sone good meun.

Lost in the hills on a dark and wintry
night in North Dakota, is not a very
| pleasant experience to even cuntemplate,
"] but when it becomes an actual fact the
situation is very alarming one, and es-
pecially so to one who is unacquainted.
And tha* is the predicament Druggist
McGurren was in last FKriday evening.
He left town with the intention of get-
ting & fair damsel to attend the dance
with him, but when aboat two niles (he
thinks) frum town, became lost. After
wading through the snow for some tine
ue found a telephone post, and by listen-
ing to the sound-of the wires, he got his
bearings as to the directions, and direct-
ed by the reflection of the street lights in
own he made for Binford—damselless.
Needless to say-that he was tickled for
aot having to wander about in the hills
even if he couldn’t attend the dance as
ne had planned.




