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SYNOPSIS
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FOREWORD.—Motoring through Ari-
gona, a party of easterners, father and
daughter and a male companion, stop to
witness a cattle round up. The g‘frl leaves
the car and is attacked by a wild steer.
A masterplece of riding on the part of
one of the cowboys saves her life,

CHAPTER 1.—Clay Lindsay, range-rider
on an Arizona ranch, announces his inten-
tion to visit the '‘big ta™n.” New York.

CHAPTER 1I1.—On the traln Lindsay
becomeg interested iIn a young woman,
Kitty Mason, on her way to New York
to become a motion-picture actress. She
is marked as fair é)rey by a fellow trav-
eler, Jerry Durand, gang politiclan and
ex-prize flghter, Perceiving lis inténtion,
Lindsay provokes a quarrel and throws
Durand from the train

CHAPTER 1I1.—On his first day in New
York Lindsay Is splashed with water by
& Janitor. hat individual the range-
rider punishes 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-
meets her father, Colin Whitford, and
is invited to visit them again. He meets
itty Mason by accident. She has been
disappointed in her stage aspirationg, and
to support herself is selling cigarettes in
a cabaret. Clay visits her there.

CHAPTER V.—Kitty is Insulted by a
customer. Clay punishes the annoyer.
After a lively mixup Lindsay escapes.
Outside, he is attacked by Jerry Durand
and a companion and beaten insensible,

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 VIII.—Naturaily 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
waiting 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-
less. 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 warmtb.

CcHAPTER X.—Beatrice resents Lind-
gay's interest in Kitty. Though not ad-
mitting it even to herself, she is becoming
attached to the Arizonan, as he is to her.

The two part in anger.

" CHAPTER XI1—Hurt and indignant,
Beatrice practically proposes marriage to
an old admirer, Clarence Bromfield,
wealthy man-about-town, and the third
member of the party which we met at the
beginning of the story. Their engagement
is announced. Durand’'s gang kidnaps
Kitty. Clay appeals to the girl he had
met the night he escaped the trap Durand
had set for him. She tells him where the
girl is likely 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
protesgional bruiser.

CHAPTER XIII.—-Kitty is fesnued 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 XIV.—Beatrice has long
since repented her treatment of Clay and
sends him a note of apology. Their friend-
ship is resumed. Riding through the park,
Beatrice’'s horse runs away with her, The
beast is halted by Clay, and in the excite-
ment the girl reveals the 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

romfield 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 meeling between Lindsay
and a woman of evil reputation. The
thug arranges to have Lindsay killed in
a gambling house to which Bromfield is
to take him. With the latter, Lindsay is
present when the police raid the place.
In the melee ‘“‘Slim Jim" Collins, a fol-
lower of Durand, is hit with a chair, ana
killed. Bromfield escapes, but Lindsay is
captured and accused of the killing.

CHAPTER XVI.—Beatrice refuses to
believe Clay guilty. She suspects Brom-
field and forces him to admit he was in
the gambling house with Clay.

CHAPTER XVIl.—Beatrice and her fa-
He advises them to get
into touch with a policeman he knows,
named Muldoon, and seek evidence of the
shooting in the gambling house,

CHAPTER XVIII.—Durand gets Broms-
field to admit he killed Collins, With Mul-
doon, Beatrice visits the gambling house
and finds evidence of shooting, which
makes the killing of Collins a matter of
gelf-defense.

CHAPTER XIX.—The Whitfords force
Bromfield to admit the killing of Collins,
and the clubman makes a' confession to
the police. Lindsay is released. Alarmed
at the turn of affairs, Durand tells Whit-
ford of the plot to discredit Lindsay.
Beatrice authorizes her father to break
her engagement to Bromfield, whose
claim of self-defense is admitted and the
case dismissed. |

*Not that way. G—d, no! Durand,
I'll give you any sum in reason to let
him go without bringing me into it.

You can arrange it.”

Jerry slammed down a fist heavily
on the table, “I can, but I won’t. Not
if you was to go fifty-fifty with me to
your last cent. I'm goin’ to get this
fellow. See? I'm goin’ to get him
good. He'll be crawlin’ on his hands
and knees to me before I'm through
with him.”

“What good will that do you? I'm
offering you cold cash just te let the
truth get out—that Collins was trying
to kill him when he got hit.”

“Nothin’ doin’. I've been layin’ for
this boob. I've got him now. I'm goin’
to turn the screws on and listen to him
holler.”

Bromfield’s valet stepped into the

room. “Mr, and Miss Whitford to see
you, sir.”
E ik - & ¥ - E

Annie Millikan nodded her wise lit-

tle head. . “Jerry’s gonna frame him if
he can. He’s laid the wires for it.
That’s a lead pipe.”

“Sure,” agreed Muldeon. “I'll bet

he’s been busy all night fixin’ up his

story. Some poor divvles he’ll bully-
rag into swearin’ lies an’ others he'll
buy. Trust Jerry for the -crooked
stuff.” |

“We've got to tell the truth,” sald
Beatrice crisplv. ws-ive on her gloves,
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“And 'we'lldo it, too. 'A pack of lies
can’t stand against four of us all look-
ing for the truth.”

Muldoen, who was on night duty this
month and therefore had his days free,
guided Whitford and his daughter to
Maddock’s. As they reached the
house an express wagon was being
driven away. Automatically the Ili-
cense number registered itself in Tim’s
memory. ~

The policeman took a key from his
pocket and unlocked the door. The
three went up the stairs to the desert-
ed gambling hall and through it to the
rear room, .

“From what Lindsay says, the bullet
holes ought to be about as high as his
armpits,” said Whitford.

“‘Slim’ must ’a’ been standin’ about
here,” guessed Muldoon, illustrating
his theory by taking the position he
meant, “The bullets would hit the par-
tition close to the center, wouldn't
they?”

Beatrice had gone straight to the
plank wall. “They’re not here,” she
told them.,

“Must be. According to Lindsay’s
story the fellow was aiming straight
1 1o |

“Well, they’re not here. See for your-
self.”

She was right. There was no evi-
dence whatever that any bullets had
passed through the partition. They
covered every inch of the cross wall in
their search.

“Lindsay must have been mistaken,”
decided Whitford, hiding his keen dis-
appointment, *This man Collins
couldn’t have been firing in this direc-
tion. Of course everything was con-
fusion, No doubt they sghifted round
in the dark and—"

He stopped, struck by an odd ex-
pression on the face of his daughter.

fragment of shaving from the floor,
Her eyes went from it to a plank in
the partition and then back to the thin
crisp of wood.

“What is it, honey?’ asked Whit-

| ford,

The girl turned to Muldoon, alert in
every quivering muscle. “That express
wagon—the one leaving the house as

we drove up—did you notice it?”

“Number 7T14,” answered Tim,
promptly.

“Can you have it stopped and the
man arrested? Don’t you see? They've
rebuilt this partition. They were tak-
ing away in that wagon the planks
with the bullet holes.”

Muldoon was out of the room and
going down the stairs before she had
finished speaking. It was a quarter
of an hour later when he returned.
Beatrice and her father were not to be
seen.

I'rom back of the partition came an
eager, vibrant voice. “Is that you, Mr.
Muldoon? Come here quick. We've
found one of the bullets in the wall.”

The policeman passed out of the
door through which Bromfield had
made his escape and found another
small door opening from the passage.
It took him into the cubby-hole of a
room in which were the wires and in-
struments used to receive news of the
races.

“What about the express wagon?”
asked Whitford.

“We'll get it. Word is out for those
on duty to keep an eye open for it.
Where's the bullet?”

Beatrice pointed it out to him.
There it was, safely embedded in the
plaster, about five feet from the
ground.

“Durand wasn’'t thorough enough.
He quit too soon,” said the officer with
“Crooks most always do slip

“Beat It,”” Ordered Gorilla Dave, His
Head Thrust Forward in a Threat.
“You'’se Got No Business Here!”

hind ‘them. Yubh’d think Jerry would
have remembered the bullet as well
as the bullet hole.”

They found the mark of the second
bullet, too, It had struck a telephone
receiver and taken a chip out of it.

They measured with a tape-line the
distance from the floor and the side
walls to the place where each bullet
struck. Tim dug out the bullet they
had found.

They were back in the front room

again when a huge figure appeared in

- T

the doorway and stood there blocking
it.

“Whatta youse doin’ here?” de-
manded.a husky aiea,

e .

| She had stooped and picked up a small |
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Miuldoon "nouded a greeting. “’Lo
Dave. Just lookin’ around to see the
scene of the scrap. How about yuh?”

“Beat it,” ordered Gorilla Dave, his
head thrust forward in a threat.
“Youse got no business here.”

“Friends av mine.” The officer in-
dicated the young womesn and her fa-
ther. “They wanted to see where ‘Slim’
was knocked out. So I showed ’em.
No harm dene.”

Dave moved to one side.
he ordered again.

In the pocket of Muldoon was a re-
quest of the district attorney for ad-
mission to the house for the party, with
an O. K. by the captain of police in

“Beat it,”

the precinct, but Tim did not show it. '

He preferred to let Dave think that he
had been breaking the rules of the

force for the sake of a little ]'Jl'h"ll‘;_"?:
- hung up. ~

1here was no reason whatever

oralt.

L for warning Durand that they , were |

aware of the clever trick he had pulled
off in regard to the partition.

CHAPTER XIX.

Two and Two Make Four.

From Maddock’s the Whitfords drove
straight to the apartment house of
Clarendon Bromfield. For the third
time that morning the clubman’s valet
found himself ‘overborne by the in-
sistence of visitors.

“We're ecoming in, yvyou know,” the
owner of the Bird Cage told him in an-
swer to his explanation of why his mas-
ter could not be seen. *“This is impor-
tant business 'and we've got to see
Bromfield.”

“Yes, sir, but he said—"

~“He'll change his mind when he
knows why we're here.” Whitford
pushed in and Beatrice followed him.
From the adjoining room came the
sound of voices.

“I thought you told us Mr. Bromfield
had gone to sleep and the doctor said
he wasn’t to be awakened,” said Bea-
trice with a broad, boyish smile at the
man’s discomfiture,. -

“The person inside wouldn’t take no,
miss, for an answer.,

“He was like us, wasn’'t he? Did he
give his name?’ asked the young
woman.

“No, miss. Just said he was from
the Omnium club.”

Whitford and his “daughter ex-
changed glances. “Same business we're
on. Announce us and we'll go right
in.>’

They were on his heels when he gave

‘their names,

iromfield started up, too late to pre-
vent their entrance. He stood silent
for a moment,. uncertain what to do.

disregarding his fiancee’s glance of hos- :
tile inquiry lifted toward the other

guest,

The mining man forced his hand.
“*Won’'t you introduce us, Clarendon ?”
he asked bluntly.

Reluctantly their host went thmough
the formula. He was extremely un-
easy. There was material for an ex-
plosion present in this room that would
blow him sky-high if a match should
be applied to it. Let Durand get to tell-
ing what he knew about Clarendon and
the Whitfords would never speak to
him again. They might even spread a
true story that would bar every house
and club in New York to him.

“We've heard of Mr. Durand,” said
Beatrice.

Her tone challenged the attention of
the gang leader. The brave eyes flashed
defiance straight at him. A pulse of
anger was throbbing in the soft round
throat.

Inscrutably he watched her. It was
his habit to look hard at attractive
women. “Most people have,” he admit:
ted. -

“Mr. Lindsay is our friend,” she said.
“We've just come from seeing him.”

The man to whom she was engaged

had been put through so many ‘flutters:

of fear during the last twelve hours
that a new one more or less did not
matter. But he was still not shock-
proof. His fingers clutched tighter the
arm of the chair.

“W-what did he tell you?"

Beatrice looked into his eyes and
read in them once more stark fear.
Again she had a feeling that there was
something about the whole affair she
had not yet fathomed—some secret
that Clay and Clarendon and perhaps
this captain of thugs knew.

She tried to read what he was hiding,
groped in her mind for the key to- his
terror. What could it be that he was
afraid Clay: had told her? What was
it they all knew except Lindsav's
iriends? And why, since Clarendon
was trembling lest it be discovered,
should the Arizonan, too, join the con-
spiracy of silence? At any rate she
would not uncover her hand.

“He told us several things,” she said
significantly. “You've got to make open
confession, Clary.”

The ex-pugilist chewed his cigar and
looked at her,

“What would he confess? That the
man with him murdered Collins?”

“That's not 1frue,” said the girl
quickly.

“So Lindsay’s your friend, eh? Dif-
ferent here, miss.” Jerry pieced to-
gether what the clubman had told him
and what he had since learned about
her. He knew that this must be the
girl to whom his host was engaged.
“How about you, Bromfield?’ he
sneered. i

The clubman stiffened. “I've nothing
against Mr. Lindsay.”

“Thought you had.”

“Of course he hasn’t. Why should
he?’ asked Beatrice, backing up Clar-
endon.

Durand looked at her with a bold in-
solence that was an insult, His eves
moved up and down the long, slim
curves of her figure. ‘I expect he could
find a handsome reason if he looked
around for it, miss.”

The girl’s father clenched his fist. A
flush of anger swept his ruddy cheeks.
He held himself, however, to the sub-
Ject.

“You forget, Mr. Durand, that Lind-
say was his guest last night.”

Jerry’s laugh was a contemptuous
jeer, “That’s right. I'd forgot that. He
was your guest, wasn't he, Bromfield ?”

“What's the good of discussing it
here?” asked the tortured host.

“Not a bit,” admitted Whitford. “Ac-
tions talk, not words. Have you Seen
the police yet, Bromfield ?”’

“N-not yet.”

“What’'s he gonna see the police
about?”’ Jerry wanted to know, his chin
jutting out.

“To tell them that he saw Collins
draw a gun and heard shots fired,” re-
torted the mining man instantly.

“Nat what he’s been tellin’ me, He'll !

| T

it ."'.

| “We win.

not pull afiy’ such sfory—not unless he
wants to put himself in a cell for life.”

“Talk sense. You can’tt frighten
Bromfield. He knows that's foolish-
ness.”

“Does he?’ The crook turned de-
risive eyes on the victim he was tor-
turing.

Certainly the society man did not
look a picture of confidence. The
shadow of a heavy fear hung over him,

The telephone rang. Bromfield’s

,'E trembling fingers picked up the trans-

mitter. He listened a moment, then
turned it over to Beatrice.

“For you.”

Her part of the conversation was
limited, It consisted of the word
“Yes” repeated at intervals and a con-
cluding, “Oh, I'm so glad. Thank you.”
Her eyes were sparkling when she

“Good news, dad,” she said. “I’ll tell
you later.”

Durand laughed brutally as he rose.
“Good news, eh? Get all you ecan.
You'll need it. Take that from me. It’s
straight. Your friend’s in trouble up to
the neck.” He swaggered to the door
and turned. “Don’t forget, Bromfield.
Keep outa this or you'll be sorry.” His
voice was like the crack of a trainer’s
whip to animals in a circus,

For once Bromfield did not jump

through the hoop. “Oh, go to the devil,”

he said in irritation, flushing angrily.
“Better not get gay with me,” ad-
vised Durand sourly.
After the door had closed on him

there was a momentary pause, The

Younger man spoke awkwardly. “You
can tell me now what it was Mr. Lind-
say told you.”

“We’d like to know for sure whether
you're with us or with Durand,” said
Whitford mildly. “Of course we know
the answer to that. You're with us.
But we want to hear you say it, flat-
foot,”

“Of course I'm with you. That is,
I'd like to be. But I don’t want to get
into trouble, Mr. Whitford. Can you
blame me for that?”

“You wouldn't get into. trouble,” ar-
gued the mine owner impatiently. *“I
keep telling you that.”

Beatrice, watching the younger man
closely, saw as in a flash the solution
of this mystery—the explanation of the
tangle to which various scattered
threads had been leading her.

“Are you sure of that, dad?”

“How could he be hurt, Bee?”

The girl let Bromfield have it straight

from the shoulder. “Because Clay
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The Girl Let Bromfield Have It
Straight From the Shoulder.

didn’t kill that man Collins. Clarendon
did it.”

“My G—, you know!” he ecried,
ashen-faced, “He told you.” '

“No, he didn’t tell us. For some rea-
son he’s protecting you. But I know
it just the same. You did it.”

“It was in self-defense,” he pleaded.

“Then why didn't you say so? Why
did you let Clay be accused instead of
coming forward at once?”

“T was waiting to see if he couldn’t
show he was innocent without—"

“Without getting you ‘into it. You
wanted to be shielded at any cost.” The
scorn that intolerant youth has for
moral turpitude rang in her clear voice.

“I thought maybe we could both get
out of it that' way,” he explained
weakly.

“Oh, you thought! As soon as you
saw this morning’s paper you ought tov
have hurried to the police station and
given yourself up.”

“I was ill, I keep telling you.”

“Your man could telephone, couldn’t
he? He wasn't ill, too, was Le?

Whitford interfered. “Hold on,
honey. Don’t rub it in. Clarendon was
a ‘bit rattled. That’s natural. The
question is, what’s he going to do now?”

Their host groaned. “Durand’ll see
I go to the chair—and I only struck the
man to save my own life. I wasn’t try-
Ing to kill the fellow. He was shooting
at me, and I had to do it.”

“Of course,” agreed Whitford.
“We've got proof of that. Lindsay is
one witness. He must have seen it all.
I've got in my pocket one of the bullets
Collins shot, 'That'’s more evidence.

Then—"

Beatrice broke in excitedly. “Dad,
Mr. Muldoon just told me over the
phone that they've got the express
wagon. The plank with the bullet
holes was in it. And the driver has
confessed that he and a carpenter,
whose name he had given, changed the
partition for Durand.”

Whitford gave a subdued whoop.
That lets you out, Claren-
don. The question now isn‘t whether
you or Clay will go to the penitentiary,
but whether Durand will. We can show
he’s been trying to stand in the way of
justice, that he’s been cooking up false
evidence,”

“Let’s hurry! Let’s get to the police
right away!” the girl cried, her eyes
shining with excitement. *“We ought
not to lose a minute. We can get Clay
out in time to go home to dinner with
us.”

Bromfield smiled wanly. He came to
time as gallantly as he could. *“All
right. I'm elected to take his place, I
see.”

“Only for a day or two, Clarendon,”
said the older man. ,“As soon as we
can get together a coroner’s jury we’ll
straighten everything out.”

“Yes,” agreed the clubman lifelessly.

It was running through his mind al-

ready that if he should be freed of the |

| like.

murder charge, he would only have
escaped Scylla to go to wreck on Cha-
rybdis. For it was a twenty-to-one bet
that Jerry would go to Whitford with
the story of his attempt to hire the
gang leader to smirch Lindsay’s repu-
tation,

It must be admitted that when Brom-
fleld made up his mind to clear Lindsay
he did it thoroughly. His confession
to the police was quiet and business-
He admitted responsibility for
the presence of the westerner at the
Omnium eclub. He explained that his
guest had neither gambled nor taken
any liquors, that he had come only as
a spectator out of curiosity. The story
of the killing was told by him simply
and clearly. After he had struck down
the gunman, he had done a bolt down-
stairs and got away by a back alley.
His instinet had been to escape from
the raid and from the consequences of
what he had done, but of course he
could not let anybody else suffer in his
place. S0 he had come to give him-
self up. |

The late afternoon papers ecarried

| the story that Clarendon Bromfield,

well-known man about town, had con-
fessed to having killed “Slim” Collins
and had completely exonerated Lind-
say. It was expected that the latter
would be released immediately.

He was. That evening he dined at
the home of the Whitfords. The mine
owner had wanted to go on the bond
of Bromfield, but his offer had been
rejected,

“We'll hear what the coroner’'s jury
has to say,” the man behind the desk
at headquarters had decided. “It'l
not hurt him to rest a day or two in
the cooler.”

After dinner the committee of de-
fense met in the Red room and dis-
cussed ways and means. Johnnie and
his bride were present because it
would have been cruel to exclude them,
but for the most part they were silent
members. Tim* Muldoon arrived with
Annie Millikan, both of them some-

 what awed by the atmosphere of the

big house adjoining the Drive. Each
of them brought a piece of informa-
tion valuable to the cause.

The man in charge of the blotter at
the station had told Tim that from a
dip called Fog Coney, one of those ar-
rested in the gambling-house raid, an
automatic gun with two chambers dis-
charged had been taken and turned .in
by those who searched him. It had re-
quired some maneuvering for Tim to
get permission to see Fog alone, but
he had used his influence on the force
and managed this.

Fox was a sly dog. He wanted to
nalke sure on which side his bread was
buttered before he became communi-
cative. At first he had been willing
to tell exactly nothing. He had al-
ready been seen by Durand, and he
had a very pronounted respect for that
personage, It was not until he bad
ecome convinced that Jerry's star was
on the wane that he had “come
through”’ with what Muldoon wanted.

Then he admitted that he had picked

the automatic up from the floor where
(Collins had dropped it when he fell.
His story further corroborated that of
the defense. He had seen “Slim” fire
twice before he was struck by the
chair.

Clay summed up in a sentence the
result of all the evidence they had
collected. “It’s not any longer a ques-
tion of whether Bromfield goes to pris-
on, but of Durand. The fellow has
sure overplayed his hand.”

Before twelve hours more had
passed Durand discovered this him-
self. He had been too careless, foo
sure that he was outside of and be-
yond the law. At first he had laughed
contemptuously at the advice of his
henchmen to get to cover before it
was too late,

“They can’t touch me,” he bragged,
*“They daren’t.”

But it came to him with a sickening
realization that the district attorney
meant business. He was going after
him just as though he were an ordinary
crook,

Jerry began to use his “pull.” There
reached him presently that same sink-
ing at the pit of the stomach he had
known when Clay had thrashed him.
e learned 'that when a lawbreaker
1§ going strong, friends at court who
are under obligations to him are a
bulwark of strength, but when one's
power 1s shaken politicians prefer to
take no risks, No news spreads more

rapidly than that of the Impending
fall .of a chieftain. The word was
passing among the wise that Jerry
Durand was to be thrown- overboard.

Durand tried to make an appoint-
ment with Whitford. That gentleman
declined to see him. Jerry persisted.
He offered to meet him at one of his
clubs. He telephoned to the house,
but could not get any result more sat-
isfactory than the cold voice of a serv-
ant saying, “Mr. Whitford does not
wish to talk with you, sir.” At last
he telegraphed,

The message read:

“I'll come to your house at eight
this evening. Better see me for mis-
sie’'s sake.”

It was signed by Durand.

When Jerry called he was admitted,

Whitford met him with c¢hill hos-
tility. He held the telegram in his
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hand. “What does this
mean?. he asked bluntlv.

To Be Continued
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EMBLEMS OF EVERY DESCRIPTION

Custom Monuments and Tombs

e

$1.50.
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to Buick

There is an inspiring tribute to an industry in the
universal recognition annually accorded the
National Automobile Shows.
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Thousands come to these exhibitions from every
section of the continent and from foreign lands as
well, and their advent is widely heralded the
world over.
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+ In the twenty-third National Automobile Show,
just opening in New York, and later in Chicago,
the nation is provided with a display of its chief
means of personal transportation. This display
1s so complete and so magnificently set forth that
all who come may easily carry away a perfect
picture of the latest accomplishments in motor
car building.

Year after year the national shows receive the
homage of the entire country. Year after year
they mark by their own increased magnitude
and splendor, the increased growth of the auto-
mobile industry.

In occupying first place at both national shows
for the fifth consecutive year, Buick continues
the position in the industry awarded it by univer-
sal public opinion. - D-15-24-NP

BUICK MOTOR COMPANY

FLINT, MICHIGAN |
When better automobiles are built, Buick will build them

The Noland-Bennett-Russell Motor Co.
CHESTERTOWN, MD.
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FAIRLEE, MD.

In order to reduce our winter stock we are going to offer our entire |
stock at greatly reduced prices. Our Dry Goods, consisting of Muslins, §
Outings, Ginghams, ete., will be offered at 20 per cent. off.

MEN’S HEAVY FLEECED UNDERWEAR

Toc Value at
$1.00 Value at
1.00 Ladies’ Sellastic

Men’s Corduroy Suits and Pants Made by Sweet-Orr Co.

$20.00 Suits %15.00
15.00 Suits IE.OG
5.00 Pants 2.50
8.00 Boys’ Suits

$5.00 Lion Brand
5.00 Weyenberg Erand
200 to 4.00 Ladies’ Shoes.........
( hildren’s Shoes in all sizes.

Rubber Goods, Guaranteed First Quality

6.50 Men’s Hip Boots
$5.{])O Men’s § koots 150 3
4.25 Men’s Shoes and Boot:. ... 3.65 &
3.560 §

6.00 Two Buckle Felts
Boys’ Boots all sizes.
5.00

$10.00 Men’s Rain Coats

MEN’S GLOVES

765 Leather Gloves
00 Guantlet Gloves
00 Sheepskin Lined

I.
i
4,
5.00 Woolen Bed Blankets
15.00 White Enamel Beds

5.00 Mattress

10.00 Mattress.... :
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Groceries and Fresh Meats, Sugar 7%c. Will take

Eggs and Chickens in trade.

Your This Year. _
An Entire New Line.

. | CONSISTING OF
TABLE AND PIANO SCARFS, SHANTING AND VELOUR OVERDRAPES:
HAND-TINTED PHOTOGRAPHS BY “WALLER”
The largest agssortment of Pictures in years. Come early and get the pick..

The latest models in Hoosier Kitchen 'Cabinets, ranging in price from $45
to $65. Don’t forget the one you promised your wife or mother. Let her pre-

‘I pare your Xmas dinner on one.

Beautiful Cedar Chests, ranging in price from $15 to $26.
A new fresh stock of Fibre Rockers, in attractive degigns.

Mirrors, Bathroom Fixtures, Tabourettes, Costumers, Suit Cases, Travelip
Bags and Carpet Sweepers.

ANY OF THE ABOVE WOULD MAKE A USEFUL AND APPRECIAT
| GIFT. LET'S MAKE IT A USEFUL XMAS. | -

- JOHN BARTLEY

CHESTERTOWN, MARYLAND
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