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Foster, aud between the two there 
won't be much left of the Tontos." 

All this was very buoyant and reas
suring, but women can see so many 

(Copyright. ISM. by the Author 

Another tlirill to the chorus ol excite
ment that had throbbed the long night 
through, and yet not the last. There 
were still loft a few minutes to dark
ness, and the devil of mischief seemed 
afloat in the very air. "Go and tell Mrs. 
Foster the truth the best way you can," 
said the major, miserably, to his adju
tant. "There she is on the veranda 
now. I'll go round the west side of the 
office. You can join me there. Yes, 
Turner, mount and start at ooce if your 
men have had their coffee. Now sweep 
that road clean from here to the Sandy, 
and don't leave an Indian to tell the 
story. Look for Foster or his men and 
try to lind liaflferty." And so saying 
he turned him to the west and pushed 
slowly up the slope, a heavy-hearted 
man. Almost the last thing he heard 
as he reached the end of officers' row 
was Nellie Foster's weeping. If stout, 
soldierlike Irish Jim could be so swiftly, 
surely massacred bv unseen foes what 
must have been Leon's fate? Little 
black-eyed Leon riding alone, unarmed, 
•with Mrs. Downey's sorely needed 
medicine, through the dark depths of 
this Indian-haunted night? But now 
the mountain tops were all shimmering 
with the glow of coming day, and even 
into the valley depths the faint light 
seemed to peer, ami still there waked 
no sign of life from the distant outpost, 
no reassuring flame to warm his heart 
with tidings of the boy's safe coming— 
but something new and weird and 
strange was bulging Signal Ilutte all 
out of shape and the sentry on No. 4 
stood halted in fascination and amaze. 
The purple fringe of the familiar pine 
crest seemed to be soaring slowly up
ward, drawn out into a floating curl, 
rose-tinted at the top where it met the 
"blush of dawn, deep hued below where 
it left the black base, then all on a sud
den it burst into lurid glare, red, yel
low, banishing the rose and flaming 
over the valley for many a mile. No 
welcome signal that, telling of the 
wanderer's safe return, no message of 
hope or comfort, but most dreaded 
sign of all, it was the cry for help from 
the Sandy valley, the appeal of terrified 
women and children—the token that 
red war had burst about the walls of 
the old frontier fort, and even its little 
garrison was now in peril. 

If Maj. Thornton was in grave dis
tress before he was in the depths of de
jection now. For hours he had been 
longing for day, and day had only 
brought him new and worse disaster. 
Here he was with one small company 
of infantry as permanent guard and 
three troops of cavalry, fresh from the 
saddle work of the plains and utterly 
untaught in mountain fighting, as his 
striking and scouting column. Well 
had the Apaches chosen their time, and 
dire indeed was the effect of their con
certed blows. All in a flash the major 
realized that his little force was scat
tered or scattering—Foster-somewhere 
up in the Socorro to the northwest, pos
sibly pushing still farther away from 
the post and into peril; Turner already 
marching out in support of him and in 
pursuit of the ambushing Indians, who, 
at this rate, before another sunset 
would line the Prescott road with 
graves, and this left only Raymond's 
troop, diminished in strength by the 
detachment of Lieut. Crane and his 
party to go to the rescue now. Thorn
ton was quick to think and act. 
"Mount your horse, you!" he cried to 
the orderly trumpeter just issuing from 
the adjutant's office. "Ride like a 
streak after Capt. Turner. He can't be 
across the lowlands vet. Tell him to 
return at once." 

"Foster's strong enough to take care 
of himself," reasoned the major. "Poor 
Rafferty's done for, and anybody who's 
fool enough to be riding the Prescott 
road this morning must take his own 
chances. My first duty is to save these 
people to the west." Already the sen
try's cry had summoned the corporal. 
The guard was springing to ranks at 
the tidings that the beacon was blazing 
on Signal I5utte. There was no need 
of sounding "To arms." since the whole 
command was practically alert and 
belted now—no need to sound reveille 
since the entire post was up and astir. 
The sunbeams were gilding the west
ward peaks and the upper billows of 
the clouds of dust, in which Turner's 
troop came trotting back and, met half 
way by instructions, never entering 
the post, turned "column half right" 
midway across the sandy swale and 
went cantering westward into the dim 
valley, spurring swift!;; to the rescue 
—Thornton and his adjutant with 
them, leaving Raymond in command at 
Retribution. 

And as the sun climbed higher and 
blazed slanting down upon the mesa 
and the soaring du:;t cloud faded out of 
sight, men, and women, too, gathered 
on that westward bluif to watch for 
further sign of weal or woe. "Oh! that 
we hail kept Leon with us!" was Mrs. 
Foster's plaint. "It breaks ray heart 
to think of him." Indeed, Leon and 
Leon's fate seemed uppermost in the 
hearts of all. Rare, indeed, were the 
occasions and strong their numbers 
when Apaches had dared to face a 
whole troop in the field, and Capt Ray
mond strove to soothe the fears of 
those who trembled at the thought of 
peril to Foster and Turner ana their 
men. "Apaches have raided the ranches 
most probably," was his theory. "Crane 
cannot protect them and the old post, 
too lie has probably been penned at the 
corral and coul<| hardly look out for 
even Kelly's homestead. The Apaches 
mre possibly there all around them, but 
Turner will brush them off like so 
many flies. Kelly's people are safe in 
the cellars, I haven't a doubt, and the 
old>man, with the assistance he has, can 
easily stand off the prowlers until they 
see Turner coming; then they'll all skip 
for the racsre. Derhans run slap into 

"TWO KILLED OUTRIGHT." 

possibilities of peril to loved ones a 
such a time. Somebody was sure to be 
killed and several wounded—no matter 
how the Indians were driven. It al
ways happened so. The troops might 
win the fight and hold the ground and 
drive the warriors helter shelter 
through the hills, but who suffered 
most? Who got the worst of the fight 
itself? was the thing which wives and 
children, mothers and daughters, most 
considered, and in almost every case it 
must be owned that the preponderance 
of dead and wounded lay with the 
troops. "Already two of our best are 
gone," sobbed an Irish laundress, "and 
what have we got to show for it?" 

"Two killed outright." cried Mrs. 
Foster, "and one of them our Rafferty, 
and now where is Leon?" 

Alas! who could say? Leaving Ray
mond, his weeping women and anger
ing men, let us spur on after Turner 
and the sorrel troop, by this time near
ly half way to the Sandy. Even on 
fleetest of American horses we cannot 
hope to overtake them until they are 
almost within pistol range of the wil
lows in the bottom, and when we do 
the first platoon is dispersed in wide 
skirmish line, the men riding five 
yards apart. The other is in reserve, 
ready to strike wherever the foe may 
be developed. Only a mile away lie the 
old ruins across the Sandy. Only a 
mile and a half up there along the 
falda, to the northwest, are the brown 
adobe buildings of Kelly's little ranch, 
Hereaway to the north, nearly opposite 
the gateway of Apache canyon, 
through which the Sandy comes brawl
ing, towers the black pyramid of 
Signal Butte, a thin smoke still float
ing skyward from its summit. A dozen 
times, say the men of the reserve, have 
they seen Leon's pony tracks on the 
way, but not once since passing the 
dry arroyo two miles back. Over 
beyond that strange cone-shaped 
butte, so strong a landmark as 
it stands like a sentry guarding 
the canyon's gate, the shallow rift in 
the Socorro tells where the trail comes 
in from Raton Springs over on the 
northeast. Riding at speed until within 
a mile of the timber, Turner has been 
watching with eager eye for any sign of 
life or action, of friend or foe, from 
across the stream, and not so much as 
wave of flag or blanket, or even ban* 
dana has rewarded his wistful scrutiny. 
Kelly's home is apparently deserted. 
The dismantled walls of the old post 
are now hidden behind the sheltering 
fringe of timber close to the stream. 
Downey's ranch below is out of sight 
behind the shoulder bluff that shrugs 
to the very brink of the Sandy. 
"Queer," says Thornton. "Not a sign, 
yet they must have seen us coming. 
Look out for every clump of trees or 
bush ahead there. Turner. Since last 
night's experience I sniff an Indian in 
every twig." Turner only nods grimly 
in reply. All along the skirmish line 
the carbines are advanced, the men 
peering eagerly into the thickets 
ahead of them. The road itself winds 
through the low bottom and enters the 
stream at a gravelly bend opposite the 
walls of the old quartermaster's corral, 
but that is a couple of hundred yards 
further to the south now. Turner is 
aiming to reach the open ground mid
way between Ivellv's and the post, and 
thereby be enabled most promptly to 
lend aid to either. If the Tontos are 
in strong force and lurking in the tim
ber to give him a hot welcome, then the 
fight will be hand to hand, and that's 
what he wants. If. on the contrary, 
they are too weak to match him, then 
there is little hope of meting punish
ment, for in his own hands the Apache 
can only be thrashed when thoroughly 
surprised, and one might almost as well 
hope to catch a weasel asleep. One 
hundred yards only to the timber now, 
and not a sign from anywhere. More 
slowly, cautiously, the line advances, 
expecting any instant to hear the crack 
of the Indian rifle among- the trees. 
The suppressed excitement of the men 
communicates itself through muscles, 
that pardonably quiver a bit, to the 
mettlesome horses, and these are sniff
ing the hot air suspiciously, with wide 
eye and nostrils, and erect, twitching 
ears shrinking from the possible am
bush ahead. Then comes a sudden 
shout from the reserve: "Look! Look 
at Kelly's!" And half a dozen horses 
cower and shy, and, such is the nervous 
strain of the moment, a score of hu
man hearts bound in young troopers' 
breasts. 

Some one—they can't discover who— 
is waving a shawl or blanket from 
Kelly's doorway. Some one else can 
be dimly seen lunging out from behind 
the ranch and fiercely gesticulating and 
pointing toward the range to the north. 
"It's the old man himself," cries a ser
geant. "They're all right." The next 
minute, too, waving his hat, a trooper 
comes spurring through the willows at 
the front and rides briskly out toward 
the advancing line. Men breathe freer 
at the sight. 

"What"* gone wrong? Where are the 
rest, corporal?" queries Turner, riding 

eagerly to meet the coining trooper. 
"Patohiea, air—ran off Kelly's mules 

and killed his herder and tackled the 
ranch at dawn. They skipped away up 
the canyon, and the lieutenant's after 
them with ten men. He said he knew 
the captain would be coming as soon as 
the signal was seen. They fired on us, 
too, sir, but didn't harm anybody. Six 
of us were left to look after the women 
and children. It's lucky Downey's peo
ple had come or they'd all been killed." 

"Are the women all safe?" 
"All safe, sir, but pretty badly 

scared. They must have had a close 
call at Kelly's. The old man wouldn't 
leave it last night and Mrs. Kelly 
wouldn't leave him, but—" 

"Then if you're all safe at the post 
we'll go right on to Kelly's," said 
Turner, impatiently. "Assemble on the 
right skirmisher!" he shouted to the 
fighting line. "Sound the trot, trum
peter!" and away he went with his or
derly and a few men at his heels to the 
point where the right of the line had 
just reached the timber. 

But Thornton lingered. "How's Mrs. 
Downey? Did she got her medicine?" 
he asked, uneasily. 

"Mrs. Downey's better since the Indi
ans skipped, sir; but I don't know of 
her getting any other medicine." 

"Didn't Leon get back?" 
"Not here, sir. He may be up at Kel

ly's. We didn't suppose he'd attempt 
to come back after Ferguson and the 
other fellers got in here last night— 
chasing old Muncey. They amust have 
run foul of this very band, sir. Muncey 
rode in all by himself, he said, to warn 
us and Kelly's people, and was then 
going—" 

"Never mind him. I hope the Apaches 
have got him. You are sure Leon never 
got back." 

"Sure, sir. We never knew he'd left 
you." And then Thornton turned and 
rode hard to the ranch. There stood the 
old sergeant, mopping his red face and 
modestly receiving Turner's congratu* 
lations on the plucky fight he made in 
defense of his home; but the light went 
out of Kelly's eyes when the major burst 
forth with: 

"Sergeant, is Leon with you? Did he 
reach you in time?" 

"Leon, sir? I haven't seen or heard 
of him since yesterday. I thought he 
was with the women and children down 
yonder," and the sergeant pointed to 
the old post, his face paling with grief 
and apprehension. 

"I wish to Heaven he were!" said 
Thornton, sadly. "Mrs. Downey was 
suffering great pain, and the boy rode 
all the way to us for the doctor and in
sisted on going back with the medicine. 
We never dreamed—at least I didn't— 
of Apaches here. God grant they 
haven't got him!" 

But just then there rode up from the 
direction of the canyon Sergt. Chari
ton, with sorrow in his sunburned face. 
"I'm afraid they have, major," said he, 
dismounting. "See, here's the medi
cine phial—all we can find of him—and 
his pony lies dead at the foot of Signal 
Butte." 

CHAPTER V. 
It will be remembered that Muncey 

with a fleet horse had probably an 
hour's start of his pursuers, possibly 
more, that he had dropped in at the 

THORNTON TURNED AND RODE HARD TO 

TIIE RANCH. 

old post long enough to give them 
warning, and then had ridden away for 
Kelly's. "Just as quick as I've warned 
the old man I'll come back to you," he 
called, to Lieut. Crane, who had 
thanked him somewhat inadequately 
for the service rendered. Crane shareh 
the universal suspicion, perhaps, and 
disbelieved Muncey's report on general 
principles. Muncey was spurring off 
when Crane hailed him: "You must 
ha re met Leon a mile or so out. Didn't 
you turn him back?" And Muncey 
whirled around in saddle, evidently 
astonished and for a moment confused. 

"Leon! Never saw nothin' of him— 
or anybody," he muttered. "Never 
knew he was back here—at least—er— 
I didn't know it until I heard a rumor 
of it to-night." Evidently it wouldn't 
do for Mr. Muncey to tell that lie, as it 
would soon be known how they had 
been talking but a few hours before of 
Leon's return. "Ilow'd you come to let 
him go?" he queried, turning about 
again and apparently forgetting his 
urgent mission to Kelly's. 

"Well, he never stopped to ask me," 
said Mr. Crane, which was very true. 
"But I can't understand how you 
missed each other if you kept the road. 
However, go ahead and warn Kelly, 
and then come back here and we'll 
talk about Leon." 

And Muncey had gone on to Kelly's, 
but that was the last seen of him, de
spite the fact that he gave Kelly to 
understand that he must hurry over to 
Crane again at once. Ferguson and 
his friends came galloping in to old 
Retribution and stirring up the guard, 
and they could tell of Leon's safe 
arrival within easy range of the new 
post, and of their warning him to stay 
there, but they, too, had pushed on 
over to Kelly's, and thence, scoffing at 
Kelly's story of Munccy's return to the 
outpost, and telling him the man was 
a liar, which Kelly already knew, end 
a horse thief, which he more than sus

pected, they had ridden straight back 
past the lower gate of the canyon and 
made for the trail to Raton Springs. 
Whether they had met or had escaped 
the Indians no one could tell. The 
fate of Muncey and his pursuers be
came for the time being a secondary 
consideration. Thornton's first effort 
was to ascertain what had become of 
Leon. 

With any luck at all the boy should 
have got back to the old post by three 
or a quarter past three in the morning. 
Crane and his little guard, Mrs. Downey 
and her sympathizing friends, how
ever, had reasoned that he would not 
be allowed to attempt to return, and so 
had ccased to look for him. Crane con
veyed to the woman the tidings 
brought by Ferguson, for up to that 
moment he Lad disbelieved Muncey's 
wild tale. Then, doubling his sentries, 
but telling the rest of his party to lie 
down and rest, he coolly sprawled him
self on his blankets and went to sleep. 
The next thing he knew it was nearly 
dawn, and the sentries had roused the 
guard. Springing to his feet, Crane de
manded the cause of the alarm, and 
was told tnere was firing up by Kelly's 
ranch. It was still dark, though the 
eastern sky was beginning to flush as 
the little detachment quickly, noiseless
ly assembled in the starlight in front 
of the old guard house. Two veteran 
war soldiers, Tracey and Collins, were 
on post at the time, and both declared 
that there had been a rapid fusillade— 
at least a dozen shots. It could have 
come from nowhere but Kelly's, said 
they, though from their stations they 
could not see the farm buildings. Cor
poral Foot, on duty, was inside the cor
ral wall-when the distant firing began, 
and ran for the gateway at once, but it 
had ceased by the time he got to a 
point whence Kelly's ranch was visible. 

Then for a moment the lieutenant 
was in a quandary. His orders required 
him to send to and fire the beacon at 
the butte if the Apaches appeared in 
the valley, but this might not have 
been Apaches at all. It might have 
well been a skirmish between the 
horse thief and his pursuers, who had 
tracked him to some refuge near Kel
ly's. That was a matter in which mil
itary interference could hardly have 
been tolerated. Settlers and frontiers
men, though eager enough to have the 
army look after the Indians, much pre
fer to dispose of their own reprobates 
In their own way. If an attack had 
been made by Apaches it was speedily 
over, for not another sound was heard. 
Within the corral the women and chil
dren, however, had been aroused by 
the suppressed excitement, and Kelly's 
daughters were now clamoring to be 
allowed to go to see if all was well 
with father and mother, and Crane 
ordered a corporal and two men to 
mount, ride thither and ascertain what 
had happened. In ten minutes they 
rode away, and in ten minutes more 
were back again, driven in by a 
sharp and sudden volley from the 
thicket along the Sandy, not five hun
dred yards up stream. The prowlers 
had so secreted themselves as to enable 
them to command the road leading to 
Kelly's and tjie canyon, reasoning, no 
doubt, that some of the troop would be 
sent up to reconnoiter. Crane had 
never fought Apaches before, but this 
served to convince him. He reasoned 
that the bottom was full of Tontos, 
that they surrounded him on every 
side and that the only thing for him to 
do was to dispose his little force as 
best to defend the terrified women and 
children and hold out against over
powering numbers until relief reached 
him from the fort He now thought it 
high time to fire the beacon, but who 
was to do it with Apaches watching 
every pathway? How could anyone 
hope to reach that outlying butte? 
Every minute it was growing lighter, 
however, and as soon as broad day 
came he determined to make the at
tempt, and then Downey, also an ex-
dragoon and a stalwart settler, took a 
hand in questioning the corporal who, 
with his fellows, had been driven in un
hurt, yet a trifle demoralized. Neither 
horse nor man had a scratch, yet every
body had heard the fusillade—six or 
eight rapid shots almost bunched. "I 
never knew Apaches to fire so many 
shots before." said he, "aud miss. 
You're sure they weren't more'n ten 
yards away?" 

"Certain sure," said the corporal. 
"Certain sure," said his followers, two 
good looking young troopers. Then 
after a moment's pondering Downey 
said lie lAilieved he could get to the 
butte in safety, and he'd go and fire the 
pile, whereat the women began to wail 
again and the lieutenant to protest, and 
right in the midst of the discussion 
somebody shouted "Hurrah!" and a 
column of smoke, speedily bursting into 
flame, shot upward toward the zenith 
from the summit of the old butte, and 
everybody thought how plucky a thing 
it was in Kelly to creep out there and 
climb that jagged bowlder strewn cone 
in the dim morning light, set fire to the 
ever ready stack of wood and steal back 
to his lair. They were talking of it 
when broad daylight and Kelly came in 
together. «• 

"The blackguards ran off my mules," 
he said, with a fierce oath, "and killed 
poor I'.ustamente. There can't be more'n 
six all told. Can't the lieutenant spare 
me a few men to go after them? They've 
all skipped off for the Socorro." But 
Crane said he'd go himself with a dozen 
men if need be, for he had been chafing 
at the idea of having done nothing at 
all and was eager to retrieve himself 
ere relief could reach them and the 
chance be gone. 

"The bottom must be clear if you 
came across from the butte," he said, 
"and very likely they'll run for all they 
are worth." 

"Yes, the bottom's clear enough, sir, 
though I haven't been near the butte 

»» 

"You haven't? Then who fired the 
beacon?" 

"I'm sure I don't know, sir. I 
thought, of course, some of this party 
had been sent over to do so." 

And then men began looking into 
each other's faces, bewildered. If not 

by some one at Kelly's or here at the 
post who could have scaled the butte 

1 

THEN WIIO FIRED THE BEACON?" 

and started the signal fire? Already a 
lookout, peering eastward through the 
lieutenant's binocular, reported a dust 
cloud far up the rise toward the new 
post—the coming of the reinforcements 
—and if Crane meant to do anything at 
all now was the time. 

"I'll leave you to find out who did it, 
sergeant," he said. "We'll go on after 
the mules. Perhaps the Apaches did it 
themselves as a joke." 

"Apaches don't joke," growled the 
old man, with gloomy face, as the de
tachment trotted away. "There's been 
no joke from one end of this night to 
the other, but there's been some stupid 
blundering on somebody's part, or I'm 
a recruit." And then, turning to one 
of his daughters, who stood silently by, 
he said, briefly: "Fetch me the pony, 
Kate. I'll ride back to your mother." 

"Sure, didn't you know yet, father? 
'Twas Leon took it to ride to the fort 
for medicine for Mrs. Downey." 

And thus for the first time was the 
veteran trooper made aware that his 
little friend and foundling had dared 
that midnight ride. Fiercely he broke 
forth: 

"And was there no man among ye?" 
he turned to the silent group of soldiers 
left behind. "No man among ye fit to 
do a man's work that ye should let a 
boy baby ride into the teeth of them 
Indian divils? Where were you, Phil 
Downey, that you should send a kid 
like that for yer wife's poppy sauce?" 

"Where was I but tending to my own 
business, as you were, Sergt. Kelly," 
answered the other veteran, stoutly, 
for between the two ex-dragoons and 
rival ranchmen little love was wasted. 
"Of course, if I'd been here, 'tisn't Leon 
or anybody else would have gone for 
medicine but me, as you ought to have 
sense enough to know if you weren't so 
keen to be saddling blame on other fel
lows' shoulders and so diverting it from 
your own. Me and Mike spent the 
night at our ranch, as you did at yours, 
and niver came up till we heard the 
firing." And Downey's eyes flashed 
angrily on his more prosperous neigh
bor. "I haven't a gov'ment post or a 
gov'ment arsenal to dhraw on to defind 
me property and I have to do it meself," 
he added in withering sarcasm, and if 
anything would stir old Kelly's wrath 
to the nethermost depths it was the 
faintest hint that he ever used so much 
as a single cartridge of all the ordnance 
stores confided to his care. 

" 'Tis no time for settling our scores, 
Phil Downey, or you and I would ex-
pind a few .45's as soldiers and 
gintlemen did in the days when 
more gintlemen and fewer frauds 
were soldiering. Go to yer wife 
that's always dyin' if she has an ear
ache, and I'll to mine, that's never 
known what it was to whimper, and 
she and I will see what we can do to 
find the brave little lad that's gone to 
die f^r you and yours—for by me sowl 
the hand that lit yon blazing signal 
was his, as sure as this," and he 
clinched a hairy fist under Downey's 
nose, "is at yer service in any way ye'll 
have it, Mr. Phil Downey—an' it won't 
be the first batin' it gave ye." 

[To be Continued.] 

SUMMONS. 
State of North Dakota, i 

County of Stutsman. f 
In District Court, Fifth .Judicial District. 

Adeline K. Michaels. ) 
Plaintiff, I 

'V*. 1-
David M. Mielmels, I 

Defendant. J 
The state of North Dakota to the above named 

defendant: 
Yon are hereby summoned and re

quired to answer the coinniaint of the 
plaintiff in the above entitled action, a copy 
of which said complaint is hereto annexed and 
herewith served upon you, and to serve a copy 
of your answer to the said complaint on tile 
subscribers at the office of George C. Eager, in 
the city of Jamestown, In the County of Stuts
man, siiid State of North Dakota, within thirty 
days alter the service of this summons upon 
you, exclusive of the day of such service, aim if 
you fail to answer the said complaint within 
thirty days after the service of this summons 
upon you. Hie plaintiff in this action will applv to 
the court for the relief demanded iu the said 
complaint. 

Dated Aug. 2. 1805. 
<!E0. C. EAOKH, 

Attorney for Plaintiff, 
.Jamestown, Stutsman County, 

North Dakota. 
To the above named defendant: 

Please take notice that the summons and 
complaint, aflldavit and order of publication, in 
said action wa«. on the third day of August, A. 
D. tiled in the office of the clerk of the 
District court at •Jamestown, Stutsman county. 
North Dakota. 

GEO. C. KACEI!, 
Attorney for Plaintiff. 

First Pub. Aug. 8.1995. 

CAMP & SEILER, 
JAMESTOWN, N. D. 

Do a general law business. Firstclaae 
collection and real estate department in 
oonneotion. 

E.D. BEST, OPTICIAN. 
ee GLASSES FITTED, •  •  

All dwwueiof the KYf treated. 
OPERATIONS MWH« 
CATEKAOV «u«fra bv 

4M HleslUt ifun, •nrniAtouB. aum. 

NOTICE OF SALE. 

Notice Is hereby given, that by virtue of a 
judgment and decree In foreclosure, rendered 
ami given by the district court of the Fifth 
judicial district, In and for the county of Ntnts- 4 , 
man and state of North Dakota, and entered 1 

and docketed In the otllce of the clerk of said 
court la and for said county, on the 20 th day of 
August, 181)5, iti an action wherein Clinton L. 
Baxter as trustee of the estate of Kdward Ko> Is 
plaintiff, and John B. Mathews, Margaret D. 
Mathews, Mary M. Kay and James Hiver Lum
ber Company, a corporation, are defendants, In 
favor of the said plaintiff aud against the said 
defendant John ft. Mathews, for the sum of 
Fourteen hundred dollars, and eighty cents, 
which judgment and decree, among other things 
directed the sale by me of the real estate Herein
after described to satisfy the amount of saltf, 
judgment, with interest thereon and the costs 
anuexpenses of such sale,or POmuch thereof 
its the proceeds of such sale applicable thereto 
will satisfy. And by virtue of a writ to me 
Issued out of the otllce of the clerk of said court 
in aud for said county of Stutsman, and under 
the seal of said court, directing me to sell said 
real property pursuant, to said judgment and 
decree, l. .1. .1 Uddy, Sheriff of said county, aim 
person appointed bv said court to make said 
sale, will sell the hereinafter described real 
estate to the highest bidder, for cash, at public 
auction, at the front door of the court house 111 
the city of .Jamestown, In the countv of Stuts
man. and state of North Dakota, on the 5tli day • 
of October A. D. 18»5, at two o'clock p m , of 
that dav, to satisfy said judgment., with interest 
and cost thereon, and the costs and expenses of 
such sale, or so much thereof as the proceeds of 
such sale applicable thereto 'will satisfy. The 
premises to be sold as aforesaid pursuant to 
said judgment and decree, and to said writ, and 
to this notice, are described in said judgment, 
decree and writ, as follows, to-wit: 

The northeast, quarter section nine, township 
one hundred forty, range sixty-live, Stutsman 
county. North Dakota, containing one hundred 
sixty acres more or less according to the govern
ment survey thereof. : 

J. J. EDDY. 
Sheriff of Stutsman County, N. D. 

E..W, n»jti', 
Attorney for Plaintiff. 

First Pub. Aug. 22,1895. 

t 

NOTICE-TIMBER CULTURE. 

United States Land Ofllee, (. 
Fargo, N. D , August 13, 18D5. t 

Complaint having been entered at this office 
by Fred Bishof against Kdward K. Spence for 
failure to comply with law as to timber culture 
entry No. 12215. dated April 4th, 1888, upon 
the Southwest quarter, of section 0, in Township 
142, N, of Kange 63, W, Stutsman county. North 
Dakota, with a view to the cancellation of said 
entry; contestant alleging that the said Edward 
K. Spence nor no one for hint, has done any
thing thereon except in the vear 1889 about IS 
acres was broke and in 1890 about six acres were , 
cultivated. No trees, seeds or cuttings have \ 
been planted thereon. No trees are growing 
thereon and siuce 1890 nothing has been done 
thereon by said Edward K. Speuce or anyone 
for him .and that is true down to this date, viz: 
July 21th. 1895. 

The testimony of the parties and their witness
es will be taken before Dorman Baldwin Jr , a 
notary public at liis office in Jamestown, Stuts
man county, X. D„ on 28th, day of September. 
181)5, at IOO'CIOCK a. m., and from day to day 
until all of said testimony is so taken and said 
notary public to forward same at once when 
taken, to this olllce and before the date of ap- , 
nearance thereat and the said parties are here-
bv summoned to appear at this olllce on the nth 
day of October. 1895, at 10 o'clock a. m , to re
spond and furnish testimony concerning said 
alleged failure. 

A. E. SUJJUKltHAUF, 
Kcglster. 

F. Baldwin, attorney for Bishof. 
First Pub. Auu. 15,1895. 

SHERIFF'S SALE. 

STATE OF NORTH DAKOTA, I „ -ss 

1-

County of Stutsman. 
R. G. DePuy, 

Plaintiff. 
vs. 

L. G. Heberliug, 
Defendant, j 

Notice is hereby given, that by virtue of an exe
cution to me directed and delivered, and now in 
my hands, issued out of the clerk's office of the 
Fifth judicial district court, state of North 
Dakota, in and for the county of Stutsman, npon 
a judgment rendered in said court in favor of 
K. <!. Del'uy, and against L. G. Heberliug, IX 1 

have levied upon the following described real 
property of said defendant, towit: Southeast 
quarter section ten township 143, range 62, Stuts
man county, Ncrtli Dakota, and that I shall, on 
Saturday, the 12th day of October A. D. 1896, 
at the hour of 2 o'clock p. in., of said day, at 
the front door of Mie court house in the city of 
Jamestown, in said county and state, proceed to 
sell all the right, title and interest of the above 
named L. G. Heberliug in and to the 
above described property, to satisfy said judg
ment and costs amounting to Fifty-four . 
dollars and twenty-three cents, together with alt \ 
accruing costs of sale, and interest on the same 
from the 23rd day of August. 1895. at the rate of 
seven percent, per annum, at public auction, Jto 
the highest bidder for cash. 

.1. J. EDDY, 
Sheriff Stutsman County, N. D. 

GEO. C. EAGER, 
Plaintiff's Attorney. 

Dated Jamestown, N. D., August 23, 1893. 
First Pub. Aug. S3,1895. 

f 

SHERIFF'S SALE. 

State of North Dakota, i 
County of Stutsman. ( s 

Chas. A. Wilson, "l 
• vs. [ 

John Wall. J 
Notice is hereby given, that by virtue of an 

execution to me directed and delivered, and 
now in my hands, issued out of the clerk's otllce 
of the fifth judicial district court, state of North 
Dakota, in and for the county of Stutsman upon 
a judgment rendered in said court iu favor of 
Chas. A. Wilson and against John Wall. 
I have levied unon the following described V 
property of said defendant, towit: Lot number 
twelve U2), block number two (2) of Curtin's 
2nd addition to Jamestown, North Dakota. 
Aud that I shall on Saturday the l'Jtii day 
of October A. D. 1W)5, at the hour of 2 o'clock 
p. m.. of said day at the front, door of the court 
house in the city of Jamestown in said coun
ty and state proceed to sell all the 
right, title and interest of the above 
named John Wall in and to the above described 
property, to satisfy said judgment anu costs, 
amounting to eighty-one (§81.00) dollars and 
cents, together with all accruing costs of sale, 
at public auction, to the highest bidder for cash. 

J. J. EDDY, Sheriff. > 
K. A. Bill. Plaintiff's attorney. 
Dated August 28th, 1895. 

First Pub. Aug. 29, 1895. 

NOTICE OF FORECLOSURE. 

Default having been made in the conditions of 
a certain mortage containing a power ol sale, 
which has been duly recorded, given by Marko 
Mutzand MaryMutz, his wife, mortagors, to 
Charles I,. Iloyt, mortgagee, dated Feby. 24tn, 
1890, and mortgaging the southeast quarter (S. 
E. X) of section six (ti) in township one hun
dred and forty^ine (141) north, range sixty-three 
'ti») west of the Fifth principal meridian iu 
Stutsman county, Dakota territory, now state of 
North Dakota. 

By which default the power of sale has become 
operative aud no action or proceeding having 
been instituted at law to recovnr the dent there
by secured or any part thereof, and there is 
claimed.to be due on said mortgage at this date 
the sum ot Four hundred aud five and 42-100 
dollars ($405.42-100.) 

Notice Is hereby given that said mortgage will 
be foreclosed by sale of said premises at public 
auction by the sheriff of said county, on Satur
day, October 12th, 1895, at 2 o'clock p. m. at the 
front door of the court house in the city of 
Jamestown, In said county of Stutsman, and 
state of North Dakota, to pay said debt together 
with all taxes, costs and expenses of sale. 

Dated August 24th, 1895. , 
CHAltLES L. HOYT, 

Mortgagee. 
First Pub. Aug. 29,1895. „ 
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Best Hay Presses in the world. 
GEO. KURTZ, State 4gent. 

ofe.V,-'' •_.*r . •i 

. a . a -  ——• • • ,r 

•  .  J  _  » l  » i  . . .  M .  i ts iMiMK-i.»..I I,: ii \>. w >.&{: vmm » I *31 ? W It 


