 
wide, or you'll get caught in the suc
tion." 

The two had given up all hope. Mo
ran held grimly to the wheel as a mere 
matter of form. Wilbur stood at her 
side, his clinched fists thrust into his 
pockets. The eyes of both were fixed 
on the yellow line of the distant beach. 
By and by Moran turned to him with 
an odd smile. 

"We're a strange pair to die togeth
er," she said. Wilbur met her eyes an 
instant, but, finding no reply, put his 
chin in the air as though he would 
have told her she might well say that. 

"A strange pair to die together," Mo
ran repeated, "but we can do that bet
ter than we could have"—she looked 
away from him—"could have lived to
gether," she finished and smiled again. 

And yet," said Wilbur, "these last 
few weeks here on board the schooner 
we have been through a good deal—to
gether. I don't know," he went on 
clumsily—"I don't know when I've 
been—when I've had—I've been hap
pier than these last weeks. It is queer, 
isn't it? I know, of course, what you'll 
say. I've said it to myself often of 
late. I belong to the city and to my 
life there, and you—you belong to the 
ocean. I never knew a girl like you— 
never knew a girl could be like you. 
You don't know how extraordinary it 
all seems to me. You swear like a 
man, and you dress like a man, and I 
don't suppose you've ever been asso
ciated with other women, and you're 
strong—I know you are as_strons as T 

am. You have no idea howdifferent you 
are from the kind of girl I've known. 
Imagine my kind of girl standing up 
before Hoang" and those cutthroat 
beachcombers with their knives and 
hatchets. Maybe it's because you are 
so unlike my kind of girl that—that 
things are as they are with me. I 
don't know. It 's a queer situation. A 
month or so ago I was at a tea in San 
Francisco, and now I'm aboard a shark 
fishing schooner sinking in Magdalena 
bay, and I'm with a girl that—that I— 
that I—well, I'm with you, and, well, 
you know how it is—I might as well 
say it—I love you more than I imagin
ed I ever could love a girl." 

Moran's frown came back to her 
forehead. 

"I don't like that kind of ^alk," she 
said. "I am not used to it, and I don't 
know how to take it. Believe me," she 
said, with a half laugh, "it's all wast
ed. I never could love a man. I'm not 
made for men." 

"No," said Wilbur, "nor for other 
women either." 

"Nor for other women either." 
Wilbur fell silent. In that instant he 

had a distinct vision of Moran's life 
and character, shunning men and 
shunned of women, a strange, lonely 
creature, solitary as the jcean whereon 
she lived; beautiful after her fashion; 
as yet without sex, proud, untamed, 
splendid in her savage, primal inde
pendence^—a thing untouched and un
sullied by civilization. She seemed to 
him some Bradamante, some mythical 
Brunehild, some Valkyrie of the leg
ends born out of season, lost and un
familiar in this end of the century 
time. Her purity was the purity of 
primeval glaciers. He could easily see 
how to such a girl the love of a man 
would appear only in the light of a 
humiliation—a degradation. And yet 
she could love, else how had he been 
able to love her? Wilbur found him
self, even at that moment, wondering 
how the thing could be done—wonder
ing to just what note the untouched 
cords would vibrate; just how she 
should be awakened one morning to 
find that she—Moran, sea rover, virgin 
unconquered, without law, without 
land, without sex—was, after all, a 
woman. 

"Mate!" she exclaimed of a sudden. 
"The barrels are keeping us up—the 
empty barrels in the hold. Hoh! We'll 
make land yet!" 

I t was true. The empty hogsheads, 
destined for the storage of oil, had 
been forced up by the influx of the 
water to the roof of the hold and were 
acting as so many buoys. The schoon
er could sink no lower. An hour later. 
the quarter deck all awash, her bow 
thrown high into the air, listing hor
ribly to starboard, tne Bertha Millner 
took ground on the shore of Magdalena 
bay at about the turn of the tide. 

Moran swung herself over the side, 
hip deep in the water, and, wading 
ashore with a line, made fast to the 
huge skull of a whale half buried in 
the sand at that point. 

Wilbur followed. The schooner had 
grounded upon the southern horn of 
the bay and lay easily on a spit of 
sand. They could not examine the na
ture of the leak until low water the 
next morning. 

"Well, here we are," said Moran, her 
thumbs in her belt. "What next? We 
may be here for two days; we may be 
here for two years. It all depends 

They pledged each other. 

upon how bad a hole she has. Have 
we 'put in for repairs,' or have we been 
cast away? Can't tell till tomorrow 
morning. Meanwhile I'm hungry." 

Half of the stores of the schooner 
were water soaked, but upon examina
tion Wilbur found that enough remain
ed intact to put them beyond all fear 
for the present. 

"There's plenty of water up the 
creek," he said, "and we can snare all 
the quail we want, and then there's the 
fish and abalone. Even if the stores 
were gone we could make out very 
well." 

The schooner's cabin was full of wa
ter, and Wilbur's hammock was gone, 
So the pair decided to camp on shore. 
In that torrid weather to sleep in the 
open air was a luxury. 

In great good spirits the two sat 
down to their first meal on land. Mo
ran cooked a supper that, barring the 
absence of coffee, was delicious. The 
Whisky was had from aboard, and 
they pledged each other, standing up, 
in something over two stiff fingers. 

"Moran," said Wilbur, "you ought to 
have been born a man." 

"At all events, mate," she said—"at 
all events, I'm not a girl." 

"No!" exclaimed Wilbur as-he filled 
his pipe. "No, you're just Moran—Mo
ran of the Lady Letty." 

"And I'll stay that, too," she said de
cisively. 

Never had an evening been more 
beautiful in Wilbur's eyes. There was 
not a breath of air. The stillness was 
so profound that the faint murmur of 
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the blood" behind the eardrums became 
an oppression. The ocean tiptoed to
ward the land with tiny rustling steps. 
The west was one gigantic stained win
dow, the ocean floor a solid shimmer 
of opalescence. Behind them sullen 
purples marked the horizon, hooded 
With mountain crests, and after a long 
while the moon shrugged a gleaming 
shoulder into view. 

Wilbur, dressed in Chinese jeans and 
blouse, with Chinese wicker sandals on 
his bare feet, sat with his back against 
the whale's skull, smoking quietly. For 
a long time there was no conversation. 
Then at last: 

"No," said Moran in a low voice. 
"This is the life I'm made for. In six 
years I've not spent three consecutive 
weeks on land. Now that Eilert"—she 
always spoke of her father by his first 
name—"now that Eilert is dead, I've 
not u tie, not a relative, not even a 
friend, and I don't wish it." 

"But the loneliness of the life, the 
solitude," said Wilbur—"that's what I 
don't understand. Did it ever occur to 
you that the best happiness is the hap
piness that one shares?" 

Moran clasped a knee in both hands 
and looked out to sea. She never wore 
a hat, and the red light of the after
glow was turning her rye hued hair to 
saffron. 

"Hoh!" she exclaimed, her heavy 
voice pitched even lower than usual. 
"Who could understand or share any 
of my pleasures or be happy when I'm 
happy? And, besides, I'm happiest 
when I'm alone—I don't want any 
one." 

"But," hesitated Wilbur, "one is not 
always alone. After all, you are a 
girl, and men, sailor men especially, are 
beasts when it's a question of a wom
an—an unprotected woman." 

"I'm stronger than most men," said 
Moran simply. "If you, for instance, 
had heen like some men I should have 
fought you. It wouldn't have been 
the first time." she added, smoothing 
one huge braid between her palms. 

Wilbur looked at her with intent cu
riosity—noted again, as if for the first 
time, the rough, blue overalls thrust 
into the shoes; the coarse flannel shirt 
open at the throat, the belt with its 
sheath knife, her arms big and white 
and tattooed in sailor fashion, her 
thick, muscular neck; her red face, 
with its pale blue eyes and almost 
massive jaw. and her hair, her heavy, 
yellow, fragrant hair, that lay over 
her shoulder and breast, coiling and 
looping in her lap. 

"No," he said, with a long breath, "I 
don't make it out. I knew you were 
out of my experience, but I begin to 
think now that you are out of even my 
imagination. You are right, you should 
keep to yourself. You should be alone 
—your mate isn't made yet. You are 
Bplendid just as you are," while under 
his breath he added, his teeth clinch
ing, "but I love you!" 

It was growing late, the stars were 
all out, the moon riding high. Moran 
yawned. 

"Mate, I think I'll turn in. We'll 
have to be at that schooner early in 
the morning, and I make no doubt 
she'll give us plenty to do." Wilbur 
hesitated to reply, waiting to take his 
cue from what next she should say. 
"It's hot enough to sleep where we 
are," she added, "without going aboard 
the Bertha, though we might have a 
couple of blankets off to lie on. This 
sand's as hard as a plank." 

Without answering, Wilbur showed 
her a couple of blanket rolls he had 
brought off while he was unloading 
part of the stores that afternoon. They 
took one apiece and spread them on 
the sand by the bleached whale's 
skull. Moran pulled off her boots and 
stretched herself upon her blanket 
with absolute unconcern, her hands 
clasped under her head. Wilbur rolled 
up his coat for a pillow and settled 
himself for the night with an assumed 
self possession. There was a long si
lence. Moran yawned again. 

"I pulled the heel off my boot this 
morning," she said lazily, "and I've 
been limping all day." 

"I noticed it," answered Wilbur. 
"Kitchell had a new pair aboard some
where, if they're not spoiled by the 
water now." 

"Yes?" she said indifferently. "We'll 
look them up in the morning." 

Again there was silence. 
"I wonder," she began again, star

ing up into the dark, "if Charlie took 
that frying pan off with him when he 
went." 

"I don't know. He probably did." 
"It was the only thing we had to 

cook abalones in. Make me think to 
look into the galley tomorrow. This 
ground's as hard as nails, for all your 
blankets. Well, good night, mate. I'm 
going to sleep." 

"Good night, Moran." 
Three hours later Wilbur, who had 

not closed his eyes, sat up and looked 
at Moran, sleeping quietly, her head in 
a pale glory of hair—looked at her and 
then around him at the silent, deserted 
land. 

"I don't know," he said to himself. 
"Am I a right minded man and a thor
oughbred, or a mushhead, or merely a 
prudent, sensible sort of chap that val
ues his skin and bones? I'd be glad to 
put a name to myself." Then more 
earnestly he added, "Do I love her too 
much, or not enough, or love her the 
wrong way, or how?" He leaned to
ward her, so close that he could catch 
the savor of her breath and the smell 
of her neck, warm with sleep. The 
sleeve of the coarse blue shirt was 
drawn up, and it seemed to him as if 
her bare arm, flung out at full length, 
had some sweet aroma of its own. Wil
bur drew softly back. 

"No," he said to himself decisively; 
'no, I guess I am a thoroughbred after 

all." It was only then that he went to 
sleep. 

When he awoke, the sea was pink 
with the sunrise, and one of the bay 
heads was all distorted and stratified 
by a mirage. It was hot already. Mo
ran was sitting a few paces from him, 

braiding her hair 
"Hello, Moran!" he said, rousing up. 

"How long have you been up?" 
"Since before sunrise," she said. 

"I've had a bath in the cove where the 
creek runs down. I saw a jack rabbit." 

"Seen anything of Charlie and the 
©thers?" 

"They've camped on the other side of 
the bay. But look yonder," she added. 

The junk had come in overnight and 
was about a mile and a half from 
shore. 

"The deuce!" exclaimed Wilbur. 
"What are they after?" 

"Fresh water, I guess." said Moran, 
knotting the end of a braid. "We'd bet
ter have breakfast in a hurry and turn 
to on the Bertha. The tide is going out 
fast." 

While they breakfasted they kept 
an eye on the schooner, watching her 
sides and flanks as the water fell slow
ly away. 

"Don't see anything very bad yet," 
said Wilbur. 

"It's somewheres in her stern," re
marked Moran. 

In an hour's time the Bertha Millner 
was high and dry, and they could ex
amine her at their leisure. It was Mo
ran who found the leak. 

[TO BE CONTINUED.]^ 
Piercing Kidney Pains. 

Faulty kidney work brings on that 
large family of human miseries of 
which rheumatism, lumbago, gout, 
neuralgia, sciatica are well known 
members. DeBells Kidney Pills are 
a positive cure. They have never 
failed yet. There can be no doubt, no 
uncertainty about the use of DeBells 
Kidney Pills. Price 25 and 50 cents 
For sale by C. A. Jack. 
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Summons. 
STATE OF MINNESOTA, I 

County of Mille Lacs. f s s -
District Court. Seventh Judicial District. 

Richard S. Chapman, Plaintiff, 
vs. 

Jesse M Stone. Daniel D. Dudley, 
William F. Dunham, Isaac Kimball. 
Samuel M. Cook, M. J. Olivier, Eu
genia Mathews, Emma Olivier 
Remi Olivier. Walter Olivier, James • 
E. Merrick. Coleman Bridgman. also 
all other persons or parties unknown, 
claiming any right, title, estate, lien 
or interest in the real estate de
scribed in the complaint herein, De
fendants. 

The State of Minnesota to above named de
fendants: 

You, and each of you, are hereby summoned 
and required to answer the complaint of the 
plaintiff in the above entitled action, a copy of 
which complaint has been filed in the office of 
the clerk of the district court, in and for the 
county of Mille Lacs, State of Minnesota, at 
the village of Princeton, county of Mille Lacs 
aforesaid, and to serve a copy of your answer 
to said complaint on the subscribers at their 
office in the village of Milaca, county of Mille 
Lacs aforesaid, within twenty days after the 
service of this notice upon you, exclusive of 
the day of such service, and if you fail to an
swer the said complaint within the time afore
said, the plaintiff in this action will apply to 
the court for the relief demanded in said com
plaint. 

Dated January 10th, 1905. 
F O S T E R & P R A T T , 

Plaintiffs Attorneys, Milaca, Minn. 

Notice of Lis Pendens. 
STATE OF MINNESOTA. I 

County of Mille Lacs. ( s s 

District Court, Seventh Judicial District 
Richard S. Chapman, Plaintiff, "> 

vs. 
Jesse M. Stone, Daniel D Dudley, 

William F. Dunham. Isaac Kimball, 
Samuel M. Cook. M. J. Olivier. 
Eugenia Mathews. Emma Olivier 
Remi Olivier, Walter Olivier. James 
E. Merrick. Coleman Bridgman, also 
all other persons or parties un
known, claiming any right, title, 
estate, lien or interest in the real 
estate described in the complaint 
herein, Defendants. j 

Notice is hereby given, that an action has 
been commenced in this court by the above 
named plaintiff against the above named de
fendants; that the object of said action is to 
determine the claim of the defendants to an 
estate and interest in and lien upon the lands 
described in the complaint in this action, ad
verse to the plaintiff, and that the premises 
affected by this action are situated in the 
county of Mille Lacs, State of Minnesota, and 
are described as follows: 

The east one-half of the southwest quarter 
(e% of swJi) and the northwest quarter of the 
southeast quarter (nw^ of sen) of section 
twenty-eight (38). township thirty-eight (38), 
north of range twenty-seven (27), west of the 
fourth principal meridian. 

Dated January 10th, 1905. 
F O S T E R & P R A T T , 

Plaintiff's Attorneys, Milaca, Minn. 

First publication Jan. 19, 1905 

STATE OF MINNESOTA. COUNTY OF 
Mille Lacs.—ss In Probate Court. 

Special Term, January 16th, 1905. 
In the matter of the estate of John McMinn 

deceased. 
Whereas, an instrument in writing, purport

ing to be the last will and'testament of John 
McMinn, deceased, late of said county, has 
been delivered to this court; and 

Whereas, William McMinn has filed there
with his petition, representing among other 
things that said John M Minn died in said 
county, on the 8th day of December, 1904, tes
tate, and that said petitioner is a son of said 
John McMinn, deceased, and said petitiener 
further deposes and says that John T. D. sad-
ley, the person named as executer in said last 
will ana testament, is dead, and praying that 
the said instrument may be admitted to pro
bate, and that letters of administration with 
the will annexed be issued thereon to George 
A. Eaton, whose address is Princeton, Mille 
Lacs county, Minnesota. 

It is ordered, that the proofs of said instru
ment, and the said petition, be heard before 
this court, at the probate office in said county, 
on the 9th day of February, A. D 1905, at 2 
o'clock in the afternoon, when all persons in
terested may appear for. or contest the probate 
of said instrument. 

And it is further ordered, that notice of the 
time and place of said hearing be given 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 
U N I O N , a weekly newspaper printed and pub
lished at Princeton in said county. 

Dated at Princeton this ICth day of January, 
A. D 1905. By the Court, 

B M. V A N A L S T E I N . 
[Probate Seal.] J udge of Probate. 

J. A. Ross, 
Attorney for Petitioner. 

First publication Jan. 19,1905. 

STATE OF MINNESOTA, COUNTY OF 
MilleLacs—ss In Probate Court. 

Special Term, January 13th, 1905. 
In the matter of the estate of Max Pflster, 

deceased. 
On receiving and filing the petition of Theo

dore F. Koch, of the city of St. Paul, Minne
sota, representing, among other things that 
Max Pflster, late of Bern in Switzerland, in 
the month of February. A D., 1903, at said 
Bern, died intestate, and being an owner of 
real estate of this county at the time of his 
death, leaving estate within this county, and 
that the said petitioner is interested in said 
estate by purchase from the heirs of said de
ceased, and praying that administration of 
said estate be to the said Theodore F. Koch 
granted: 

It is ordered, that said petition be heard be
fore this court on Friday the 10th day of Febru
ary, A. D., 1905, at 2 o'clock, p. M.. at Princeton 
in said county. 

Ordered further, that notice thereof be given 
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 at 
Princeton in said county. 

Dated at Princeton the 13th day of January, 
A. D. 1905. By the court, 

_ B . M. VANALSTEIN, 
[Probate Seal.] Judge of Probate. 

C L A P P & MACARTNEY, 
Attorneys for Petitioner. 

V 3 

Articles of Incorporation 
OP THE 

S e c u r i t y S t a t e B a n k 
Of Princeton. 

a£?Zr»« m e n b y these presents, that we have 
?JF™?£>lAa n d£° ,h?reby> associate ourselves 
™ £ t ™ £ X b a n k l ? e corporation, under and 
« n * £ % . £ t b ePTo v i s io«»8 of the General Laws 
rtLpnnnt^Jf^ M i n n e s o t a governing banks of 
K J « i t and deposit; a n d t o that end we do 
fh l ,bJi ,? eF t l f y u n d e r o u r h a n f l s and seals to 
the following articles of incorporation, to-wit: 

FIRST. 

s ^ r i t ^ f , o f u t h i , s ^ n ^ t i o n shall be the security State Bank of Princeton. 

SECOND. 
«Jn

bfo^ lawe w h e r e 5 Q e business of this corpora
t e . M » ? b.e c a " i e d on is the Village of Prince
ton, Mille Lacs County. Minnesota? 

THIRD. 
The amount of the capital stock shall be fif

teen thousand dollars, divided into 1*50 shares 
of one hundred dollars each. Said capital 
stock may be increased from time to time bv a 
majority vote of the stockholders, but not to 
exceed the sum of thirty thousand dollars. 

FOURTH. 
The names and places of residence of the 

shareholders, and the number of shares held 
by each of them are as follows: 

Residence and No. 
Name Postofnce. Shares 

Y ^ r g t«r A ^ E a t o n - • -Princeton, Minnnesota, 56 
John W. Goulding. do do 5 
Ruben F. McClellan do do 89 

FIFTH. 
Said corporation shall commence on the first 

day of January, A. D. 1905, and shall continue 
for a period of thirty (30) years. 

SIXTH. 
The government of this corporation and the 

management of its affairs shall be vested in a 
Doard of not less than three nor more than six 
directors The first board of directors shall 
consist of the following members: George A. 
Eaton, Ruben F. McClellan and John W. Gould
ing, who shall hold their office until the first 
annual meeting, and until their successors are 
elected and qualified. 

In witness whereof, we have hereunto set our 
A^ d s , a J l d s e a l s ' t n i s eighth day of December. 

A U 19U4. 
Witness. Name. Seal 

CHAS. K E I T H , GEORGE A . EATON, (Seal.) 
AULGER RINES, J O H N W. GOULDING. (Seal) 

R U B E N F. MCCLELLAN, (SeaL) 
STATE OF MINNESOTA, ( 

County of Mille Lacs. J ss* 
On this eighth day of December, A. D. 1904 

before me, a notary public in and for said 
TOU.nt&rP.e,rsonal ly appeared George A. Eaton, 
John W. Goulding and Ruben F. McClellan. to 
me known to be the persons described in and 
who executed the foregoing instrument, nnd 
acknowledged that they each executed the 
same as their free act and deed 

r C o „ . -, „ CHAS. K E I T H , 
l>eal ] Notary Public, Minn. 

OFFICE OF PUBLIC EXAMINER, i 
STATE OF MINNESOTA. f 

rm.. * S t - p au l , Minn., Dec. 23rd, 1904. 
a his is to certify that the name Security 

btate Bank of Princeton, as given in the fore
going articles of incorporation, has been ap
proved by me. 
[Seal.] s . T. JOHNSON, 

Public Examiner and Supt. of Banks. 
OFFICE OF REGISTER OF DEEDS I 

COUNTY OP MILLE LACS, MlNN. f 
I hereby certify that the within instrument 

was filed in this office for record on the 39th 
day of December, A. D. 1904, at 11 o'clock A. M. 
and was duly recorded in book A of incorpora
tions, page 28. 

ELMER M. CHAPMAN. 
Register of Deeds. 

STATE OF MINNESOTA, ) 
OFFICE OF P U B L I C EXAMINER. ( 53s 

The undersigned public examiner, ex-offlcio 
superintendent of banks for the State of Min
nesota, hereby certifies that the Security State 
- P « , ? f P r i n c e t o n , located in Princeton, county 

of Mille Lacs and State of Minnesota, a bank 
incorporated under the provisions of Chapter 
one hundred and forty-five (145) of the Laws of 
Minnesota for 1895, as amended, has complied 

• e a l l „ t n e provisions required to be complied 
with before commencing the business of bank
ing, and that such bank is hereby authorized to 
commence such business as provided for bv 
Section four (4) of said chapter one hundred 
and forty-five (145). 

In testimony whereof, witness my hand and 
official seal this third day of January. 1905. 

[Official Seal.1 s . T. JOHNSON. 
Public Examiner, Ex-Offlcio Superintendent of 

Banks. 

First publication Jan. 19,1904. 
S T A T , E

 T
O F MINNESOTA, COUNTY OF 

*-» Mille Lacs.—ss. In Probate Court. 
Special Term, January 19th, 1905. 

In the matter of the estate of Jens Larsen 
deceased. * 

Letters testamentary on the estate of Jens 
Larseu. deceased, late of the county of Mille 
Lacs and state of Minnesota, being granted to 
Carrie Justina Johansen, 

It is ordered, that six months be and the same 
is hereby allowed from and after the date of 
this order, in which all persons having claims 
or demands against the said deceased are re
quired to file the same in the probate court of 
said county, for examination and allowance or 
be forever barred. 

It is further ordered, that the 19th day of 
July 1905 at 10 o'clock A. M., at a special term 
of said probate court, to be held at the probate 
office in the court house in the village of 
Princeton in said county, be and the same 
hereby is appointed as the time and place when 
and where the said probate court will examine 
and adjust said-claims and demands. 

And it is further ordered, that notice of <such 
hearing be given to all creditors and persons 
interested in said estate by forthwith publish
ing this order once in each week for three suc
cessive weeks in the Princeton Union, a 
weekly newspaper printed and published in 
said county. 

Dated at Princeton this 19th day of January 
A. D. 1905. 

By the Court: 
B. M. V A N A L S T F I N , 

r r i . .. _ , , Judge of Probate 
[Probate Seal.] 

Fn-st publication Jan. 19,1905. 

STATE OF MINNESOTA, COUNTY OF 
Mille Lacs.—ss. Pr«bate Court. 

Special term, January 13th, 1905. 
In the matter of the estate of John N. Ber<* 

deceased. "' 
On receiving and filing the petition of Inga 

O. Berg of the village of Princeton, represent
ing, among other things, that John N. Berg 
late of the village of Princeton on the 9th day 
of January, A D., 1905, at Princeton, died in
testate, and being a resident of this county at 
the time of his death, leaving goods, chattels 
and estate within this county, and that the 
said petitioner is the surviving wife of said 
deceased, and praying that administration of 
said estate be to Edward K. Evens granted: 

It is ordered, that said petition be heard be
fore this court on Saturday the 11th day of 
February, A. D., 1905, at 2 o'clock p. M., at 
Princeton in said county. 

Ordered further, that notice thereof be given 
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 at 
Princeton in said county 

Dated at Princeton the 13th day of Januarv 
A. D. 1905. By the court, 
m ,_ B. M. V A N A L S T E I N , 
iProbate Seal. | Judge of Probate. 

E L. MCMILLAN, 
Attorney for Petitioner, Princeton. Minn. 

First Publication Jan. 26, 1905 
CJTATE OF MINNESOTA, COUNTY OF 
** • Mille Lacs.—ss. In Probate Court. 
Special term, January 25,1905. 

In the matter of the estate of Ruth A. 
Briggs, deceased. 

On receiving and filing the petition of Lem
uel S. Briggs. of the village of Princeton, rep
resenting, among other things, that Ruth A. 
Briggs, late of the county of Mille Lacs, on the 
16th day of January, A. D. 1903, at the city of 
Chicago, died intestate, and being a resident of 
this county at the time of her death, leaving 
goods, chattels and estate within this county 
and that the said petitioner is a son of said de
ceased, and praying that administration of 
said estate be to said Lemuel S. Briggs 
granted; 

It is ordered, that said petition be heard be
fore this court on Thursday, the 16th day of 
February, A. D. 1905, at 10 o'clock A. M., at the 
village of Princeton in said county. 

Ordered further, that notice thereof be given 
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 at 
Princeton in said county. 

Dated at Princeton the 25th day of Janu
ary, A. D. 1905. By the court, 
_ ,_ ^ B. M. V A N A L S T E I N , 
[Probate Court Seal.] Judge of Probate. 
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