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' THE TRANSORIPT CHESTERTOWN MD“ DEC 2 1922

SYNOPSIS

FOREWORD.—Motoring through Arl-
gona, a party of easterners, father and
ﬂﬁ.uahtar and a male companion stop to
Witness a cattle round up. The g'(rI leaves
Em car and ig attacked by a wild steer.

masgterplece of riding on the part of
one of the cowboys saves her life.

CHAPTER I.—Clay Lindsay, range-rider

ﬂrl an Arizona ranch, announces his inten-
tion to visit the “I:ng tnﬂﬂ—" New York.

CHAPTER 1II.—On the train Lindsay
becomes interested in a young woman,
Kitty Mason, on her way to New York
10 become a motion-picture actress. She
is8 marked as fair ‘Frey by a fellow trav-
eler, Jerry Durand, gang politiclan and
tx-prize ﬁghtar Perceiving his {ntention,
Lindsay provokes a quarrel and throws
Durand from the train

CHAPTER I1I.—On his first day ln New
Turk Lindsay is splashed with water by
janitor, hat individual the range-
rlder unishes summarily and leaves tied
to a fire hydrant. ' A young woman who
sees the occurrence invites Clay into her
house and hides him from the police.

CHAPTER IV.—Clay's *“‘rescuer” intro-
duces herself as Beatrice Whitford, Lind-
u{ meets her father, Colin Whitford, and

nvited to visit tham again. He meets

tty Mason by accident. She has been
il&ppuintud in her ntagq aspirations, and

support herself is selling cigarettes in
A cabaret. Clay visits her there.

CHAPTER V.—Kitty is lnnult.ed by a
customer. Clay punishes the annoyer.

ter a lively mixup Lindsay escapes.

tside, he is nttaeked by Jerry Durand
and a companion and beaten insensible.

CHAPTER VI.—Lindsay’'s acquaintance
with Beatrice Whitford ripens. Through
her he 1s introduced into ‘‘society.’” His
‘‘gide. partner’” on the Arizona :t':;l.mr:hI
Johnnie Green, comes to the “'big town.’

CHAPTER VII.—The two take an apart-
ment together, Johnnie securing employ-
ment at the Whitford’'s as “handy man.”
An advertisement signed “Kitty M." con-
veys the information that she is in trou-
ble and implores Lindsay to come to a
certain house »where she is imprisoned.
Clay is dubious as to its authenticity,
but finally decides to go. He makes his
way into what he supposes is the right
house and finds himself in a young wom-
an's bedroom.

CHAPTER VIIIL.—Naturally indignant,
the girl is reassured when Clay tells her
the reason for his unmeant intrusion. She
shows him how to enter the house he is
after, through the roof. In the place h
comes on a party of “‘gunmen,’” obviousl
waliting for his appearance, Lindsay ‘‘gets
the drop” on the thugs, locks them in a

room, and escapes.

CHAPTER IX.—With a theater party,
which includes the Whitfords, Lindsay
meets Kitty Mason, friendless and penni-
lees. He leaves the party to take the girl
to his apartment, there seemingly being
no other place available and Kitty in dire
need of immediate food and warmth.

*’HAPTER X.—Beatrite resents Lind-
gay's interest in Kitty. Though not ad-
mitting it even to herself, she is becoming
attached to the Arizuna,n, as he is to her,

The two part in anger.

CHAPTER XI.—Hurt and Indignant,
Beatrice practically %I]'GPDEEE marriage to
an old admirer, arence Bromfield
wealthy man-about-town, and the third
member of the party which we met at the

eginning of the atory. Their anﬂatumnnt
E announced. Durand’'s kidnaps

itty. Clay appeals to tha x rl he hn.d
met the night he escaped the trap Durand
had set for him. She tells him whara the
girl is likeh’ to be found.

CHAPTER XII.—At the place, Clay con-
ceals himself to await the arrival of Dur-
and, probably with Kitty. He gets the
thug alone, and in a fist fight worsts the

pro eapiﬂna.l bruiser.

CHAPTER XIII.—Kitty is rescued from
her abductors by Johnnie Green, who has
long admired the girl. - He makes a decla-
ration of his love and the wedding day

is promptly set.

CHAPTER XI1V.—Beatrice has Iuns
gince repented her treatment of Clay an
gends him a note of apology. Thelr friend-
ship is resumed. Riding through the park,
Beatrice’'s horse runs away with her, Thu
beast is halted by Cla. and in the excite-
ment the girl reveals tj:lu fact that she is
the one whom he had saved from the
steer in Arizona. Of course, Lindsay had
known it all the time, but he had not sup-

osed she remembered him. Clarence
grnmﬁald is annoyed at the friendship
between his flancee and the Arizonan,
and plans to discredit him.

CHAPTER XV.—Bromfield pays Durand
to “frame up'’ a meeting between Lindsay
and a woman of evil reputation. The
thug arranges to have Lindsay killed in
a gambling house to whieh Bromfield is
to take him. With the latter, Lindsay is

resent when the police raid the place,

n the melee “‘Slim Jim' Colling, a fol-
lower of Durand, is hit with a cha.ir and
killed. Bromfield escapes, but Lindaay is
captured and accused of the killing.

‘CHAPTER XVI

Bee Makes a Morning Call.

Colin Whitford came into the room
carrying a morning paper. His step
was hurried, his eyes eager. When he
spoke there was the lift of excitement
In his voice,

“Bee, I've got bad news.”

“Is the Bird Cage flooded?’ asked
Beatrice. “Or have the miners called
& strike again?’

“Worse than that,
arrested. For murder.”

The bottom fell out of her heart,

, !LN ;I::.

The Bottom Fell Out of Her Heart.
She Caught at the Corner of a Desk
to Steady Herself.

She caught at the corner of a desk to
steady _herself. “Murder! It can’t be!

Lindsay’s been

HMustrations by
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Must be soine one o. the same name.”

“I reckon not, honey. It’s Clay sure
enough. Listen.” He read the head-
lines of a front-page story.

“It can’t be Clay! What would he
be doing in a gambling-dive?' She
reached for the paper, but when she
had it the lines blurred before her
eyes. “Read it, please.”

Whitford read the story to the last
line. Long before he had finished, hig
daughter knew the one arrested was
Clay. She sat down heavily, all the
life strieken from her young body.

“It's that man Durand. He’s done
this and fastened it on Clay. Wely
find a way to prove Clay didn’t do
It b

“Maybe, in self-defense—"

Beatrice pushed back her father's
hesitant suggestion, and even while
she did it a wave of dread swept over
her. The dead man was the same
criminal “Slim” Jim Colins whom the
cattleman had threatened in order to
protect the Millikan girl. 'The facts
that the man had been struck down by
a chalr and that her friend claimed,
according to the paper, that the gun-
man had fired two shots, buttressed
the solution offered by Whitford. But
the horror of it was too strong for
her. Against reason her soul proteéted
that Clay could mot have killed a man,
It was too horrible, too ghastly, that
through the faults of others he should
be put in such a situation.

And why should her friend be in
such a place unless he had been
trapped by the enemies who were de-
termined to ruin him? She knew he
had a contempt for men who wasted
their energies in futile dissipations.
He was too clean, too much a son of
the wind- -Swept desert, to care any-
thing about the low pleasures of in-
decent and furtive vice. He was the
last man she knew likely to be found
enjoying a den of this sort,

“Dad, I'm going to him,” she an-
nounced with crisp decision.

Her father offered no protest. His
impulse, too, was to stand by the
friend in need. He had no doubt Clay
had killed the man, but he had a sure
conviction it had been done in self-de-
fense.

“We'll get the best lawyers in New
York for him, honey,” he said. “No-
body will slip anything over on Lind-
say if we can help it.”

“Will they let us see him? Or shall
we have to get permissiun from some
me?”

“We'll have to get an urder. I know

the distrlct attorney. He'll do what
he can for me, but maybe it’ll take
time,”

Beatrice rose, strong agaln and re- |

silient. Her voice was vibrant with
confidence. “Then after you've cfilled
up the district attorney, we'll drive to
Clay’s flat in Harlem ‘and find out from
Johnnie what he can tell us, Perhaps

he knows what Clay was doing in that |-

place they raided.”

It was not necessary to go to the
Runt. He came to them. As Beatrice
and her father stepped into the car
Johnnie gnd Kitty appeared round the
corner, Both of them had the news of
a catastrophe written on their faces, A
very little encouragement and they
would be in tears.

“Ain’t it tur'ble, Miss Beatrice? They
done got Clay at last. After he made
‘em all look like plugged nickels they
done fixed it so he’ll mebbe go to the
electrie chair and—"

“Stop that nonsense, Johnnie,” or-
dered Miss Whitford sharply, a pain
stabbing her heart at his words.
“Don’t begin whining already. We've
got to see him through. Buck up and
tell me what you know.”

“That’s right, Johnnie,” added the
mining man. “You and Kitty quit
looking like the Atlantic ocean in dis-
tress. We've got to endure the grief
and get busy. We'll get Lindsay out
of this hole gll right.”

“You're dawg-goned whistlin’. Y'bet-
cha, by jollies!” agreed the Runt, im-
mensely cheered. by Whitford’s confi-
dence. *We been drug into this an’
we’ll sure hop to it.”

“When did you see Clay last? How
did he come to be in that gambling-
house? Did he say anything to you
about going there?' The girl’s ques-
tions tumbled over each other in her
hurry.

“Well, ma’am, it must ’a’ been about
nine o’clock that Clay left last night.
I recollect because—"

“It doesn’t matter why.” Where was
he going?”

“To meet Mr. Bromfield at his club,”
said Kitty.

“Mr. Bromfield!” cried Beatrice, sur-
prised. ‘‘Are you sure?”

“That’s what Clay said,” corroborated
the husband. “Mr. Bromfield invited
him. We both noticed it because it
seemed kinda funny, him and Clay not
bein’—"

“Johnnie,” his wife reproved, mind-
ful of the relationship between this
young woman and the clubman.

“Did he say which club?”

“Seems to me he didn’t, not as I re-
member. How about that, Kitty?”

“No, I'm sure he didn’t.
wouldn’'t be back early.
to bed. We g’posed after we got up
this mo’nin’ he was sleepin’ in his
room, till the paper come and I looked
at it.” Johnnie gave way to lament,
“T told him awhile ago he had orto go
back to Arizona or they'd git him.
And now they’ve gone and done it sure
enough.”

Keen as a hawk on the hunt, Bea-
trice turned to her father quickly.
“‘’'m going to get Clarendon on the
‘'phone, He’ll know all about it.”

“Why will he know all about it?”

“Because he was with Clay. He's
the man the paper says the police are
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lookiiig for—the man with Clay when
it happened.”

Her father’s eyes lit.
guessing, Bee.” |

It was her fiance’s man who an-
swered the girl’'s call.  She learned
that Clarendon was still in his room.

“IHe’'s quite 'sick this morning,
miss,” the valet added.

“Tell him I want to talk with him.
[t’s important.”

“l don’'t think,
able

*Will you please tell him what I
say?”’

Presently

“That’s good

miss, that he’s

the voice of

thin aod worried, came to her over
the wire. “I'm ill, Bee. Absolutely
done up. I—I can’t talk.”

“Tell me about Clay Lindsay.
Were you with him when—when it

happened?”

There was a perceptible pause be-
fore the answer came.

“With him?’ She could feel his ter-
ror throbbing over the wire. Though
she could not see him, she knew her

question had stricken him white.
“With him where?”

“AL this gambling-house—Mad-
dock’s?”

“No, I—I—Bee, I tell you I'm iIL"”

“He went out last night to join you
at your club. I know that. When did
you see him last?” ,

“I—we didn’t—he didn’t come."

“Then you didn’'t see him at all?”

There was another pause, significant
and telling, followed by a quavering
“No0-0.”

“Clary,
away.”

“I'm ill, I tell you—can't leave my
bed.”
to doubt.

Beatrice hung up the receiver. Her
eyes sparkled. For all her slimness,
she looked both competent and dan-
gerous.

“What does he say?’ her father
asked.

“Says he didn’'t meet Clay at all—
that he didn’t show up. Dad, there’s
something wrong about it. Clary’s in
a panic -about something. I'm going
to see him, no matter whether he can
leave his room or not.”

I Want to see you—right

Whitford looked dubious. *“I don’t
sep—"
“Well, 1 do,” his daughter cut him

off decisively. “We're going to his
rooms—now, Why not? He says he's
ill. All right. I'm engaged to be
married to him and I've a right to see
hew ill he is.”

“What's in your - noodle, honey?
You've got some kind of a suspicion.
What is it?”

“I think Clary knows something,
My notion is that he was at Mad-
dock’s and that he’s in a blue funk for
fear he'll' be found and named as an

pccessory. I'm going to find out all he
can tell me.”

"Bﬂt—'"

She looked at her father directly, a
deep meaning in the lovely eyes. A
little tremor ran through her body.
“Dad, I'm going to save Clay. Thﬂtﬂ
the cnly thing that counts.”

Her words were an appeal, a chal-
lenge. They told him that her heart
belonged to the friend in prison, and
they carried him back somehow to the
hour when the nurse first laid her, a
tiny baby, in his arms.

His heart was very tender to her.
“Whatever you say, sweetheart.”

Their chauffeur broke the speed
laws getiing them to the apartment
house for bachelors where é'amﬁeld
lived.

His valet for once was caught oft

guard when he opened the door to
them.

Beatrice was inside before he
could quite make up higs mind how
best to meet this frontal attack.

-.."We came to see Mr. Bromfield,”

she said.

“Sorry, miss. He is really quite 111
The doctor says—"

“'m Miss Whitford.
gaged to be married.
portant that I see him.”

“Yes, miss, I know.” ;

The man was perfectly well aware
that his master wanted of all things
to avoid a meeting with her. For
Some reason or other, Bromfield was
in a state of collapse this morning the
valet could not understand. The man’s
business was to protect him until he
had recovered, But he could not flat-
ly turn his master’s fiancee out of the
apartment, His eyes turned to Whit-
ford and found no help there. He fell
back on the usual device of servants.

“I don’t really think he can see you,
miss. The doctor has specially told
me to guard against any excitement.
But T'll ask Mr. Bromfield if—if he
feels up to it.”

The valet passed into what was evi-
dently a bedroom and closed the door
behind him. There was a faint mur-
mur of voices.

“I'm going in now,” Beatrice an-
nounced abruptly to her father.

She moved forward quickly, before
Whitford could stop her, whipped
open the door and stepped into the

We're en-
It’s very im-

room, Her father followed her re-
luctantly,
Clarendon, in a frogged dressing-

gown, lay propped up by pillows., Be-
side the bed was a tray, upon which
was a decanter of whisky and a
siphon of soda. ‘His figure seemed to
have fallen together and his seamed
face was that of an old man. But it
was the eyes that held her. They
were full of stark terror. The look in

them took the girl’s breath, They told
her that he had undergone some great
shock.

He shivered at sight of her.

“What is it, Clary?’ she cried, mov-
ing toward him. “Tell me—tell me. all
about it.”

“I—I’m {11.”
burning throat.

“You were all right yesterday. Why
are you iill now?”

He groaned unhappily.

“You're going to tell me everythtng
—everything.”

His fascinated, frightened eyes
clung to this straight, slim girl whose
look stabbed into him and shook his
soul. Why had she come to trouble
him this morning while he was cower-
ing in fear of the men who would
break in to drag him away to prison?

He quaked it from a

“Nothing to tell,” he got out with a
gulp.

“Oh, yes, you have., Are you ill be-
cause of what happened at Mad-
dock’s?”

He tried to pull himself together,
to stop the chattering of his teeth.

“N-ponsense, my dear, I'm done up
completely, Delighted to see you and

Bromfield, |

He gave a groan too genuine

Rl

‘take me away.”

|

 t0 that in court.

He Shivered at Sight of Her.

all tnat, but— 'wont you go nome?”
His appealing eyes passed to Whit-

ford. “Can’t you take her away?”

“No, I won’t go home—and he can’t
Her resolution was
hard as steel. It seemed to crowd in-
exorably upon the shivering wretch in
the frogged gown. “What is it you're
S0 afraid to tell me, Clarendon?”

He quailed at her thrust.
what do you mean?”

She knew now, beyond any question
or doubt, that he had been present
when “Slim” Jim Collins had been
killed. He had seen a man’s life
snuffed out, was still trembling for
fear he might be called in as a party
to the crime.

“You'd better tell me before it's too
late.
come to go to that den?’

“We went out to—to see the town.,”

“But why to that place? Are you
in the habit of going there?”

He shuddered. “Never was there
before. I had a card. Some one gave
it to me. So we went in for a few
minutes—to see what it was like. The
police raided the place,” He dropped
his sentences reluctantly, as though
they were being forced from him in
pain.

“Well ?” |

“Everybody tried to escape. The
lights went out. I found a back door
and got away. Then I came homa.”

“What about Clay?” )

Bromfield told the truth. “I didn’t
see him after the lights went out, ex-
cept for a moment. . He was running
at the man with the gun.”

“You saw the gun?”

He nodded, moistened his dr:,r lips
with the tip of his tongue.

“And the—the shooting? Did you
see that?”

Twice the words he tried to say
faded on his lips. At last he managed
a HN{}'H

“Why not?”

“I-—found a door and escaped.”

“You must have heard shooting.”
~ “I heard shots as I ran down the
stairs. This morning I read that—
that a man was—" He swallowed
down a lump and left the sentence fn-
finished.

“Then you know that Clay is ac-
cused of killing this man, and that the
police are looking for you because
you were with him.,”

“Yes.” His answer was a dry whis-
per.

“Did you see this man Collinsg in the
room?’

“No. 1 shuuldn‘t
saw him.” .

“But you heard shots..
of that!” cried Beatrice.

“Y-yes.,” |

The girl turned triumphantly to her
father. “He saw the gun and he
heard . shots, That proves self-de-
fense at the worst. They were shoot-
ing at Clay when he struck with the
chair—if he did. Clarendon’'s testi-
mony will show that.”

“My testimony!” screamed Brom-
field. “My G—d, do you think I'm
going to—fto—go into court? They

know him if I

You're sure

~would claim I—I was—"

She waited, but he did not finish.
“Clay’s life may depend upon it, and
of course you’ll tell the truth,” she
sald quietly,

“Maybe 1 didn't hear shots,” he
hedged. ‘“Maybe it was furniture
falling. There was a lot of noise of
people stamping and fighting.”

“You—heard—shots.”

The eyes of the girl were deadly
weapons, They glittered like unscab-
barded steel. In them was a con-
tained fire that awed him.

He threw out his hand in a weak,
Impotent gesture of despair. “My
G—d, how did I ever come to get into
such a mix-up? It will ruin me.”

“How did you come to go?’ she

asked,

“He wanted to see New York. 1
suppose 1 had some notion of taking
him slumming.”

Beatrice went up to him and looked

straight into his eyes. *“Then testify
It won’'t hurt you
any. Go down to the police and say
you have read in the paper that they
want you., Tell the whole truth. And
Clary—don’t weaken. Stick to your
story about the shots,” Her voice
shook a little. “Clay’s life 1is at
stake. Remember that.”

“Do you think it would be safe to
go to the police?’ he asked doubtfully.

Whitford spoke up. “That's the
only square and safe thing to do,
Bromfield. They’ll find out who you
are, of course. If you go straight to

them you draw the sting from their

charge that you were an accomplice
of Clay. Don’'t lose your nerve. You'll
go through with flying colors. When a
man has done nothing wrong he
needn’t be afraid.”

“I dare say you're right,” agreed
Bromfield miserably.

The trouble was that Whitford was
arguing from false premises. He was
assuming that Clarendon was an inno-
cent man, whereas the clubman knew
just how guilty he was. Back of the
killing lay a conspiracy which might
come to light during the investigation.
He dared not face the police. His con-
science was not clean enough.

“Of course Dad’s right. It’s the only
way to save your reputation,” Bea-
trice cried. “I'm not going to leave
you fill you promige fo go straight
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“What—

How did you and Clay Lindsay

wuwu (ere To0 headgquurcers.  IT ‘you
don’t you’ll be smirched for life—and
you'd be doing something absolutely
dishonorable,”

He came to time with a heart of
heavy dread. ‘“All right, Bee, I'll go,”
he ‘promised. - “It’s an awful mess, but
I’ve got to go through with it, I sup-
pose.”

“Of course you have,
conviction.

" she said with
“You're not a

criminal.”

“We’'ll have to be moving, Bee,”
her father reminded.her. “You know
we have an appointment to meet the
district attorney.”

Beatrice nodded. With a queer feel-
ing of repulsion she patted her fiance’s
cheek with her soft hand and whis-
pered a word of comfort o him,

“Buck up, old boy. It won’t be half
as bad as you think. Nobody is going
to blame you.”

They were shown out by the valet,

“You don’t want to be hard on Brom-
field, honey,” Whitford told his daugh-
ter after they had re-entered their car.
“He's a parlor man. That's the way
he’s been brought up. Never did a
hard day’s work in his life. Everything
made -easy for him. If he'd ever rid-
den out a blizzard like Clay or stuck
it out in a mine for a week without
food after a cave-in, he wouldn’t balk
on the job before him. But he’s soft.
And he’s afraid of his reputation.
That’'s natural, I suppose.”

Beatrice knew he was talking to save
her feelings. “You don’t need to make
excuses for him, Dad,” she answered
gently, with a wry siaile. “I've got to
give up. I don’t think I can go through
with it.”

“You mean—marry him?”

“Yes.” She added, with a flare of
passionate scorn of herself: “I de-
serve what I've got. I knew all the
time I didn’t love him. It was sheer
selfishness in me to accept him. I
wanted what he had to give me.”

Her father drew a deep breath of re-
lief. “Fm glad you see that, Bee. I
don’t think he's good enough for you.
But I don’t know anybody that is, come
to that.”

“That’s just your partiality. I'm a
mean little bounder or I never should
have led him on,” the girl answered in
frank disgust.

Both of them felt smlrcheﬂ The be-
havior of Bromfield had been a reflec-
tion on them. They had picked him
for a thoroughbred, and he had failed
them at the first test.

“Well, I haven’t been proud of you
In that affair,” conceded Colin. “It
didn't seem like my girl to—" He

broke off in characteristic fashion to
berate her environment. “It’s this
crazy town. The spirit of it gets into
a person and he accepts its standards.
Let’s get away from here for a while,
sweetheart.”

“After Clay is out of trouble, Dad,
I'll go with you back to Denver or to
Europe or anywhere you say.”

“That’s a deal,” he told her prompt-
ly. “We'll stay till after the annual
election of the company and then go
off on & honeymoon together, Bee,”

To Bé Continued
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ﬁ E LEARY & SON

ROCK HALL, MD.

LUHBEB AND
BUILDING MATERIALS
OF ALL KINDS!

‘Proslate and Granitized Roofing
—the Best Felt Roofing on the

madarket for the money.
Bricks Patent Plaster, Lime and

e
Washington State Red
Cedar Shingles

The Best Cedar Shingles mon-
ey will buy. Can put on a roof
out of Cedar Shingles as cheap
as Sap Cypress, and we think
they are as good as a Heart Cy-
press shingle roof.

and Asparagus Crates
in Season

Up-to-date Hllll and Power Plle
Driver with a hustling crew.
Delivery by land or water.

{.E, LEARY & SON

ROCK HALL, MD.

WILLIAM A. BURK

CHESTERTOWN, MD,

F_

Work sent to Burk’s Shoe Repair
Shop, Chestertown, will be returned to
you at Burk’s expense. Hand and elec.
tric work.

Burk Gives tickets for Rogers Sil-
verware. |

103 South Crusa Street,
Opposite Gill Bros. Ice Cream Parlor,
al2-3m* Chestertown, Md.

AUCTIONEER

This is to notify the public that )}
have removed to Chestertown and am
prepared to cry lsaes in Kent and
Queen Annes counties on reasonable
terms.

JOHN T. JESTER, Auctloneer
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FAIRLEE, MD.

Our Stock of Dry Goods is omplete

and we are prepared to take care of!yourineeds for fall and
winter, Ladies’, Men’s and Children’s Winter Underwear.

MEN’'S AND BOYS’' PANTS

Men’s Sweet Orr Corduroy Smts
B{)ys i Suits. . 3

..$14.50

Lion Brand, Wyeneburg and Endicott 'Johnson Shoes @8
A lot of Ladies’ and Children’s Shoes g8.

for men and boys.
at very low price—closing out .

Goodrich Rubber Goods in Boots, Felts and Ladies’ and

Men’s Rubbers, Ball Band Boots and Rubbers.

Men’s *Kaki Rain Coats, heavy, |$5. Enamel Beds,
Springs and Mattresses, Bed Blankets and Quilts,all grades.

TIRES AND TUBES.

30x3% Nonskid Tire, guaranteed 6000 miles, $7.50., 82x3%
Nonskid Tire, guaranteed 6000 miles, $15. 30:{3%$ Tubes, $1. 50é

A FEW SPECIALS IN GROCERIES

Kellogg’s Corn Flakes..3 for 25¢ Walter Baker’s Coco
Sea Gull Yeast Powder-.7 for 26c Very Best Cheese

Can Pork and Beans....3 for 26c Kenny’s Best Tea, % Ib.
All Toboccos 3 for 26¢ Country Lard, 1b

Bee Brand Vanilla Extet 2 for 25¢ Best Flour, 08 lbs

WALL PAPER

Wall Paper holds a place distinctively its

own as a wall covering for the home, it

radiates an atmosphere of home coziness

Wall

Paper is lower in price than it has been for

not obtainable from any substitute.

years.

Hang your own paper—our Pa perhang

er’'s Guide is free. Ask for it, whether you
buy your paper here or not.

JOHN BARTLEY

CHESTERTOWN, MARYLAND.

Heart Sha ped

We have heart Shaped moulda to make heart shaped
Iee Cream, any color or flavor you desire.

Block

Our Ice Cream Plant is well stocked with Block Cream
of any ﬂavor or color, colors made to your order.

Loose

. Our Ice cream Plant is well stocked wiih, Loose Ice
Cream, such as, Vanilla, Chocolate, Pmeapple Straw-
berry, Cherry, Nut Carmel Banana Orange Cream,*
Orange Ice.
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Supper or Festivals
We take your order, and deliver it right to the place
you desire it, at any time.

Parlor

Our Parlor is always open at all hours, our waiters,
and we are always glad to see and to walt on you, and
give you good service.

GILL BROTHERSY

Chestertown, Md.

DONT WAIT FOR FOOT TROUBLE

TO PREVENT IT

RIGHT NOW-—while your feet are yet good and
healthy—why not wear shoes that will keep them well?
We know the correct shoe for your foot and fit you care-
fully. Little Pains and Aches do not necessarily indicate
weak arches, but are often warning, that unless your feet
are properly fitted, future troubles will be the penalty.

QOur prices are usually lower and our shoes wear longer.
Y ?Ee have a large selection of all makes and can fit all
ee

SACHS’ SERVICE SHOE' STORE

The Transcript $1.50
per annum.
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