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HARROWS

90 Tooth, U Bar Steel

Lever Harrow

With guarded ends, relief springs,

and nine-sixteenth inch teeth

$45.00
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Farmers Hardware
Company

PLUMBING

Soldering a Specialty

Headquarters Farmers Hdw.

CALL

Henry Hill

()
Draying
Residence Phone 726

Kendrick Dray and Ice Co.

Frank Chamberlain, Prop.

YOU'LL BE
SATISFIED

If you eat dinner with us
the next time you are in
town. We give you a real
meal at a reasonabl price.

Warm Lobby and Dining Room.

Good Rooms

&he HOTEL GUY

Horseshoeing
A Specialty
80 years experience

Located east of the Kendrick
Store

W. J. DePartee

Thomas McDowell’s

Regular Dinner
Except Sunday
Lunches All Day

Soft Drinks, Cigars
and Candles

R. F. Bigham

Dray and Transfer

If Not Up Town Call the
Residence

Phone 233
Prompt Service
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Chapter II. Continued

Even as Miss Van Tellier was sob-
bing her heart out and Mr. Randolph
was standing in the bewilderment of
one who knows he has not only taken
the wrong turning but placed both his

“Break Away an' Come Along of Me.”

feet in a beartrap, a thick, heavy,
unsympathetic voice arose from the
foot of the steps.

“Here! Youse!
come along of me."

Memories of a mischievous hoyhood
swarmed to Mr. Randolph’'s mind, rec-
ollections of those days when, as
chief of the Madison Square gang, his
ears had tingled to the cry of “Cheese
it, de cop! We'se pinched, fellers!"
A cold sweut came out upon his brow ;
he slowly relaxed his grip on Miss
Van T.s person and whispered tremu-
lously to her to keep her nerve hut
hand him her latchkey.

Break away an’

Over his shoulder he said with
forced calm, “On what charge, offi-
cer?”

“Same old dope,” replied the police-
man phlegmatically; “drunken, disor-
derly. Come along, now, er d'yer
want me to climb them steps so's we
¢'n all roll down together?”

During that speech Mr. Randolph
made a lucky shot at the keyhole.
stealthily turned the lock and opened
the door. “The way's clear, Madge,"
he whispered. “Beat it.”

“Oh, is it, Bobby, you dear,” rattled
Miss Van T. in a stage whisper that
could be heard across the street. “1

didn’t mean It, really, what 1 said
about hating you. But I do love
Beacher, Bobby, and I'l—Ir'n—"

“For heaven's sake, Madge"
groaned Mr. Randolph, hearing sounds
as of a bear starting to swarm a tree,
“keep all that till New Year's.”

“1 was just going to say.” continued
Miss Van T. bréathlessly but with »
cold eyve fixed on the cumbrous shad-
ow coming up the steps, “that I'll owe
it to you, Bobby. I'll owe it to you.
D'you understand?”

“Sure,” lled Mr. Randolph as he
pushed her firmly through the door,
then caught its knob, slammed it shut
and turned to meet Nemesis, “Hello,
Flahaharty !”

The huge policeman stopped his
ponderous but sure progresjion and
stared long and suspiciously into Mr.
Randolph's face. Finally he gave a
grunt of recognition. *“Slim,” he said
to himself aloud as though somewhere
within his vast bulk there were a sep-
arate monitor that had to be tipped
off to the situation, “Slim Hervey.”

“Sure,” said Mr. Randolph, leading
the way toward his wagon. “Who
else did you think &t was at this time
o' night?”

“How did 1 know,” demanded Mr.
Flahaharty grufly but not unpleasant-
ly for him, “as you had taken on de-
liveries o' fancy dress-goods on top
o' your regular line?”

He breathed heavily and allowed
his eyes to protrude farther than us-
nal in search of a thought whi¢h he
sensed in the near distance. *“1 tell
you. Slim,” he finally continued, “I
don' know what this burg is a-comin’
to. Why, even the street kind used
to have a man to take 'em home, but
this here was a bit o' high-fiyin' fluff—
me, I could see that—an’ they had to
give it to a cab!”

“Forget it,” said Bobby nervously.

“All 1 says,"” contlnued Mr. Flaha-
harty, “is thank God both o' my goils
is married to hairy men that can an’
does lick the stuffin’s outen 'em.”

“Well, here we are,” said Mr. Ran-
dolph as he stooped to turn her over.
From his seat behind the wheel he
began to breathe more easlly and
leaned out to study the face of his
friend, the officer, to make sure that
therein was no guile.

“Cheer up, Jim,” he said not quite
reassured. “Forget it.”

“'n try,” sald Mr. Flahaharty dubi-
ously, “but it'll come hard, bein' the
first time I ever seen a thing like that.
She sure give you a tussle, Slim!”

PART IL—One evening he is engaged
by Beacher Tremont, notorious profligate,
to drive him and Madge Van Telller to a
hostelry known as ‘'Greenwood.” Aware
of the evil nature of the place, Randolph
drives the pair to Greenwood cemetery.
Infuriated, Beacher gets out of the cab
and Randolph leaves him there, taking
the girl (who has awakened to a realiza-

tion of her folly) to her home. Madge

recognizes him.

PART 111,
Maid’s Adventure,

Take a young girl of about twenty
who, in her childhood, was pampered
of fortune in money, position, good
breeding, and pets, turn her loose
on the world at the age of ten
with no prop but a faithful, sickly
and destitute old nurse, kill off the
nurse a couple of years later, let the
girl fend for herself as scullery-maid
and what not through the uninterest-
ing stage that precedes the sudden
bloom of unexpected beauty, give her
a long succession of jobs secured “on
her looks" and lost because she
wouldn't, lead her up to the crowded
portal of despair and the long-drawn-
out surrender ; then snatch her sudden-
ly back from destruction, feed her,
give her the sole freedom for a night
of Mr. Robert Hervey Randolph’s com-
fortable apartment and—what will she

do? The answer is easy. She will
find the bath and turn on the hot
water.

That was the very first thing that
Miss Imogene Pamela Thornion did
after she had finished spying from the
window on the movements of what
she supposed was Mr. Randolph and
what, in reality, was Mr. Patrick
O'Reilly in Mr. Randolph’s best top-
hat, best suit of evening clothes and
overcoat, best gray silk muffler, price
twenty-two dollars, and best patent-
leather shoes—the last a very tight
fit which made the revamped gentle-
man's gait a cross between that of a
chicken on a hot stove and a drunk
on his reluctant way home,

Even the unsuspecting Miss Thorn-
ton was puzzled by that halting loco-
motion in connection with what she
knew of Mr. Randolph, but she added
it, two and two, with the mysterious
twenty minutes spent by that gentle-
man and the driver”in the recesses of
the cab, apparently to settle a differ-
ence in ideas as to the value of a
waiting taxi, and decided that poor
Mr. Randolph must have issued from
the interview In a semi-crippled state.

She herself was too excited to let
pity altogether absorb her. Without
waiting for either the tortured way
farer or the taxi to get quite out of
sight, she dropped the window curtain
and turned to possess herself of her
world of comfort for a night. A
starved instinet led her straight to
the luxuriously apnointed bathroom.
As previously intimated, she turned
on the hot’ water and clasped her
hands ecstatically as she watched its
crysialline surge and imagined she
could smell the opalescent steam.

But not for long was she Inactive,
Having surrendered to circumstance
to the extent of prowmising to stay in
the flat until ten the following mern-
ing, she decided to do the job whole-
heartedly, for Imogene Pamela was
one of those lucky and fated young
women who can never give themselves
by halves, If happiness so much ag
showed its nose, it was her nature to
tnekle blindly for its waist and go

Thomas A. Edison Says:

‘‘ After religion, music should be considered first in every man’s home.”’

Another great American says:

‘““A man, to do his family justice, should spend 5 per cent of his earnings for
the pleasure and attainment of music.”’

An Edison Phonograph, with Edison Recreation, will give you every type of
music that the world knows today, and the cost will be a great deal less than 5
per cent of the average man’s earnings.

But remember, no other phonograph can give you music as the New Edison can.
Why not come in and let us demonstrate this truth to you? Your favorite selec-
tion will be played tor you. gladly.

Rendrick Furniture Company
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10 the MATL IOr tNe IMmediate present.
Consequently, let not her modesty
be misjudged when it is related that,
in the short time it took to fill the
hath, she accomplished the following:
Rooted out Mr. Randolph’s hest silk
pajamas, found his softest bathrobe,
filled a hot-water bottle and slipped it

far down between the too cold linen
sneets of his big bhed. Continuing at

this rate of achievement, it may bhe
imagined that in ten minutes more the
yvoung lady, having bathed, was curled
up and sound asleep. Not on your
life!

Item: Tt took her twenty-one min-
utes by the clock to scrub out the
memory of the seabby zinc bathtubs
of many years. Item: Twenty more
minntes to wash her hair. Item?
Half an hour more to scrub her under-
wear and stockings. Assorted items:
Various pauses during which
shamelessly looked at herself in a full-
length mirror of such pure reflecting
qualities as had not crossed ber path
since England was a pup. After that,
a long, entrancing item, called “dry-
ing her hair.”

Did you blame her, three lines back,
in your heart for her frequent inspec-
tiuns of self in the mirror? If you
did, look at her now! Mr, Randolph's
bathrobe is billowed at her waist and
tied tight to keep it from trailing on
the floor; for almost a like reason,
its sleeves are rolled up abote her
elbows. It is open in a V at the neck,
showing the adolescent curve of a
virginal but much excited bosom.
With a woolly towel in both hands.
she plants herself before the staid old
looking-glass and gives it such a treat
as it has never pefore savored In its
sixty-two years of service to the Ran-
dolph family. Rub, rub, rub with the

towel. Her cheeks grow pink and
| plnker, her eyes round and rounder.
| They twinkle and smile, and once,

when she made a little face at her-
self, they langhed out loud. Her hair
slowly wakes from its stringy damp-
ness until it, too, bursts into a sort of
light and curly merriment.  Tamela
“)\1!\'s out her cheeks and blows at its
[ reflection.

When all the rubbing is done, even
to the last rite where they divide the
| fragrant flood into two waves falling
| over the bosom und mercilessly knead
the damp ends between folds of the
' dryest bit of the towel, she drops that
| implement and runs.into the big room
| where the dying open fire blinks its
| red eye as though It had been waiting
{ up for her.
l The writer—who is privileged, for
i

the benefit of a large and growing
publie, to see her in his mind's eye
a= her pink bare feet pad up and down
the room, racing every time they come
to the home-stretch between the un-

shie |

peopled granastand of tne couch anad
the fire, and then doubling suddenly,
g0 that her wide eyes may catch her
hair still on the wing, for all the world
like a kitten chasing its tail—does
herein affirm, by the collective man-
hood of the earth, that she was alto-
wether lovable and beyond the reach
of sullying thought, Now let her
curl up in the bed and sleep.
Slumber meant nothing in Pamela’s
life. That statement should be taken
not in the sense of the common slang
of the vulgar, but at its literal face
value. What Is meant is that when
this young lady slent, it was like tak-
ing a chunk bhodily out of life and
putting it in warm storage. As a con-
sequence, when the old-fashioned clock
on the mantel burred a warning that
It was thinking of striking the hour
of nine in about two minutes, sghe
| opened her eyes and wondered through
‘wlml magic night had been suddenly
| replaced by broad and smiling day.
’ Not for long did that life-long and

accustomed miracie hold her attention,
for scarcely had it occurred, through
force of habit, to her awakening
thought than her startled eyes fell up-
on the tall, stooped, gray-headed figure
of a man, clad in livery, and standing
unstably poised in the doorway of the
room. His eyes, naturally deep-set,
actually protruded from his face as
though they were determined to come
half-way to meet Pamela’s wondering

“He-hello,” Stammered the

Lady.

Young

orbs. He looked llke a solemn raven
which has carelessly alighted on a live
wire,
“He-hello !”
lady.
“Good-morning, miss,” sald Tomlin-

son, in sepulchral and censorious
tones. “wnere 1s Master Robertr”

“You mean Mr. Randolph?” asked
Pamela, a little breathlessly.

The old man steadied himself by
seizing the door-jamb and bowed con-
firmation of her supposition.

“I don’t know where he Is," said
Pamela, more calmly. “The last time
I saw him he was limping west." A

stammered the young

twinkle came into her eyes. “Why do
you ask?"
“Why do 1 ask?’ he exclaimed.

“Miss, do you mind telling me who you
are and what you are doing In Mr,
Randolph’s apartment at nine o'clock
on a Friday morning?”

“In November,” supplemented Pam-
eln, as though she were supplying a
very important addition to the facts In
the case. “I am Miss Thornton,” she
added, with as much dignity as a
maiden, tumbled of hair, flushed of
cheek, and cuddied In 8" young man’s
big bed, could sumnon,

(To Be Continued)

RATION FOR EGG PRODUCTION

Combination of Corn, Bran, Middlings
and Tankage Is R ded
for Hen Flock.

A practical ration for good egg pro-
duction is mash and scratch grains as
follows: Make up a grain ration of 18
pounds of corn and 7 pounds of mash.
Mix up 5 pounds of bran, 5 pounds of
middlings and 8 pounds of tankage.
The birds should eat the 13 pounds of
mash while consuming the 25 pounds
of serateh grain. If meatserap is used
in place of tankage, use 3% pounds,

| since it contains 10 per cent less pro-

tein. Feed only one-third of the dally
grain ration in the morning in deep
litter. This encourages the hens to esat
the mash. With scratch feed, fill up
their craws just before they go to roost

i and this should last them about twelve

hours.

A Good Medicine For The Grip

George W. Waitt, South Gardiner,
Me. relates his experience with the
grip, ‘I had the worst cough, cold
and grip and had taken a lot of
trash of no account. Chamberlain’s
Cough Remedy is the only thing
that has done me any good what-
ever. | have used one bottle of it
and the cold and grip have left
me."" —Adv.




