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Be prepared for OPPORTUNITY by starting a

SAVINGS ACCOUNT
WITH

THE FARMERS & MERCHANTS STATE BANK

The Wise Men store away their money. They
know th:y cannot live through the lean months and

years on an empty purse.
We pay 4% Interest Compound Quarterly

Farmers & Merchants
State Bank

f. 0. b. Toledo

Permanent Baked Enamel fin-
ish throughout—

The car you can always be
proud to drive.
Averages 25 miles per gallon

bf gas.

WM. BULLOCK ,_

Cor. 2d and Franklin Sts.,

Denton, Md.

Authorized Ford Dealgrs

EXIDE SERVICE STATION

We carry a battery in stock for every make of
car. Battery charging and repair work by a factory
trained man.

We have two FORDSON PLOWING OUTFITS
for Hire. See us for terms.
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FIRST-CLASS SQUARE BERRY CUPS
BERRY CRATES

Tray . Boxes :: Baskets

Are Manufactured and are on Sale at Rumble Prices at
Our Works

WE SELL Lumber—Rough and Dressed; Shingles,
Lath, Windows, Doors, Blinds, lee, Hair,
Cement, Coal, Hay, and all kinds of

BOX SHOOKS

THE HUGHES LUMBER AND COAL CO-
Denton Maryland
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M. K. NEWNAM
FUNERAL DIRECTOR

Denton, Maryland
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Bull-Dog
Drummond

The Adventures of a
Demobilized Officer Who
Found Peace Dull

by CYRIL McNEILE

“SAPPER

ILLUSTRATIONS BY
IRWIN MYERS

-

Wt Copyright by Geo. H. Doran Co

“Then there was the same sum,”
continued Drummond, “to come from
Hocking, the American cotton man—
half German by birth; Steinemann,
the German coal man; Von Gratz, the
(;erman steel man. Is that not so,
Peterson?’ It was an arrow at a
venture, but it hit the mark, and Pg-
terson nodded.

“So one milllon pounds was the
stake this benefactor of hummanity
was playing for,” sneered Drummond.
“One million pounds, as the mere
price of a nation’s life-blood. y
But at any rate he had the merit of
playing big, whereas the rest of you
scum, and the other beauties so ably
catalogued in that book, messed sbout
at his beck and call for packets of
bull’'s eyes. Perhaps you labored un-
der the delusion that you were fool-
ing him, but the whole lot of you are
so d—d crooked that you probably
thought of nothing but your own filthy

skins.
“Listen to me.” Hugh Drummond’s

voice took on a deep, commanding
ring, and against their will the four
men looked at the broad, powerful
soldier, whose sincerity shone clear
in his face. , “Not by revolutions and
direct action v1il you make this island
of ours right—though I am fully

“But Where lc iel” Said the
Through Dry Ligs.

Girl,

aware that that is the last thing you
would wish to see happen. But with
your brains, and for your own un-
scrupulous ends, you gull the work-
ingman into believing it. And he, be-
cause you can talk with your tongues
in your cheeks, is led away. He be-
lieves you will give him Utopia;
whereas, in reality, you are leading
him to h—1. And you know it. Evo-
lution is our only chance—not revo-
lution; but you, and others like
you, stand to galn more by the
Jatter. . .

His hand dropped to his side, and
he grinned.

“Quite a break for me,” he re-
marked. - “I'm getting hoarse. I'm
now going to hand you four over to
the boys. There's an admirable, but
somewhat muddy pond outside, and
I'm sure you'd like to look for newts.
If any of you want to summon me for
assault and battery, my name Iis
Drummond—Captain Drummond of
Half Moon street. But I warn you
that that book will be handed into
Scotland Yard tonight.. Out with ’em,
boys, and give 'em h—1. . . .

“And now, Carl Peterson,” he re-
marked, as the door closed behind the
last of the struggling prophets of a
new world, “it is time that you and I
settled our little account, isn't it?”

The master-criminal rose and stood
facing him. Apparently he had com-
pletely recovered himself; the hand
with which he lit his cigar was as
steady as a rock.

“I congratulate you, Captain Drum-
mond,” he remarked suavely. “I con-
fess I have no idea how you managed
to escape from the somewhat cramped
position I left you in last night, or
how you have managed to install your
own men in this house. But I have
even less idea how you discovered
about Hocking and the other two.”

Hugh laughed shortly.

“Another time, when you disguise
yourself as the Comte de Guy, remem-

ber one thing, Carl. For effective con-
cealment it is necessary to change

other things besides. your face and

figzure. You must change your man- '

nerisms and unconscious little tricks.
No—I won’t tell yvou what it is that
gave you away. You can ponder over
it in prison.”

“So vou _ mean to hand me over to
the police, do you?’ sald Peterson
slowly.

“I see no other course open to me,”
replied Drummond.

The sudden operning of the door
made both men look round. Then
Drummond bowed, to conceal a smile.

“Just Iin time, Miss Irma.”

The girl swept past him and con-
fronted Peterson.

“What has happened?’ she panted.

“The earden is full of people whom

~ hotel.
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never seen. And there were two
' men running down the drive covered
| with weeds and dripping with water.”

Poterson smiled griurly.

“A shight sethack has ceeurred, my |
it doar. 1 nave made a big mistake—a |
lmstake which has proved fatal. 1
' have underestimated the ability of |
| Cuptain Drummond; and as long as 1
live I shall always regret that 1 did |
not kill him the night he went explor- |
'ing in this house.” |

Fearfully the girl faced Drum;
| mond; then she turned again to Pe-
terson.
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“Where’s Henry ?” she demanded.
| “That again is a point on which 1.
am profoundly ignorant,” answered
Peterson.  “Perhaps Captain Drum-
mond can enlighten us on that also?” |

“Yes,” remarked Drummond, “I|
‘can. Henry has had an accident. Af-
| ter [ drove him back from the duch-
ess’ last night”—the girl gave a cry,
and Peterson steadied her with his |
arm—*“we had words—dreadfu! words.
And for a long time, Carl, I thought
(.t woldr be better if you and I had
similar words. In fact, I'm not sure
even nowthat it wouldn’t be safer In
-the long run. . g

“But where is hc"” sald the g:rl».

- “Here’'s to hoping,

through dry lips.
“Where you ought to be, Carl,” Al-
swered Hugh g::m]}, “Where, sooner

br later, you will be.”

- He pressed the studs in the niche
of thew all, and the door of the big
safe swung open slowly. With =«
secream of terror the girl sank half-
mmtmg on the floor, and even Peter-
son’s cigar dropped on the floor from
his nervous lips. For, hung from the

ceiling by two ropes attached to his
arms, was the dead body of Henry
Lakington. And even as they watched
it, it sagged lower, and one of the
feet hit sullenly against a beautiful
old gold vase. . .

“My God!” muttered Peterson. “Did
you murder him?”

“Oh, no!” answered Drummond.
“He inadvertently fell in the bath he
got ready for me, and then when he
ran up the stairs in considerable pain,
that interesting mechanical device
broke his neck.”

“Shut the door,” screamed the girl;
“l can't stand it.”

She covered her face with her
hands, shuddering, while the door
slowly swung to again.

“Yes,” remarked Drummond thought-
fully, “it should be an Iinteresting
trial. I shall have such a lot to tell
them about the little entertainments

.| here, and all your endearing ways.”

With the big ledger under his arm
he crossed the room and called to
some men who were standing outside
in the hall; and as the detectives,
thoughtfully supplied by Mr. Green,
eiitered the central room, he glanced
for the last time at Carl Peterson and
his daughter. Never had the cigar
glowed more evenly between the mas-
ter-criminal’s lips; never had the girl
Irma selected a cigarette from her
gold and tortoise-shell case with more
supreme indifference.

“Good-by, my ugly one!” she cried,
with a charming smile, as two of the
men stepped up to her,

“Good-by,” Hugh bowed, and a tinge
of regret showed for a moment in his
eves, |
_“Not good-by, Irma.” Carl Peterson
rcemoved his cigar, and stared at
Drummond steadily. “Only au reveoir,
my friend; only au revolir.”

EPILOGUE.

“T simpnly can’t belleve it, Hugh.”
In the lenzthening shadows Phyllis
moved a little nearer to her husband,
who, quite regardless of the publicity
of their position, slipped an arm
| around her walist,

“Can’t belleve what, darling?’ he
demanded lazily.

“Why, that all that awful nlght-
mare is over. Lakington dead, and
tlie other two in prison, and us mar-
ried.” :

“They’re not actually in jug yvet, old
thing,” said Hugh. *“And somehow

." he broke off and stared thought-'
fully at a man sauntering past them.
To all appeararces he was a casual
visitor taking his evening walk along’
the front of the well-known seaside
resort so largely addicted to honey-
nioon couples. And yet . . . was
he? ‘Hugh laughed softly; he'd got
suspicion on the brain.

“Don’'t you think they'll be sent to
prison?” cried the girl.

but whether they arrive or not is a:
different matter. I don’t somehow see
Carl picking oakum. It's not his
form.” i

For a while they were silent, occu-
pied with matters quite foreign to
such trifles as Peterson and his daugh-
ter.

“Are you glad I answered your ad-
vertisement?” Inquired Phyllis at
length.
| “The question is too frivolous to
deserve an answer,” remarked her hus-
band severely. |
~ “But you aren’t sorry It's over?"
she demanded.

“It isn’t over, kid: it's just begun. "'
He smiled at her tenderly “Your life
and mine isn’t it just wonder-
ful ?”

And once again the man sauntered
' past them. But this time he dropped
'a plece of paper on the path, just at
1Hugh"'s; feet, and the soldier, with a

quick movement which he hardly
stopped to analyze, covered it with his
shoe. The girl hadn’t seen the action;
' but then, as girls will do after such

 remarks, she was thinking of other
thungs. Idly Hugh watched the saun-
terer disappear in the more crowded
part of the esplanade, and for a mo-
ment there came onto his face a look
which, happily for his wife’s peace of

- mind, she failed to notice,

“Let's go and eat, and after dinner
I'll run you up to the top of the head-

~land.

Together thm strolled back to their
In his pocket was the plece of
paper;: and who could be sending him
messages in such a manner save one
man—a man now awaiting his trial?

In the hall he stayed behind to in-

- quire for letters, and a man nodded to

him.
“Heard the news?” he inquired.

“No” said Hugh. “What's hap-

pened?”’

“That man Peterson and the girl
have got awayv. No trace of ‘em.”
Then he looked at Drummond curious-
iv. “By the way, yvou had something
to do with that show, didn’'t you?”

“A little,” smiled Hugh. “Just a lit-

- tle.”

“Police bound to catch 'em again”

. continued the other. “Can't hide your- &

self these days.”

And once again Hugh smiled, as he I

drew from his pocket the piece of pa-
per:

revolir.”
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Emergency Occasions

Arise—Call on Miss

TP

He glanced at the words written in '

Peterson’s neat writing, ana@ the smile | E
Assuredly life was still |

broadened.
good ; assuredly.

And into an ash tray nearby he

dropped a piece of paper torn into a
' hundred tiny fragments. |

“Was that a love-letter?’ she_de-
manded with assumed jealousy.

“Not exactly, sweetheart,” he
laughed back. “Not exactly.” And
over the glasses their eyes met.
kid;: here’'s to
hoping.”

[THE END.]

COMING

SOON

A Triumph of Feminism!

Women as Treasure
| Hunters!

Spanish
Doubloons

ByCamilh Kenyon

Virginia Harding hears that
her Aunt Jane,a very respect-
able old maid, hu been coax-
ed to finance and proposesto

accompany a daring expedi-
tion of treasure hunting, and

she dashes after the old girl.

Aunt Janewhoisdescribed as
looking like a little dumpling
that has got into a sa e
wrapping by mistake, as

head of a treuure-teekmg
party, is enough to shake the

strongest mte!lect.

At Panama,Virginia catches
up with her aunt. From then
on t> the end it is a story of
thrills, of pirates and of gold.

Little Virginia with a rollick-
ing and uncontmllable sense
of humor. and in spite of her
swectness and demureness,
of the show-m= type, pushed
in and was very unwelcome;
but eventually she is theone
they have to tlumk for dis-
covering the pirate’s hoard.
Virginia is involved in a
charming love affair and
Aunt Jane nearly meets her
soul mate.

Do Not Miss This htful
Tale Which Soon Will Start
As a Serial In This Paperl

No woman ever actually took any

man “{lor bftter b:r for v;om :1 She
takes him for better and 1s alwa
“They may be sent right enough, sur;rlsed to find that he is worse. ¢

Bov.
like Oastor oil?

then why make them
take it? Why cling to
the old idea that a medi-

cine must be unpleasant

in erder to be good?

Dr. Miles’

Laxative Tablets

TASTE LIKE CANDY
ACT LIKE MAGIC

The best autboritiﬂ say
that their main ingre-
dient "“accelerates the
peristalsis in the same
way as castor oil.”
Good for children and
adults. Get at

your drug store.

©Maryland State Archives, msa_sc2929 scm3544-0300.jpg

TRt PEROfERE

Knight for Aid

You can telegraph or telephone Harriet Knight, in care of
Hochschild, Kohn & Co., and be sure lha she will be in-
terested in your shopping problems She will do her utmost
to obtain what you need and sece that it is sent as quickly

as possible. .

For instance, some organdy ruffling to be hem-
stitched was sent by a girl preparing her
bridesmaid’s costume. For some recason, the or-
gandy was delayed in the mails. Miss Knight
had the ruffling completed, and on its way, within
twenty-four hours.

Another case was the result of the customer's not
measuring carefully the length of Irish lace
needed to trim the collar and cuffs of a dress.
Miss Knight remembered the pattern of lace
she had sent a few days previous, and sent the
few additional inches required by special deliv-
ery immediately after her telephone call.

Miss Knight will do her best to obtain whatever you need
and send it to you with all possible despatch, and will

shop with you or for you.

HocuscHILD.KoHN & Co.

BALTIMORE, MD.

?

OBERVETHOD)]

in Everybag

Gives you a fertilizer that

is so perfectly mixed that
every rivulet running through

the drill has the same amount
of food for EVERYPLANT

'SOMERS BLAKE

DEN TON, MD.
AGENT FOR

0BER FERTILIZERS.

J. VIRGIL MOORE

EMBALMER AND FUNERAL DIRECTOR
First-Class Service Guaranteed - Phone 126

Needed Supplies Always on Hand Denton, Md.
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To Help You Win

Riches—power—happiness. The average
man places these as his goal. He dreams

about having them.

Buttheaverage man is slow to takea prac-
tical step towards that goal. He 1s content
to dream about it—and never gets there.

The most practical start is to start a savings
account. ockefeller had to save his first
thousand dollars. It earned the rest of his fortune,

Character Earns Credit

Saving men not only have capital for their efforts,
lnsam ng, they establish a reputation which will make
it easy to secure additional capital when necessary.

A farmer has frequent need for capital if he is
strivirg continually to improve his property. How
important it IS then that he buiid up his credit—
establisk his char-

acter.

The easiest and
quickest way is to
start a savings ac-
count.
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To Save
Your Money
and Make N
YourMomney Safe & N

BANK WITH US
THE PEOPLES BANK

DENTON, MARYLAND

2, B, NUTTLE, President.




