s
5 & blue-coated figure approaching,

. little crowd gathered, and bemra'
- “that ofMcer could speak, fainted
. from sheer emotion, heavily, into
~ his arms

tomorrow or next day—you help her|
out there, Ma. Quick, now—while |
I phone for a taxi!”

#Len, are you crazy?” Ma began
royally. But Pop, crazy or not, |
was \at least unafraid. |

" “you - quit talking, Minnie,” he|
said sharply, “and get up and stir
yourself.” Pop staid tenderly soli-
eltously, to Maggie, guiding her to
the sink, switching on the cold
water, the furious glare in his eyes
as he looked at the other women
in courious contrast to the gemtle-
mess of his volce when he addressed
her. “In this envelope is my half-|
“month’s pay, dearie,' he sald—
vou keep your mouth closed,

izabeth, till I give you leave to]

1" Pop interpolated flercely
— you cansget yoursell sgme
clothed, first place you stop. Hurry |
up'tbe'rt Ma—the taxi's li'ble to|
gel here any minute.”

“Len—it seems like I'm going to
faint,” sald Mrs. Johnson, pausing
pathetically in the act of rushing
. Maggie's black silk dres and her
new clothes into a suitcase and
sdding ‘Lizabeth’s best nightgown
and the Chinese wrapper she her-
self had won at a fair

“wrell, you faint, then, but let
 me get Maggie .off first!” Len said

- “briskly and heartlessly.

*len, .don't yell that way!™ Ma
said, weeping as she put on her
black-veiled hat.

“And we ain't going to miss you,

~ Maggie, and we ain't going to

slump,” Len interrupted the fright-
ened chorus to say loudly. “Now,
you come on out—put your gloves
on in the taxi—we ain't got but

Laughing, crying, but always

and amazing parent, Mary Mar-

Then they were all four jammed

the schoclhouse way—among the

* ymarehouses—— |

Thelr tajk 'was incoherent—incon-

. sequential—monosyllabic,

“Can he make it?"
*He says he doesn't know. De~

] pends on the traffic on River Street.

“This Ain't exactly an ideel wed-
din', dearie.”

“Ah, don't, Pop. You'll make me
ery!”

“Driver, we goin' to make it?" |

“How much time havé we?—Lean |
«forward there, 'Pop, and see can
you see the clock at Rubenstein's?”

And then, down outside the big|
free-market, suddenly the agony
of a halt. $ !

An officer’s imperative whistle and |

“*8he's all right—go on,” Pop sald

in'an underto

the church, and the market, down -

suitcase and run for ib"

‘the Allegria Dock BSeventeen. | clasped.
254, Quick, now! Tl stay here and PY|  gomenody
e this man, Pop.” she sald, BUITYINg | o Jooked 1
sald slowly: “It ing, forgive me if T've been mean ... _
we have the worst luck | to you, and have @ good time, and| o b s gace
famly in this city.” don’t worry.” : lashes were
mother took the theme UP| Then Maggle and her father, o .
Were T g on again; Mmm :
up ta this point, had been had reached e e Fher | twisted into ' lad
as Pop generally was = Thirtesn—ll simply: ' down—wait & minute!" 1" Maggle whispered,
he rose b his feet to g0! And they could see the big| . wy yug going with him. T couldn't mmmwmﬁmmmmm and
to the ground the clock saying that the how had|_y ouignt bear it. But it seems— ! ing the whole Jong voyage, with the | ropes and writing reoms and din-
mmmmdhmtg-.“g“““m- It was three min- | 5. gone” blissful young bride and groom af- | ing rooms and a Japanese baby in
napkin. : [RS8 Deat Shevam. e “You were going with him!" his| fording a reminder before their very | the steerage’and -his own big cabin
ge!” he shouted. |m¢xietumadda_ld1_v'ihlh.bﬂtmtherald.w- . eyes, some of the passengers could- | —their cabin, with its bath.
Immedistely she waf In ﬂmlmmuedlnmm“ “Here! Where are the launches,|n't remember in exactly what order| *“Youll hear the bugle for lunch,
; reassurance for her father. boy? —Mayne's launches—theyre|it all occurred—then the fiying | soon,” he exulted, as the cool sweet
“Maggle, we've had enough of| “That's all right, Pop. We did| somewhere around here! This girl| Jaunch had reached the pilot's tug,|ocean air began to blow over the
thl“nld!.mnnl}ohnmn.tn?our best!” and boy aren't going to be any ufe|and the boy had gdescended the rope [ship, and she careened slightly, and
a;lﬁ.l.|.|t.tm'ﬂtm.l\mt‘nlce “I can't| “Maybe they didn't sail on the|apart, Lillian,” he sald to his wife,|ladder, and the girl had sprung |the color was whipped into Mag-
mwmman.mx-m'tmmme.*ummemdﬂmm-.mmx.mmmmmmmmmmunhq.mmhm.mhmmm
a-goin’ to! You fake that towel “I've_seen 'em twen- oyes. “Let ‘em both go off to/there was a double scream. of{city dropped farther behind—and
" there and wash your eyes and fix ty mimutes late!” \ | Japan and console each other!” “Maggie!” and “Joe!” and the two | farther behind—and farther behind.
‘your hair. And, Liz, you pack your}, “Oh, go ‘on, then—go ‘oh!” the He was hurrying them along the| young things were in each other's|“You don't mind that rocking?
. sister some clothes! She's got seven- girl said' feverishly. dork, and Maggie found her hands|arms, and crying—not but what|Youre a wonder! You're going to
feen minutes—if that clock's right! “I can't go no faster than this,’ filled with big green bills from Joe's| everyone else was erying, £00. love it." :
_ —to catch the steamer, and she's lady!” the driver said, hurt. “There | father, and found herself kissing| They stood there on the rocking| *“I shouldn't wonder if it's the
pin’ to catch it! She's goin' to ain't many of these cars.can jump|him, and liking the firm, fatherly tug for whole' minutes—minutes— | ideal life, Joe,” sald Mary Mar-
et married on board today, or may- oves- or under trucks, you know.|embrace, and—much more amaz-| minutes, and the world looked on,|garet. THE END
bein San Francisco or Los Angeles You'd do better to take your little|ingl—received a perfumed, powdery, '

half-erying kiss from . Joe's magnifi-

There was a double scream of “Maggie!™ and “Joe!™ and I.he. two
young things were in each other's arms.
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When Spencer’s Service s called
the patron 5 assured of obtaining
the kind of service he wants at a
price he is able to pay.

Our funeral services range wide-
ly in price and are designed to
meet the needs and wishes of peo-
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“Do that, Maggie!” said the new- | ecent mother, too,

Iy authoritative and decisive man

who was her father. “I'll stay with|little launch, the dirty surface of . PHONE 47-M ROXBORONC

him, dear. Look out where you go|the water was bubbling close be-
—ah, God bless you, my. darling!” |side her. They were cleaving &
“God bless you—and thank “yol, | straight track toward the big liner,

Pop dearest!” she whispered.

7/
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*Better Service is Ou
- V4 (."M:.J!’Mm

She was helped into a dancing SUPERIOR AMDULAMCE SERYICE

and Maggie, leaning over the bow

Then Maggie was running—run- | of the launch, was straining toward| ¢

ning like mad toward
Seventeen.”
running along beside her.

“The Davenport Line, miss?"
“No—the Allegria!”

the big|it, was clapping her two hands over
arched tntrance that said, “Pler | her head to attract its attention, to
A baggage boy had| hold it one minute—one half- min-
caught her bag and coat, and was| ute more! ¥

“Oh——" And his feet .stopped.i
and hers, too, and they stared
blankly at each other. “She's safled,

fourteen minutes.” miss; she went out on time, this |

morning,” the boy said "'I'hat'a:

clinging tight to this newly found her—out there in the bay.”

As in a dream,-Maggie stood still, |

garet had only time to leave a hys- on the rough, thick, splintery boards
teric] goodbye with the dog, and of the dock, and lookeyd through’;
the ¢at, and the beloved, despised. the great arched opening, and saw |
y kitchen, with its cooling the vessel, balanced like = beauti- |

ee and congealing sausages and ful great swan, not moving now, but |
np dish towels and greasy sink. |far ouf on the blue water,

“The pilot's going to drop her myl

Into a taxl, and racketing through minute, now, miss. Ain't. that a‘
the Saturd@® morning streets, past shame!™ sald the baggage boy, sym- |

- Restless,

could not sleep
“‘]‘HER.E were” days

when I felt like I
could not get my work
done. I would get so
nervous and ‘trembly’
I would have to le
down. I was very rest-
less, and could not
sleep at night.

My mother advised
me to'take Cardui,

and I certainly am
glad she did. It is
the first thing that
seemed to give me
any strength. I felt
better after the first
- . bottle. I kept it up

The pilot's tug was alongside,
ready to cast off from the sheer
great side of the steamer; a rope
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pie in all circumstances. [ . ! :

"LAST CALL
by yéur Fertilizer Dealer

No.8 +

in a Series appesring in this newspaper !

you hold out any longer from buying your
side-dressing, you may find it too late for
your crops to take full Benefit from the fertil-
izer, You may also find it hard to get it in time.
I've etill got a good supply of Chilean Nitrate
of Soda on hand. But it's not going to last very
long the way they're buying it just now.

?My.,b}?“’

you wait too long before side-dressing,
you’ll only be delaying harvest time and you
won't get the big yields you should. With
Chilean Nitrate selling at the lowest price in
years, there’s no saving in waiting until the
last moment. Get your Chilean—the natural
nitrate—NOW. Then there'll be no delay in
putting out your fertilizer when crops need it
most. In the new 100 1b. bags that stay in good
shape, you'll find Chilean keeps in better con-
dition. But be sure to insist on “Chilean” when
you order your nitrate, It is the real thing...
the real original “SODA."” Remember the two
kinds — Original Chilean (Crystalline) and
Champion Brand (Granulated) both natural
nitrate.

LOWEST PRICE
in years
° ‘
NEW 100-1b. BAG
The bag without a backache

_ Chilean
Nitrate of Soda
EDUCATIONAL BUREAU

403 Professional Bldg., Raleigh, N.C. I

In writing for literature or information, please refer to Ad No. 68

"

Nitrate of Soda =

W. R. Jones, Manager.  °~  Roxboro, N. C,
: ”

Q ) L . {-._,L";: M E
) CE /[.Sg/()l' TO US

quick service FOR

 Chilean =

Chilean
Nitrutgm

Camp Fertilizer Co.

PROTECTION!
BE A MINUTE MAN
The man who is protected today is the man with
money in the bank and who on short notice is in position
to grasp ogﬁ;t;mti‘ which business and mm-
" ment offer. These Minute-men of 1931 know that money
- makes money . . . and they save regularly . . . ke%ﬁ}:eir

pOde:;ary > and aoohrz are ot_;itll;g lreoad to Pucﬁi' /hen

ou ess. :
\S:rho:é jobvﬂ'.mulfgi:) ‘;w‘:m::‘;ed. exl::e:'nen : w o
The First National Bank
. . | “THE PRIENDLY BANK” - J &
~ Under Supervision U. S. Government

Get The Best Results By Using A

‘Masters Plant :



