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CHAPTER XIV. 

1 WATCHED him witn a kind of 
fascmat'on until he disappeared 
through the door of the cabin. I 
could guess what it had cost him 

to drag himself from his bed, what 
agony of apprehension must have been 
upon him to make him take the risk. 
The Jourdains, puzzled at my not re­
turning, unable to keep silence, sus­
pecting, perhaps, some plot against 
themselves, had doubtless gone to the 
hospital and told him of my appear­
ance—there had been no way for- me 
to guard ag«iinst t ha t He had easily 
guessed the rest. He had only to con­
sult the passenger list to assure him­
self that Mr. Royce and I were aboard. 
And he was following us, hoping— 
what? What could a man in his con­
dition hope to accomplish? What need 
was there for us to fear him? And yet 
there was something about him—some­
thing in the atmosphere of the man— 
that almost terrified me. 

I came back to earth to find that 
Royce and Mrs. Kemball had drifted 
away together and that my companion 
was regarding me from under half 
closed lids with a little smile of 
amusement 

"So you're awake again, Mr. Les 
ter?" she asked "Do you often suffer 
attacks of that sort?" 

"Pardon me," I stammered "The 
fact is, I—I"— 

"You looked quite dismayed," she 
continued relentlessly "You seemed 
posituely horror stricken. I saw noth­
ing formidable about him." 

"No, you don't know him'" I retort­
ed and stopped, lest I should say too 
much. 

"I thmk we'd better sit down," she 
said, smiling "Your knees seem to be 
still somewhat shakj " 

So -c*e sought a seat near the stern, 
wher^ we could watch the city sink 
gradually away in the dibtance as the 
great boat glided smoothly out iirio 
the baj . 

I confess I was worried. I had not 
thought tor a moment that Martlguy 
would ha%e the temerity to board the 
same boat with us—jet it was not so 
wonderful after all, smca he could not 
guess that I suspected him, that I 
knew him and Bethune to be the sauic 
person That was my great advantage 
In any event we were in no danger 
from him He was probably following 
us onlj that he might warn his confed­
erates, should we seem likely to dis­
cover them Certainly they were m no 
present danger of discovery, and per-
'naps might ne\ er be But his following 
us, his disregard of the grave danger 
to himselt, gave me a new measure of 
his savage determination to baffle us. 
I found myself more and more begin­
ning to fear him. 

Should I inform Mr. Royce of this 
new development? I asked myself. 
Then 1 remembered the doctor's words. 
He must ha\e rest and quiet during the 
coming w eek. 

"I trust that I'm not in the way, Mr. 
Lester?" inquired a low, provoking 
voice at my side, and I awoke to the 
fact that I had again been guilty of 
forgetting my companion 

"Miss Kemball," I began desperately, 
"let me confess that I'm in an exceed­
ingly vexatious situation. The tact 
that I can't ask advice makes it worse " 

"You can't ask even Mr. Royce?" she 
queried, v ith raised brows 

"He least of all You see, he's just 
recoveung trom a severe nervous 
breakdow n " 

"I see " she nodded. 
I glanced at her again—at the open, 

candid ej es, the forceful mouth and 
chin—and I took a sudden resolution 

"Miss Kemball," I said, "I'm going 
to ask j our help—that is, if I may " 

"Of couise you may " 
"Well, then, that man who came on 

board last is the inveterate enemy of 
both Mi Royce and myself. We're 
trvmg to unearth a particularly atro­
cious piece of villainy in which he's 
concerned I have reason to believe 
him capable of. anything and a very 
fiend ot cleverness. I don't know what 
he maj plot against us, but I'm certain 
he'll plot sometmng. Mr. Royce doesn't 
even know him by sight and shouldn't 
be won ltd, but unless he's forewarned 
he maj w alk light into danger. I want 
you to help me keep an eye on him—to 
help me keep him out of danger. Will 
you help me9" 

"Why, ce'-tainly!" she cried. "So 
we're to hav e a mystery—just we two!" 

"Just w e two," I assented. 
She looked at me doubtfully. 
"I must remember Mr. Graham's 

warning," she said "You haven't in­
vented this astonishing story just to 
entertam me, Mr. Lester?" 

"On mj w ord, no," I responded a lit­
tle bitterlj "I only wish I had!" 

"There!' she said contritely. "I 
shouldn't hav e doubted. Forgive me, 
Mr. Letter Only it seemed so fantas­
tic, so improbable"— 

"It is fantastic," I assented, "but, un­
fortunately, 't is true. We must keep 
an eye on M Martigny, or Bethune." 

"Which is his real name?" x 

"Those are the only ones I know, 
but I doubt if either is the true one." 

Royce and Mrs. Kemball joined us 
a moment later, and we sat watching 
the low, distant Long Island shore un­
til the gong summoned us to lunch. 
A word to the steward had secured us 
one of the small tables in an alcove at 
the side. Our first meal at sea was 

a merry one, Mr. Royce seeming in 
such spiri ts t h a t I w a s more t han ever 
determined not to disturb him with the 
knowledge of Martigny's presence. 

As the moments passed my fears 
seemed more and more uncalled for. 
It was quite possible, I told myself, 
that I had been making a bogy of my 
own imaginings. The Frenchman did 
not appear in the saloon, and after­
ward an inquiry of the ship's doctor 
developed the fact that he was seri­
ously ill and quite unable to leave his 
stateroom. 

I may as well confess at once that I 
was seasick. It came next morning, 
ten minutes after I had left my berth, 
not a violent sickness, but a faintness 
and giddiness that made me long for 
my berth again, but Mr. Royce would 
not hear of it. He got me out on deck 
and into my chair, with the fresh 
breeze blowing full in my face. There 
was a long line of chairs drawn up 
there, and from the faces of most of 
their occupants I judged they were far 

{ more miserable than I. 
I After awhile the doctor came down 
I the line and looked at each of us, stop­
ping for a moment's chat 

• "Won't you sit down a minute, doc-
i tor?" I asked when he came to me, and 

motioned to Mr. Royce's chair 
"Why, you're not sick!" he protest­

ed, laughing. 
i ' It wasn't about myself I wanted to 

talk," I said. "How's your other pa­
tient, the one who came aboard last?" 

i His face sobered in an instant. 
| "Martigny is his name," he said, "and 
he's in very bad shape. He must have 
been desperately anxious to get back 
to France Why, he might have 
dropped over dead there on the gang 
plank." 

"It's a disease of the heart?" 
"Yes, far advanced. He can't get 

well, of course, but he may live on 
indefinitely, if he's careful." 

"He's still confined to his bed?" 
"Oh, yes He won't leave it during 

the voyage if he takes my advice. He's 
got to give his heart just as little work 
as possible or it'll throw up the job al­
together " 

I turned the talk to other things, 
and in a few moments he went on 
along his rounds But I was not long 

alone, for I saw Miss Kemball coming 
toward me. 

"So mal de mer has laid its hand on 
you, too, Mr. Lester!" she cried. 

"Only a finger," I said "But a finger 
is enough. Won't you take pity on a 
poor landsman and talk to him?" 

"But that's reversing our positions!" 
she protested, sitting dowrn, neverthe­
less, to my great satisfaction. "It was 
you who were to be the entertainer! 
Is our Mephisto abroad yet?" she ask­
ed in a lower tone. 

"Mephisto is still wrestling with his 
heart, which, it seems, is scarcely able 
to furnish the blood necessary to keep 
him going The doctor tells me that 
he'll probably spend the voyage abed." 

"So there'll be nothing for us to do 
after all! Do you know, I was longing 
to become a female Lecoq!" 

"Perhaps yqa may still have the 
chance," I said gloomily. "I doubt very 
much whether Mephisto will consent 
to remain inactive " 

She clapped her hands and nodded a 
laughing recognition to one of the 
passing promenaders. 

"You're going to Paris, aren't you, 
Miss Kemball?" I asked. 

"To Paris—yes. You too?" 
"We go first to Etretat," I said and 

stopped as she leaned, laughing, bad; 
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"Won't you take pity on a poor lands­
man t" 

In her chair. "Why, what's wrong with 
that?" I demanded, in some astonish­
ment 

"Wrong? Oh, nothing. Etretat's a 
most delightful place—only it recalled 
to me an amusing memory of how my 
mother was one day scandalized there 
by some actresses who were bathing. 
But it's hardly the season for Etretat. 
The actresses have not yet arrived. 
You'll find it dull." 

"We will not stay there long," I said. 
"But tell me about I t " " * 

"Etreta t" said my companion, "ia 
a bohemian resort. It has a beach of 

_. — » ___ 

gravel where people bathe all day long. 1 
When one's tired of bathing there are 
the cliffs and the downs, and in the 
evening there's the casino. You^know 
French, Mr. Lester?'' - ' *- / *. *L 

"Oh, I know the phrase made im­
mortal by Mark Twain." 

" 'Avez-vous du vin?'—yes." 
"And I think I also have a hazy rec­

ollection of the French equivalents for 
bread and butter and cheese and meat. 
We shan't starve. Besides, I think Mr. 
Royce can help. He's been to France." 

"Of course—and here he comes to 
claim his chair." 

"I won't permit him to claim it if 
you'll use it a little longer," I protest­
ed. 

"Oh, but I must be going." And she 
arose, laughing. "Hate I been a satis­
factory entertainer?" 

"More than satisfactory; f'll accept 
no other." 

"But you l won't need any at all after 
this morning—I don't really believe 
you're ill now!" 

She nodded to Royce and moved 
away without waiting for my answer. 

Saturday, Sunday and Monday passed, 
with only such incidents to enliven 
them as are common to all voyages, 
but I saw that quiet and sea air were 
doing their work well with my com­
panion and that he was steadily re­
gaining his normal health, so I felt 
more and more at liberty to devote my­
self to Miss Kemball, in such moments 
as she would permit me, and I found 
her fascination increasing in a ratio 
quite geometrical. Martigny was still 
abed, and, so the ship's doctor told me, 
was improving very slowly. 

It was Tuesday evening that Mrs. 
Kemball and her daughter joined us on 
the promenade, and we found a seat in 
the shadow of the wheelhouse and 
sat for a long time talking of many 
things, watching the moonlight across 
the water. At last we arose to re­
turn, and Royce and Mrs. Kemball 
started on ahead. 

"Two more days and we'll be at 
Havre," I said. "I'll be very sorry." 

"Sorry? I'd never have suspected 
you of such a fondness for the ocean." 

"Oh, it's not the ocean!" I protested, 
and—what with the moonlight and the 
soft night and the opportunity—"the 
time and the place and the loved one, 
all together"—would have uttered I 
know not what folly had she not 
sprung suddenly forward with a sharp 
cry of alarm. 

"Mr. Royce!" she cried. "Mother!" 
They stopped and turned toward her 

just as a heavy spar crashed to the 
deck before them. 

CHAPTER XY. 

I UNDERSTOOD in a flash what had 
happened and sprang up the stair 
to the upper deck, determined to 
have it out with our enemy once 

for all. I searched it over thoroughly, 
looking in and under the boats and 

behind funnels and ventilators, but 
could discover no sign of any one. 
When I got back to the promenade a 
little crowd had gathered, attracted by 
the noise of the falling spar, which a 
dozen members of the crew were busy 
hoisting back into place. 

"I do not see how those lashings 
could have worked loose," said the of­
ficer in charge 

I took a look at the lashings. They 
had not been cut, as I expected to find 
them, but had been untied. Martigny 
had doubtless worked at them while* 
we sat there talking 

"Well, luckily, 'there's no damage 
done," observed Mr. Royce, with af­
fected lightness, "though it was a close 
shave If Miss Kemball hadn't called 
to us the spar would have struck us." 

Mrs. Kemball closed her eyes with a 
giddy little gesture at the vision the 
words called up, and the officer frown­
ed in chagrin and perplexity. Just then 
the captain came up, and the two step­
ped aside for a consultation in voices 
so low that only an excited word of 
French was now and then audible. I 
turned to Miss Kemball, who was lean­
ing against the rail with white face 
and eyes large with terror. 

"But it was not an accident, Mr. 
Lester," she whispered. "I saw a man 
leaning over the spar." 

I nodded. "I don't doubt it in the 
least But don't tell your mother. It 
will only alarm her needlessly We'll 
talk it over in the morning " 

She said good night and led her moth­
er away toward their stateroom. I 
went at once in search of the ship's 
doctor and met him at the foot of the 
saloon staircase. 

"How is Martigny, doctor?" I asked. 
"Worse, I fear," he answered hur­

riedly "He has just sent for me." 
"Which room has he?" 
"He's m 375, an outside room on the 

upper deck." 
I went forward to the smoking room 

and looked over the colored plan of the 
ship posted there. A moment's inspec­
tion of it showed me how "easily Mar­
tigny had eluded pursuit. He had only 
to walk twenty feet, open a door and 
get into bed again. 

When I sat down next morning be­
side Miss Kemball she closed her book 
and turned to me with a very deter­
mined air. 

"Of course, Mr. Lester," she began, 
"if you think any harm can come from 
telling me, I don't want you to say a 
word, but I really think I'm entitled 
to an explanation." 

"So do I," I agreed. "You've proved 
yourself a better guard than I. I'd for­
gotten all about Martigny. I was 
thinking—well, of something very dif­
ferent. I had no thought of danger." 

"Nor had I," she said quickly. "But 
I chanced to look up and see that dark 
figure bending over them, and I cried 
out, really; before I had time to think." 

"It was just that which saved them." 
"Yes; but, oh, I could think after­

ward! I'd only to close my eyes last 
night to see him there ye t peering 
down at us, waiting his opportunity. 
And then, of course, I puzzled more or 
less over the whole thing." 
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"You shan't puzzle any more," I said. 
Then I laid the case before her, step by 
Step. She listened with clasped hands 
and intent face, not speaking till I 
had finished. Then she leaned back in 
her chair with a long sigh. v ' 

"Why, it's horrible!" she breathed. 
But you haven't given me your ex­

planation ye t Mr. Lester." 
'I haven't any explanation," I said 

helplessly. "I've built up half a dozen 
theories, but they've all been knocked 
to pieces, one after the other. I don't 
know what to think, unless Miss Hol­
laday is a victim of hypnotism or de­
mentia of some kind." 

"Sometimes she's nice and at other 
times she's horrid. It recalls 'Dr. Jekyll 
and Mr. Hyde,' doesn't it?" 

"Yes, it does. Only, as I say, such an 
explanation seems absurd." 

"There^ one theory which might ex­
plain it—part of i t Perhaps it wasn't 
Miss Holladay at all who returned 
from Washington square with the new 
maid. Perhaps it was the other wom­
an, and the barred windows were real­
ly to keep Miss Holladay a prisoner." 

"But she wasn't there!" I protested. 
"We saw her when we gave her the 
money." 

"Yes, in a darkened room, with a 
bandage about her forehead, so hoarse 
Bhe could scarcely speak." 

I stopped a moment to consider. 
"Remember, /that would explain 

something which admits of no other 
reasonable explanation," went on my 
companion—"the barred windows and 
the behavior of the prisoner." 

"It would explain that, certainly," I 
admitted, though at first thought the 
theory did not appeal to me. "You be­
lieve, then, that Miss Holladay was 
forcibly abducted?" 

"Undoubtedly. If her mind was go­
ing to give way at all it would have 
done so at once and not two weeks aft­
er the tragedy." 

"But if she had brooded over it," I 
objected. 

"She wasn't brooding—at least she 
had ceased to brood. You have Mr. 
Royce's word and the butler's word 
that she was getting better, brighter— 
quite like her old self again. Why 
should she relapse?" 

"I don't know," I said helplessly 
"That affair last night has upset me so 
that I can't think clearly. I feel that 
I was careless—that I wasn't doing my 
duty." 

"I shouldn't worry about it; though, 
of course," she added a little severely, 
"you've realized by this time that you 
alone are to blame for Martigny's pres­
ence on the boat." 

"But I had to go to the Jourdains," 
I protested, "and I couldn't help their 
going to him. To have asked them not 
to go would have made them suspect 
me at once." 

To be continued. 

YOUNG PEOPLE IN LAFAYETTE WED 

Ernest T. Anderson Marries Miss 
Esther Olson. 

The social event of the village of 
Lafajette last week was the marriage 
of Miss Esther Olson to Ernest T 
Anderson. Both of the young people 
are residents of tne village and both 
are well known not only in that part 
of the country but in this city as well. 
The groom is one of the business men 
of the city and has a prosperous busi­
ness in the city restaurant, being the 
only one in the city he has a monopoly 
of the business. His wife is the daugh­
ter of Mr. and Mrs. Claus Olson. 

After the ceremony the bridal pro­
cession and the guests all repaired to 
the bride's parents beautiful home 
where the Mr. and Mrs. Anderson re­
ceived the congratulations of their 
friends and where refreshments were 
served. An elegant wedding dinner 
was also served at 6 o'clock. 

Mr. and Mrs. Anderson left Thurs­
day morning on a short wedding tour 
after which they will go to housekeep­
ing in the second stoiy of Dr. Ericson's 
house where they will be pleased to see 
their many friends. They were the 
recipients of many beautiful presents. 

POPULAR HANSKA GIRL MARRIED 

Miss Chambard's Wedding Social 
~ Event of Week. 

On Wednesday evening, June 6th, 
Miss Cora K. Chambard, daughter of 
Mrs E. Chambard, was married to 
Mr. John P. Peterson at the home of 
the bride's brother, F. G. Chambard. 
Rev. Frank F Fitch of St. James offi­
ciated. The bride was gowned in white 
crepe de chien over silk and carried 
roses. The Misses Amy Chambard, 
a sister of the bride, and Edith Whit-
mer of Fairfax, acted as maid of honor 
and bridesmaid. The groomsmen were 
Harry E. Chambard and J. M. Thomp­
son. Miss Una Chambard played the 
Mendelssohn* wedding march for the 
entrance of the bridal party and 
"Simple Confession" and "Evening 
Prayer'" during the reading of the 
service. 

The wedding supper was served ,at 
the home of the bride's mother. Out 
of town guests were Mr. and Mrs. Ole 
Melvold, Emil Peterson, Mrs. J . J . 
Newton, Mr. and Mrs. J . A. Whitmer 
and the Misses Edith and Anna Whit­
mer, all of Fairfax; and Mr. and Mrs. 
L. E. Chambard and Mrs. F . F . Fitch 
©f St. James. 

After a short stay at Lake Minne-
tonka, the bridal couple will reside at 
Calvin, N. D.—flanska H e r a l d ! - ^ 

mWOM WORDS TO rWQMEN. 
native 

r$& a 
From the view point of the average 

man housework is very easy. The wife 
is right at home. She is her own mis­
tress. She can sit down and rest any 
time. She can even go to bed for a nap 
if she feels like it. She can order her 
household affairs just to suit her own 
convenience. If she doesn't feel equal 
to doing work to-day, she can do it 
to-morrow. That's the beautiful theory 
of the average man. 

Just suppose the Egyptian task-mas­
ters, when they made the required 
daily tale of bricks tax the uttermost 
of human strength, had said to the 
toiling slaves, "Don't hurry, take a 
rest every now and then — only don't 
forget that your tale of bricks must 
be all right at night or else there'll be 
trouble." < 

There's the fact. There are the 
day's duties to be got through, and the 
women who can rest may not. The 
woman, who, when she married, said, 
"Now, I'll be my own mistress," finds 
herself a slave to household cares and 
duties. 

And' oh I how much that woman 
needs rest sometimes. She brushes and 
scrubs, and rolls pastry, her temples 
throbbing, her back aching, her nerves 
quivering under the stress of pain. 
What she would give if she could just 
creep upstairs and throw herself on the 
bed in a darkened room and rest. 

Rest would temporarily relieve the 
strain, doubtless, but it would be the 
same story over again to-morrow. The 
real need of weak, nervous women is 
strength, and that need is fully met 
and satisfied by Dr. Pierce's Favorite 
Prescription. It makes weak women 
strong and sick women well. I t re­
moves the causes of women's weak­
ness, tranquilizes and invigorates the 
nerves, encourages the appetite and 
induces restful sleep. "Favorite Pre­
scription" is a positive cure for the 
most complicated and obstinate cases 
of leucorrhea, excessive flowing, pain­
ful menstruation, unnatural suppres­
sions and irregularities, prolapsus or 
f allingfrf the womb, weak back, " female 
weakness," anteversion, retroversion, 
bearing-down sensations, chronic con­
gestion, inflammation and ulceration 
of the womb, inflammation, pain and 
tenderness of the ovaries, accompanied 
with "internal heat." 

" I am pleased to add my testimony 
in behalf of Dr. Pierce's Favorite Pre­
scription," writes Miss Earline Agard, 
Chaplin, Patriotic Daughters of Amer­
ica, of 413^ Michigan Avenue, Lansing, 
Mich. "1 cannot find language to ex­
press my gratitude and joy over the 
fact that I am well once more. Wear­
ing my corsets too tight seemed to have 
brought on an extra abdominal pres­
sure, weakening the ligaments and 
pushing the internal organs down. 
What to do I knew not, as no medi­
cines 1 took seemed to help me. 

" I had heard of Dr. Pierce's Favorite 
Prescription and determined to try 
it, as a last resort. Before the first 
bottle was used I began to feel better, 
but could hardly believe that this 
was permanent, but my improvement 
went steadily on, and within four 
months I was like a new woman. 
Now I have no more pains, am well 
and strong, and am extremely grate­
ful to you." 

There is nothing to conceal about the 
"make-up of "FAVORITEPRESCRIPTION." 
I t is an absolutely pure medicine— 

roots—Nature's own made of 
restoratives, compounded after a form­
ula concerning which there can be no [^ ^ 
question, by skilled chemists and b y f | | 
thoroughly scientific processes. Doctor' 
Pierce is perfectly willing to let every ^_ 
one know that his "FAVORITE PBE- %^ 
SCRIPHON" contains Blue Cohosh root, ^ 
Lady's Slipper root, Unicorn root, Black t% 
Cohosh root and Golden Seal root. fjfr 
Every doctor knows that such a pre- * ̂  
scription is beneficial in the diseases ;- | 
of women and when properly com- % | 
pounded is certain to effect a cure in jftj 
nearly all cases when given a fair trial. *if 
Every bottle of the "FAVORITE PRE- % 
SCRIPTION " which leaves Dr. Pierce's %*§ 
immense laboratories in Buffalo, N. Y., ^ 
has plainly printed upon its wrapper *$£ 
all the ingredients of which it is com-F ^7 
posed. Thus Dr. Pierce proves to the « 
world his own confidence in the rem- ; > *, 
edy which for forty years has borne 
his name and which is known all ,?• 
through the United States and Canada, - % 
England, Australia, and in parts of'' 
South America, Africa and Asia, as a 
sovereign cure for those diseases which, 
unchecked, make our women old be­
fore their time. 

It will be noticed that there is no 
alcohol in the "FAVORITE PRESCRIP­
TION." Dr. Pierce* never believed in 
using alcohol in the preparation of his 
famous household remedies. For it, he 
substitutes chemically pure glycerine, 
which has wonderful properties for ex­
tracting the medicinal principles of 
roots and preserving them at their full 
strength, without any deleterious effect 
Whatever. 

In favor of Dr. Pierce's medicines 
is the frank, confiding, open, honest 
statement of their full composition, 
giving every ingredient in plain En­
glish, without fear of successful criti­
cism and with confidence that the 
good sense of the afflicted will lead 
them to appreciate this honorable man­
ner of confiding to them what they are 
taking into their stomachs when mak­
ing use of these medicines. 

Dr. Pierce feels that he can afford to 
take the afflicted into his full confi­
dence and lay all the ingredients of 
his medicines freely before them be­
cause these ingredients are such as 
are endorsed and most strongly praised 
by scores of the most eminent medical 
writers of all the several schools of 
practice as cures for the diseases for 
which these medicines are recom­
mended. *- . 4 

Your druggists sells the "TAVORTTE 
PRESCRIPTION" and also that famous 
alterative, blood purifier and stomach 
tonic, the "GOLDEN MEDICAL DISCOV­
ERY." Write to Dr. Pierce about your 
case. He is an experienced physician 
and will treat your case as confidential 
and without charge for correspondence. 
Address him at the Invalids' Hotel and 
Surgical Institute, Buffalo, N. Y., of 
which he is chief consulting physician. 

It is as easy to be well as ill—and 
much more comfortable. Constipation 
is the cause of many forms of illness. , 
Dr. Pierce's Pleasant Pellets cure con­
stipation. They are tiny, sugar-coated 
granules. One little "Pellet" is a gentle 
laxative, two a mild cathartic. All 
dealers in medicines sell them. 

Send 31 one-cent stamps to cover 
cost of mailing and get a copy of Dr. 
Pierce's Common Sense Medical Ad­
viser, over 1000 pages. Address Dr, 
E. V. Pierce, Buffalo, N, Y. 

Twenty-five BUSHELS 
of WHEAT 
to the Acre 
means a productive 
capacity in dollars of 
over 

$16 per Acre 
This on land, which 
has cost the farmer 
nothing, but the price 
of tilling: it, tells its 

own story. The 

Canadian 
Government 

gives absolutely free to every 
settler 160 acres of such land. 

Lands adjoining' can be pur­
chased at from $6 to 510 per acre 
from railroads and other corpor­
ations 

Already i75tOOO farmers from 
the United ' States have made 
their homes in Canada. 

For pamphlet "20th Century 
Canada ," and all information 
apply to SupeVintendent of Immi­
gration, Ottawa, Canada, or to 
the following authorized Cana­
dian Government Agent: 

E. T. Holmes, 315 Jackson Si., St. Paul, Minn. 
Mention this paper. 

•^HS 

• HOT YOUR HEART I 
If you think you have heart dis­

ease you are only one of a countless 
number that are deceived by indi­
gestion into believing the heart is 
affected. 

| Lane's Family | 
Medicine 

the tonic-laxative, will get your 
stomach back into good condition, 
and then the chances are ten to one 
that you will have no more symp­
toms of heart disease. 
Sold by all dealers at 25c. and 50c. 

AGENTS W A N T E D . — S a n F r a n c i - c o E a r t h ­
q u a k e D i s a s t e r , T h o u s a n d s k i l l e d a n d 
i n j u r e d . $500,000,000 w o r t h of p r o p e r t y d e ­
s t r o y e d . F u l l a n d a u t h e n t i c s t o r y t o l d 
b y s u r v i v o r s a n d e y e w i t n e s s e s . L a r g e s t 
a n d b e s t book , b e s t i l l u s t r a t e d . 80 p e r 
c e n t profi t t o a g e n t s . F r e i g h t p a i d . 
C r e d i t g i v e n . O u t f i t s f ree . S e n d 4—two 
c e n t s t amDS for p o s t a g e . A d d r e s s 
C O O P E R " & C O . 134 L a k e S t r e e t , C h i ­
c a g o , 111. 18—25 

DEALEKSIK 

M. A,. BINGHAM. A. W. BINGHAM 

Bingham Bros 
>EALE 

H, HELD 
505 Center St. 

Flour, 
Feed, 

Wood 
Delivered toall parts of the v^l 

city. 

Express, i Draying. 
Orders taken for woodsawing \ f l 

Leave orders for 

Spring Plowing 

MODEL 
If quality is more of a factor 
with you than 

Quantity 
you ought to trade, at our 
market. We make a special 
effort to secure only the best? 
of beef, pork, veal and mutton 
and so are in a position to 
furnish you the choicest of 
meats. 
J A tr/a/ order willconvince you. ^ 
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Both Phones 152. IIS N. Minn. 

HAYSTACK 
COVERS 

B L m0mammmttm 


