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Sold on Trial
subject to
your approval.

grades.

IT PAYS TO CLEAN YOUR |

WHEAT FOR MARKET

>

OUR NEW MODEL “JUMBO” GRAIN CLEANER

is the only farm size machine with capacity large enough for this work.
It will clean a car load in one cay, and do it to perfection !

Y 2

100
bushels of

Capacity

wheat per
hour.

=

Save your foul seed and wild oats at home to feed your stock. Make 10
to 20 cents per bushel by raising the quality of your wheat from one to three

You can save the price of the Jumbo if you have 300 bushels of

wheat that you are going to sell, if you have 3,000 to sell, you will save the

price of 10 Jumbos at least.

this year.

wheat per hour.

Many others did this last season, why not you

Remember in buying our machine you have also the
most perfect seed grain cleaner now offered for sale
by any concern.

The Jumbo cleans all kinds of grain and seeds,
oats from wheat or barley, separates perfectly all the largest foul seed, and
in fact is just the machine you require for all purposes.
bagger, or high elevator for loading tank waggon.
sold on trial entirely subject to your approval.
will not supply you, write direct to us, we will see that you get one of our
new 1909 Model machines with a guaranteed capacity of 100 bushels of
Send for catalog to-day.

THE BEEMAN MFG. CO., LTD. -

127-129-131 Higgins Ave.,

Separates wild or tame
Is furnished with

Every Jumbo cleaner is
If your implement dealer

~ Winnipeg, Man.
\

How

to prepare

A teaspoonful of ‘CAMP,” sugar, milk, boiling water

—that’s all !

Result — the most fragrant, delicious,

refreshing cup of coffee you ever
tasted in your life.

R. Patsvson & Sons,
Coffee Specialists, Glasgow)

Put'CAMP’ on vour
grocery order
to - day.

(\)

Address, J. E. CEARHART, BOX 2, CLEARFIELD, PA.

HOME KNIT
HOSIERY

These stockings can be
kuit in 30 minutes on
QAN Gearhart’s Family Knitter.
\ New miachine with Rib
Attachiment. Kuits every
_ thine for home or trade,
from factory or home spun
yarns. Rebate on daty, or

«

ples ot work.

t. Write to-day
and free sam-

All

“ | Love My Wife, But Oh You Ki
e il
cent stamps.

*nifty * art ideas upon

in 16 colots.

Jersey City, N.J

1 The latest

picture hit
Sent prepaid with 100
receipt of seven 2
‘I'. H. Grozier, 207 Virginia A,

INDIGESTION.
e

ment Number Four, upper berth, car
ol2,

I lighted a cigarette, gave my small
luggage checks to a porter with direc-
tions to deposit my traps in my berth
when the train was ready—the Com-
pany’s office was in the depot — and
strolled out to look at the station.

You know the Cologne station, of
course. It is as big as the Coliseum,
shaped like an old-fashioned hoop-
skirt' with a petticoat of glass and con- |
nects with one of the most beautiful |
bridges in the world. It has two im- |
mense waiting rooms with historical
frescos on the walls and two huge fire-
places supported on nudities shivering
with the cold, for no stick of wood ever
blazes on the well-swept hearths. It
has also a gorgeous restaurant with
panelled ceiling, across which skip
bunches of butterfly cupids in shameless
costumes, and an inviting cafe with nev-
er-dying palms in the windows, a portrait
of the kaiser over the counter holding
the coffee-urn, and a portrait of the

kaiserin over the counter holding the |

little sticky cakes, the baby bottles of |
champagne, and the long lady-finger .
sandwiches with bits of red ham hang-
ing from their open ends like poodle !
dogs’ tongues.

Outside these ponderous rooms, under
the arching glass of he station itself,
is a broad walk protected from rushing
trains and yard engines by a wrought-
iron fence twisted into most enchant-
ing scrolls and pierced down its whole

| length by sliding wickets, before which
. stand be-capped and be-buttoned offi-

cials of the road. It is part of the|
duty of these gatemen never to let you
through these wickets until the arrival]

plexion, as yellow as the back of an
old law book, black, jet-black eyes and
jet-black hair.

I listened for some outbreak, some
explosion about his bed having been
sold from under him, some protest about
the rights of a citizen. None came. The
gateman merely touehed his hat, slid
back the gate and the Director of the
ireatest Show on Earth, smiling haugh-
tily, passed in, crossed the platform and
stepped into a wagon-lit standing on
the next track to me labelled “Paris
312,” and left me behind. The gateman
had had free tickets, of course, or would
have, for himself and family whenever
the troupe should be in Cologne. There
was no doubt of it—I saw it in the

' smile that permeated his face and the
' bow that bent his back as

the  man
passed him. This kind of petty bribery
is, of course, abominable, and should
never be countenanced.

Some members of the troupe came
next. The gentleman in chocolate with
my five franes in his pocket did not
mention the name of any other member
of the troupe except the Director, but
it was impossible for me to be mistak-
en about these people—I have seen too
many of them.

She was rather an imposing-looking
woman—not young, not old—dressed in
a long travelling cloak trimmed with
fur (how well we know those , night
cloaks of the professional!) and was
holding by a short leash an enormouse
Danish hound; one of those great hulk-
ing hounds whose shoulders shake when
he walks, with white, blinky eyes,
smooth skin and mottled spots—brown
and gray, spattered along his back and
ribs. Trick dog, evidently, one of those

She, too, vent through with a sweep.

of the last possible moment compatible
with the boarding of your car.

So if you are wise—that is if you
have been left behind several times de-
pending on the watcehfulness of these
Cerbert and their promises to let you
know when your train is ready—you
hang about this gate and keep an eye
out as to what is going on. 1 had been
{wo nights on the sleeper through from
Warsaw and beyond and could take no
chances.

Then again I wanted to wateh the
people coming and going—it is a habit
of mine; nothing gives me  greater
pleasure. It has made me an expert in
Jndging human nature. 1 flatter my=elf
that L can tell the moment [ set my
eves on a man just what manner of lire-
he leads,” what language he speaks,

whether he be rich or poor, educated or
this Dbefore he |

iznorant. I can do all
opens  his mouth. I have never been
proud of this faculty. 1 have regardel
it more as a gift, as T woula an acute
sense of color, or a correct  eyve for
drawing, or the ability to acquire a
language quickly. L was Dborn that
way, 1 suppose.

The first man to approach the wicket
was the Director of the Circus. I knew
him at once. There was no question as
10 his identity. Ie wore a firty-candle-
power stone in his shirt front, a silk
hat that shone like a new hansom cab,
and a Prince Albert coat that came he-
Jow his knees,  1le had taken off his
ring boots, of course, and was without
his  whip, but otherwise he was com-
plefely equipped to raise his hat and
~ay: “Ladies and Gentlemen, the world
renowned,” ete. ete, will now perform
the blood-curdling act o™ ete.

e was attended by o servant, was
<smooth shaven, had  an oriental

¢oy-

dogs who springs at the throat of the as-
sassin the assassin has a thin slice of
sausage tucked inside his collar-button)
pulls him to earth and sucks his life’s
blood or chews his throat. She, too,
went through with a sweep—the dog
beside her, followed by a maid carry-
ing two bandboxes, -a fur boa, and .
bunch of parasols closely furled and
tied with a ribbon. 1 braced up, threw
out my shoulders and walked boldly up
to the wicket. The be-buttoned and be-
capped ‘man looked at me coldly, waved
me away with his hand and said “Nein.”

Now when a man  of  intelligence,
speaking the language of the country,
backed by the police, the gendarmerie,
and the Imperial Army says “Nein” to
me, if [ am away from home I generally
bow to the will of the people.

So I waited.

Then I heard the low rumble of a
train and a short high-keyed shriek—-
we used to make just.such shrieking
sounds by blowing into keys when we
were boys.  The St. Petersburg express
was aproaching end foremost—the train
with the special sleeping car holding the
balance of the cireus troupe. Thenext
“ moment it bumped gently into Car No.
| 312, holding the Director (I wondered
whether he had my Dberth)), the .wo-
man with the dog. and her maid.

The -gateman paused until the train
came to a dead standstill, waited until
the last arriving passenger had passed
through an exit lower down along the
fence, slid back the gate and 1 walked

through-—alone!  Not another passenger
cither betore or behind me!  And the
chocolate  centleman told me the car
was full!  The rrawd!

When I reached the steps of car No.
312 1 found a ~ceond gentleman in choce-

late and  polier-chip buttons, He was
’
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