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very little opportunity to work off our

The extraordinary amount of merchandise sold during our January Clearance and Challenge Sales gave

REMNANTS AND ODDS AND ENDS.

things.

But stock taking during the last week has brought these things all to light—in consequence our Annual
Remnant and Odds and Ends sale will be larger and more attractive than usual.

Spring Goods are daily arriving and being placed on our shelves. Hence other goods must be disposed
of quickly, and prices have been marked accordingly, which means a great saving to you on many wanted

- EVERY DEPARTMENT IN THIS GREAT STORE

store for easy choosing.

Lo ireilsedeoidie froredjieiieirediedi

contributes to this sale, which will be one of unusual interest—goods have all been gathered in the center of

Yours to serve,

DERR & ILAMBERD,

WESTMINSTER, MD.
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HAVE YOU EVER SEEN [T

If not, we will take pleasure in showing you the most

PRACTICAL, CHEAPEST and BEST ROUND STAVE SILO

ON THE MARKET.

This is what the people say who are using them. *

We are already stocking up for Spring trade, and our assortment of

Lumber, Sash, Doors and Blinds

will be larger and better than ever.
—— SOLD AT PRICES TO MAKE IT GO. —

The best Coal the market affords; 2240 pounds for a ton;
each load screened.

————BEST BIG VEIN— —

STEAMING AND SMITHING COALS,

VERY LUMPY AND SATISFACTION GUARANTEED.

SELLING AGENTS FOR

PAROID ROOFING. &4

ECLIPSE WALL PLASTER.“®&
DAVIS COAL & COKE CO’S. COAL."&

SMITH & REIFSNIDER,

WESTMINSTER, MD.

The GROCERY for the People!
JOHN T. DERR

At Westminster's most progressive Grocery has the largest and choicest assortment of
new seasonable goods to be found in Westminster. All we ask is give us a trial and
be convinced as hundreds of others have that we lead in price as well as in quality of
merchandise— everything seasonable; everything new. We are still giving to our
customers those beautiful Hand Painted Gold Plated Brooches with every $5 worth of
cash trade. Your friend has one of them or is getting one; you should get one :00;
and the only way to get one for nothing is to purchase your Groceries from the pro-
gressive Grocery of

JOHIN T. DERR,
W. Md. and C. & P. Telephones. 77 E. Main st.

All orders by telephone or left at the store thankfully received and promptly
delivered free of charge. .

P. 8. —According to our custom at or near the beginning of the new year we
will present to all of our customers a genuine Gruber Hagerstown Almanac free for
the asking. nov 16

Local and Long Distance Telephones.

JALE BILLS, POSTERS AND COMMERCIAL
PROMPTLY EXECUTED AT THIS OFFICE.

PRINTING NEATLY AND

T p——"

All Winter Goods must be sold before stock-taking, and to clear them out quickly we

offer the following Extra Bargain Prices:

Men’s $10 and $12 Suits, now $7.

Men’s $7 and $8 Suits, now $5.

Men’s $56 Suits, now $3.79.

All medium weight Black Suits excepted.

Youths $6 and $7 Suits, now $4.75.

Youths $4.50 and $5 Suits, now $3.60.

Boys $5.00 Knee Pant Suits, now $3.34.

Boys $4.50 % N .

Boys $3.75 g o i

Boys $3.00 $e % sLaet o

Men’s $7.50 Storm Overcoats, now $5.50.

Men’s $9 Eng. Whipcord Overcoats, a
beauty, now $6.98.

Men’s $7.50 Dark Blue Beaver Overcoats,
now $5.98.

$2.50.

Men’s $6.50 Overcoats, now $4.98.

Men’s $4.50 Ov ats, now $1.98.

Youths $2.75, $3.50 and $4.75 Overcoats,
now $2.29.

Boys $1.50 Chiunchill: Reefers, now $2.69.

Men’s Winter Weight Dress Pants one-third
off regular pri

A lot of Men®
now 69c.

A lot of Boys 45¢ Negligee Shirts, now 29c.

A special lot of Men's Faney Half Hose,
pretty patterns, regulay 15¢ value; while they
last we say 10¢ 4 pair.

$1 Stiff Bosom Fancy Shirts,

There are many other special prices that
ery

Stouffer
[janl 1]

Corner Store.

we cannot enumerate. We solicit a call.

resp.,

& Ensor,
NEW WINDSOR, MD.

10 PER CENT. DISCOUNT.

In order to reduce our stock before invoicing February 1, 1902, we will
give a discount of 10 per cent. on all goods in our line until above date, except
Waterman’s Fountain Pen and New England Watches.

“~OUR STOCK CONSISTS OF~

WATCHES, JEWELRY, SILVERWARE, CLOCKS, SPECTACLES,
CUT GLASS, UMBRELLAS, CHINA GOOBS, STATIONERY, &.

janll

INO GOODS WILL BE SOLD OIN CREDIT.

Respectfully,

A. H. WENTZ, Jeweler and Optician,
WESTMINSTER, MD.

TREES, TREES, TREES, AT WHOLESALE PRICES.

Apples, 5c and up. Peaches, 5c and up.

Pears, plams, cherries, berries, in fact

A GENERAL LINE OF FIRST-CLASS NURSERY STOCK.

CAN SAVE YOU MONEY

ON SAME. THOUSANDS OF

FINE TREES AT A VERY LOW PRICE.

Remember, the office and packing grounds are on the New Windsor road, opposite the

residence of Mr. Wm. A. Cunningham.

Certificate of inspection and fumigation given with each order.
Western Maryland and C. & P. Telephones.

GEORGE E.

marl6 tf Prop. of Stoner’s

STOINER,
Nurseries, Westminster, Md.

FOR THE BEST

PHOTOGRAPHS,

GO TO MITCHELL’S ART GALLERY

PICTURE FROM A LOCKET TO LIFE SIZE AT REASONABLE PRICHS.
Sittings made in cloudy or fair weather.

W. Md. Telephone.
janl8

D. MITCHELL, Proprietor,

60 East Main street, next to Firemen’s Building, Westminster, Md.

Mu:mm E. WALSH,
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,

1756 EAST MAIN STREET,

feb20 WESTMINSTER, MD.

AVID E. WALSH,
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,
Office 175 Eiast Main Street, Westaninster, M

Prompt attention given to all business
B@¥Collections Specialty.

nov 12'98 |

" A CONFESSION OFf FAITH.

. J. A. Edgerton, in the Denver News.

I have no creed.
The Universe wheels on.

Tam but an atom "mid the worlas;
Andiyet I feel the spirit of God within me
And I am satisfied.

I have no creed.

Creeds are but words.

Love is reality.

Love fills the heart

With charity, with peace,

With faith, with hope, with heaven—

Love to the Father,

Love 1o the Christ,

Love to our fellows—

'This I feel within and it shal! guide me.

He who is ruled by love—

By spirit love, not lust,

By love divine—

He who is ruled by love

Will not go wrong.

I hieve no ereed.

Good is the only rule,

For what else live we?

Fame?

It turus to ashes in the grasp.

Riches?

They are wrung from the heart’s blood of our fel-
lows.

Knowledge ?

It is but a babble of word«.

But Good-Love—~Trath—Beauty—

These a1 the verities,

These are eternal.

I have no creed,

And yet I fear not death.

Death is a shadow.

Wrong—Hate—Error—

All are but shadows;

But I am eternal.

Why should I fear the things that only seem ?

I seek for the eternals;

And I will make my heart

A precious storchouse for them,

So that they may abide with me forever.

1 have no creed,

But I have in me that surpassing words,

A faith in God as boundless as the sea,

A love that takes in all the human race.

I see good in all creeds,

Good in all religions,

Good in ali men,

Good in all living things.

The only sin, to me, is selfishness;

The only happiness, the good we do.

0, let us drop these empty sounds and forms,

The letter that divides in warring sects;

And let us fill our hearts with love to men.

Construct & church as wide as human needs,

A church built 'round the spirit, not the husk;

And henceforth leave the race unfettered, free,

To follow out its impulses divine;

For God is in us and will lead us on,

If we but leave our hates and turn to Him,

I have no creed,

Or, if a creed, but this:

I love humanity.

My life and all I am I freely give

To better make the world, to help mankind.
My only creed is love—I know no more—
The Fatherhood of Go ',

The brotherhood of Man,

;%’elm 5 tm:i._
A COLONIAL EPISODE.

Four generations back Carroll Place was
one of those fine old Virginia manor-houses
that bore mute witness to the aristocratic
state and generous living of the Old Do-
minion planter. Part of it was bailt of
bricks brought from England; it had been
added to and increased according to the
needs of an ever argumenting family of
Carrolls, till with its slave-quarters and its
ample out-buildings it resembled a village
more than the residence of a single house-
hold. Great fires roared in its large chim-
neys, and the guest chambers were always
tenanted. The Virginia gentleman of the
eighteenth century prided himself upon
his hospitality. It was the Carroll boast
that the family never sat down to dine
alone; there was always a guest to break
bread with them. Newspapers were few,
news traveled slowly, neighbors were miles
away, and the stranger needed only to be
personable and reasonably agreeable in
wanner to be not only welcome, but made
free of his host’s house and stables aslong
as he elected to remain. He ‘‘paid his
reckoning’’ in geniality and good company,
and his host felt in his debt when he left.

Daring the early throes of the American
Revolution, before discontent became
armed resistance to Britizh tyranny, the
Carroll family consisted of five members—
father, mother, two sons and a daughter.
Colonel Francis Carroll was an aristocrat
by birth and instincts. A king's favor
had bestowed upon an ancestor the noble
acres that swept around the place; it was
his pride to keep the heritage intact and
his the creed that demands gratitude as
the return for benefits conferred. He es-
poused the Tory side, and King George's
men were right welcome at Carroll Place.
The ¢‘ragged rebels’’ who dare defy their
lawful ruler need expect no countenance
from Francis Carroll of Carroll Place.

Among all the dames and daughters of
those days there was none in all Vicginia
who was prettier or more piquant, or whose
beauty and wit drew round her a larger
following than Mistress Dorothy Carroll.
The swains for miles around rode to King's
Chapel and patiently sat thr ugh Domine
Travis' droning service and interminable
sermons on the bare chance of a glance, a
smile, perhaps a*word from Mistress Dor-
othy. Happy he who was permitted to
assist her to dismount from the pillion be-
hind her father, or hand her by the tips
of his fingers from the lumbering old
barouche that was their state carriage.
Thrice blessed he who chanced to be in-
vited to ride back to Carroll place after ser-
vice to dine and spend the afternoon with
the family on the broad verandas.

There was generally a goodly mixture
of scarlet among soberer tints worn by the
yeomanry, for Dorothy’s beauty and the
Colonel's hospitality were very alluring to
the king's men. Thus it was often a gay
little cavalcade that cantered back to the
plantation, where the Colonel ordered his
special brew of toddy and entertained the
young men with tales of his youth. The
Colonel had been ‘‘a sad dog'’ in his
early days; it is to be feared his discouse
after Madam Carroll and Dorothy had dis-
appeared, was not wholly edifying.

Of course Mistress Dorothy had many
lovers—swains who sighed after her as the
moth aspires to the star, worshiping afar
off; those who singed their hearts in the
fires of her dark eyes and rode away to
offer the scorched remnant to some less
inaccessible maid, and bolder ones, and
those who loved too sincerely to give up
hope while even one chance remained.

Among these latter was Arthur Aran-
del, a playmate of Dorothy’s youth, heir
to a neighboring plantation, a good, sensi-
ble, honest, manly fellow whose heart had
lain under Dorothy’s feet ever since she
put up her hair with a comb. The two

| had been comrades and friends through

life. Love had burst into bloom in the
young man’s heart, and he reckoned her
as his.

And then had come Major Charlton, of
the King's army, a man of thirty-five,
handsome in a bold, dashing way, debo-
nair, gallant, with an estate in England
and interest at the court of St. James—of

which he was perhaps overfond of boast-
ing. He quite won the Colonel's ear, and
he singled out Mistress'Dorothy for partic-
ular attention.

Dorothy was flattered and pleased at
being the object of such distinguished at-
tention. It was very delightful, at the
balls and parties that filled the winter, to
have so gallant a cavalier at her commwand
and to know that maid and matron envied
her his attention. - Nor was Arthur Arun-
del, biting his nails in high dudgeon and
watching her with black looks from the
doorway as she flitted by under the Major’s
escort, wholly as unpleasing vision to the
little cuquette.  She played them off one
against the other with instinctive skill,
greatly to the delight of the Major’s army
friends, who professed to be quite uncer-
tain as to the out-come. They rallied him
after the delicate fashion of their class,
about his Virginia belle, his Pocahontas,
his preference for plantation-life.

«‘Egad, gentleman,”’ the Major would
say, filling his glass. *“You do me too
great honor. The heiress of Carroll Place
will be no ‘belle savage’ at the English
court.’’

¢“What will you do about young Aran-
del, Major? Gad; the lad is green with
jealousy. Nor is Mistress Dorothy un-
mindful of his distress. Zounds, Major,
I believe the wench is playing you off
agaicst him.”’

“T'1l wager a hogshead of the Colonel's
best tobacco that she is mine—if I want
her,”’ he added significantly.

“Curse you? Take that, for a foul-
mouthed scoundrel !"’

Arthur Arundel, white with rage and
his eyes flashing fire, dashed a glass of
wine full in the Major’s face.

For such an affront only one expiation
was possible.

The Major wiped the wine from his
ruffles even as he drew his sword with the
other hand. A ring was quickly formed
and the clash of steel on steel was fast and
furious. The Major was a practiced fen-
cer, but angerand the wine he had drank—
or shall we say the Providence that watches
over the sparrow’s fall—made his eye less
true and his hand less steady than usual,
and after a few passes Arthur sent his
sword flying through the air, while his own
point cut a gash in the Major's cheek.

Words cannot picture the Major's wrath.
To be publicly affronted by ‘‘a boy,’’ to be
disarmed by one he had contemptuously
called country bumpkin, and this in the
presence of his comrades-at-arms was more
than his vanity could bear. His vows of
vengeance were many and deep. and when
Dorothy—who had been informed of the
issue of the duel but not of its occasion—
with demure and sympathetic words, but
a mischievous sparkle in her eyes inquired
as to the nature of his hurt and regretted
a stranger in Virginia should have been so
discourteously handled by a Virginia
gentleman’’ he grew livid with passion
and included ‘‘the jade'’ in his maledic-
tions. g

And then happened that clash of arms
“‘heard round the world,”” when a handful
of countrymen defied the authority of the
King across the water—and ushered in a
movement that became the birth of a na-
tion. When the story reached Virginia
it split the Carroll family in twain. The
Colonel remained staunchly loyal, his sous,
Francis and George took up the patriot
side. So did Arthur Arundel, and the
three young men hastened to join Wash-
ington’s army. The Colonel's wrath at
the defection of his sons was intense but
unavailing. Ie entreated and commanded
by turns; finally he solemnly declared them
neither sons nor heirs of his, and the young
men went away upon what they themselves
felt to be a hopeless struggle. For how
could an infanty colony, without an army,
without money, with no resources hope to
win independence against the strength and
power of England! Arthur Arundel, for-
bidden the house by the choleric old Col-
onel, managed to have a final interview
with Dorothy, in which the girl, heart-
broken over the wretched dissensions in
her own home and appalled at the boasts
of the British officers who were still her
father's most intimate associates and who
threatened that every rebel should ‘‘hang as
high as Haman,”’ put away the coquetries
that had made her Virginia lover so de-
spondent. He went away her affianced
lover, happy and buoyant in soul despite
the peril he was about to enter. Lip to
lip and heart to heart the two plighted
their troth, ‘till death do us part; as if we
were already wed,’’ quoth Dorothy.

The day after Arthur and Francis and
George Carroll started northward, Major
Charlton rode out to Carroll Place. He
was closeted with the Colonel for a long
time. Then a summons came to Dorothy.

A great fear came upon the girl as she
obeyed. Must she too disappoint her
father, offend him, perhaps be cast off as
he had cast off her brothers? Her cheek
blanched and a dry sob arose in her throat.
It was aserene, if pale-faced girl who faced
the two men in the Colonel’s study.

Both rose as she entered.

“‘Dorothy,’’ slowly began the Colonel,
¢“Major Charlton has done me the honor
to ask for your hand in marriage. In
view of the troublous times which have
come upon us, and since your only protec-
tion now is an old man he asks your con-
sent to an immediate marriage, that he may
place you in safety and security within the
British lines. When this rag-tag rabble
shall have been dispersed he will take you
to England, where as mistress of Charlton
Hall you will have an honorable position
in English society—such a position as 1
have always hoped you might be called
upon to fill. We have arranged that the
marriage shall take place on Wednesday,
and if the haste appears unseemly, it may
be pardoned because of the evil days that
have come upon us.’’

Dorothy had listened quietly while her
father thus disposed of her, taking her as-
sent for granted. Tt was the way with
these old autocrats. The women of their
families were theirs to command

“‘Permit me, sir, a voice in this ar-
rangement. While T am fully sensible of
the honor Major Charlton would confer
upon me, it is impossible for me_to accept
1t.

I do not desire to leave my parents, and T
feel as safe at Carroll Place as I should be
ac%'lichmum] or at New York."’

“I am the best judge of your safety,
Dorothy. This rebel uprising will plunge
the country into war. Under Major—"’

“Sir! I am not inelined to marry for
safety. I do not love Major Charlton; I
have no desire for the alliance he proposes.
Sir,”’ turning to Charlton, ‘‘the honor you
propose is too great for me, ‘la belle sauv-
age of Virginia’ as I am, I should be out
of place at Court; I prefer to remain a sin-
gle Virginia gentle-woman."’

The Colonel was growing red in the
face.

“Zounds, Mistress Dorothy, these be
fine words. You will make ready to marry

Major Charlton on Wednesday ! Let me
hear no prating of love or such folly.”’

] am affianced to Arthur Arundel,
sir. I have given him my word; and I
shall not marry Major Charlton on Wed-
nesday, mor on any other day.”” And
Mistress Dorothy, with head erect and the
danger signal flaming on either cheek,
courtesied low, mot once but twice, and
reached the door without turning her back
to the enemy.

The Colonel swore and stormed and
blustered and the Major set his teeth hard
and swallowed wrath encugh to choke him.
To be flouted by a raw Colonial girl, to
have his proposal thrown in his face—with
a joke at that, what would the men of his
mess say? Arandel, who had already
huwilixted him, to be preferred before
him! He drove the spurs deepin his
horse’s flanks as he rode away registering
vows of vengeance against both.

~Dorothy found her position at home
difficult in the extreme. Her father rare-
ly spoke to her, ignoring her presence as
far as possible. His attitude of a Tory,
was obnoxious to most of their neighbors,
who in consequence ceased to visit at Car-
roll Place. They were made to feel their
disfavor in more ways than one. Their
tobacco plants were pulled up, outlying
hayracks were burned. Once a stone was
thrown at the Colonel as he passed on
horseback through their market town.
Nor did the adjectives he hurled at the
crowd that sheltered his assailant increase
his popularity. Added to this was Doro-
thy’s anxiety about her brothers, from
whom letters came infrequently. She
grew wan and nervous under the strain—
though she did not speak of nervousness.
Colonial woman were not afflicted with
nerves.

One evening in December as Dorothy
sat in her own room late at night, nursing
the sad thoughts she sedulously put from
her during the day, when she was with her
mother, she was startled by a pebble
thrown against her window. With her
heart in her mouth she listened, another;
then another. She summoned courage to
go to the casement, raise the sash softly,
push the shutter back and ask, <“Who's
there 2"’

‘“Arthur,”” was the answer. ¢‘Come
down and let me in. Don’t rouse any
one; but be quick.

Dorothy stole down the stairs, cautious-
ly unchained the great door, and allowed
her lover to slip out of the shadow of the
portico into the dark hall, where Dorothy’s
candle twinkled like a glowworm. He
blew it out.

“Dorothy,’” he said, I am in deadly
peril. 1 sought the British camp as a
spy, hoping to discover Tarleton’s plans.
I thought my disguise perfect but I was

betrayed. By chance I learned my peril
and fled. T have traveled two nights,

hiding by day; I lost my way, I am
wounded; I dare not go home, for they are
on my track and I should be taken. I
would not grudge my life to ‘my country,
if I could place tny information in Wash-
ington’s hand. Unless you can help me
and hide me I am lost.”’

““They will not look for you here, in the
house of an avowed Tory,”’ said Dorothy,
reassuringly.  ¢‘Fortunately, father is not
at home tonight. The enly fire is in my
room; I must take you there, and will get
you your food and wine."’

It was a pitiful object that stood re-
vealed in the firelight. Haggard, gaunt,
ragged, the young Contiental dropped down
in dead fatigue.

“Don't make a light, Dorothy. I
would not bring you into peril for the
world. T can wait till morning for food
if T can only rest.”’

According to the Virginian custom the
kitchen was apart from the house. Dorothy
dared not venture to the servants’ quart-
ers, but she stole softly down to the din-
ing room and secured a bottle of wine and
a few of the beaten biscuit for which
southern eooks, even in those days, were
famous. These she bore to her room for
her lover's refreshment.

Arthur had barely tasted the wine when
the swift gallop of a troop of horses was
heard outside, a few sharp words of cem-
mand, and then a thunderous knocking at
the great door.

¢‘Open, in the King’s name !'’

The hunted man drew a paper from
among his tatters and with the other hand
drew his pistol.

““Take this, Dorothy, and for God's
sake get it to Washington, somehow. As
for myself, T shall sell my life as dearly as
possible. Dearest, I am sorry to have
brought this upon you 3

¢‘No, no; wait ! Thavea plan,”’ cried
Dorothy, flinging open the door of a great
clothes press that stood in one corner of
the large, irregularly shaped apartment.
Pushing bedding and boxes to one side she
motioned Arthur to get upon the broad
shelf that ran across it.

“Push out that panel; push hard,
harder! Oh pray God the springs are
not too rusted to work! Push with all
your might !"’

Relucantly the unused panel swung
back leaving an aperture large enough to
admit the man.

«‘Push it back close to place.
try to get out till I come for you.
don’t worry, weshall outwit them.’’

While Dorothy replaced the contents of
the clothes-press in their usual order she
heard the negro butler, old Pompey parley-
ing with the callers.

«‘For de Lawd, sah, there’s no one to
home but Ole Missus and Miss Do’thy,
suh ! No suh; de Kuh'nel done gone to
town, suh. Nosuh; dey ain’t no vis’tors,
nobody whats belong here, suh !'’

Then Mistress Dorothy, taking the can-
dle, walked calmly down the staircase, as
proud and apparently as unnerved as any
of the painted dames whose portraits lined
1t.

It was Major Charlton who advanced to
meet her.

«I crave your pardon, Mistress (lar-
roll, for this intrusion, but we are in search
of a spy who has been tracked to this
place and is believed to be concealed in the
neighborhood. Have you seen any such

rson 7’

¢« Assuredly not, Major Charlton.’’

The Major sneered slightly. ¢‘Per-
haps Mistress Carroll, whose sympathies
are well known to be with the rebels, does
not consider a person in rebel employ a
ek o

«Sir,”” retorted Dorothy. <My father's
loyalty to King George is well known. [s
it likely one you choose to term a rebel
would seek shelter and safety in the house
of an avowed #uemy to his cause 7"’

The Major bowed profoundly.

¢It is possibly he might,if hard pressed
and sure of a welcome from one member
of the family. We lose time, madam;
surrender the man seen to enter this house
an hour ago and we depart at once. Oth-
erwise, it is my duty to search the house.

¢As you please Major Charlton. Pom-

Don’t
And

pey, bring candles. Conduct the gentle-
men yvberever they wish to go. .- You will
permit me to return to my apartment.
Come, mother. Our friends, it seems, are
more suspicious of us than our enemies.’’
And courtesying in her most stately man-
ner Dorothy retired, leaving the Major to
prosecute his search at his leisure.

Years before, when the Colonists lived
in deadly peril of Indian forays, a Carroll
had contrived a secret chamber in one of
the chimneys of the old house, more how-
ever, as a place of deposit for valuables
than a hiding-place for a human being.
The savages were too prone to apply the
torch to make such a chamber one of safe-
ty.  Part of the brick wall of the chimney
had been removed, a rude floor put across
the chimney and the back wall of the
clothes-press built against the opening,
with a sliding panel that moved up and
down to admit of access. More than once
in the early days the valuables of the fam-
ily had been hidden there, but it had been
unusued for so many years that its exis-
tence had been almost forgotten. It was
in this secret place that Dorothy had be-
stowed her lover. .

Charlton, waxing more and more angry
as his quest proved unsuccessful, came at
last to Dorothy’s door.

¢Sir,”’ she cried indignantly, ‘‘how dare
you 2

¢T dare anything, madam, iz the name
of my king. I am convinced that the
rebel spy, Arthur Arundel, is concealed
somewhere in this house. Unless he is
produced, I shall deem it my duty to take
those whom I strongly suspect of harbor-
ing him into custody, as themselves dis-
loyal and deserving of punishment. In
the meantime, my men will remain here
through the night to protect the family of
my worthy friend, Carroll, of course.”’
And the Major smiled with sarcastic em-
phasis.

““How—I—hate—you "’ enunciated
Dorothy, deliberately, fixing her blazing
eyes upon him.

““You do me too great honor, Mistress
Dorothy,”’ returned the Major, Lowing,
with his hand upon his heart. “‘Ah, what
have we here ?’° as his eyes fell upon the
wine and the biscuit Dorothy had pro-
cured for Arthur. ‘Ah-h, a lunch in my
lady’s boudoir at midnight. Where, then,
is the guest?””  So saying he strode about
the room, looking behind furniture, throw-
ing open the doors of closets and clothes-
presses and thrusting his sword savagely
into their recesses.

*‘Pray, Major, spare my wardrobe.
Faith, there’s nothing rebel about it. Tt
was paid for in good British gold,”’ quoth
Dorothy.

The Major glared. ¢‘Be so good, mad-
am, as to assign quarters for my men, and
order refreshment for them.”’ He searched
the room again with his eyes and struck
the walls here and there with his sword.

“Did I not hear of a secret chamber at
Carroll Place ?’’ he marmured, as Dorothy
left the room.

She led the way to a large room on the
first floor, used as a common parlor in
summer. There was another and smaller
room off it, in which was a fireplace.
This room was immediately under the
clothes-press.

““These rooms are at your disposal.
What further orders do you desire to give?”’

The Major walked into the small room,
and kicked out the board that closed the
fireplace.

‘A fire, here,”’ he said.

Dorothy's face blanched.

““The—the chimney is filled up. There
has not been a fire here for years.”’

He looked at her sharply.

¢‘Nevertheless, a fire !"” he said. Ad
vancing, he thrust his scabbard up the flue.
Some loose bits of brick and mortar rattled
down. Dorothy had regained her com-
posure and bore his glance unflinchingly.

I protest "tis a shume to put you to so
much inconvenience,”” quoth the Major,
“‘but I have a fancy to occupy your cham-
ber tonight. May I suggest your company
will comfort Madam Carroll, in her hus-
band's absence? My orderly will stand
sentinel at the door, and you may sleep in
perfect security.  Allow me to bid you
good night and pleasant dreams. We
shall soon have a glorious fire here.”” He
looked significantly at Dorothy.

The girl's superb courage served her
well.  Disdaining alike his good night and
his proffer to lead her from the apartment,
she walked quietly to her mother’s room.
There her composure utterly gave way.
She could do nothing for Arthur. To at-
tempt to aid him was to invite his capture.
She knew, only too well, the short shrift
of the spy. If die he must, it might as
well be in his hiding-place as on the gallows.
With Charlton as a foe, there was not one
chance in a thousand that he could escape
almost instant execution. Her agony of
mind was fearful, nor dared she tell her
mother, already prostrated with excitement
and fatigue. So the long, sleepless hours
went by, while the Major, cusing the fire
that refused to ‘‘draw,”’ but filled the
apartment with biting smoke, retired to
Dorothy’s room and searched again more
carefully. He even opened the door of
the press and sounded the wall. Fortu-
nately he struck a place where the bricks
had not been removed, and at last, baffled
and bitterly disappointed in his expected
revenge he gave up the search and rejoined
his men, where he drank glass after glass
of spirits. It was a wild night in Carroll
Place, for the Virginian gentry kept well-
stocked cellars.

In the morning, after a thorough search
of the quarters, the British rode away and
Dorothy hastened to her lover's relief.

She found him unconscious, but alive.
Fortunately there had been little draft,
owing to the thickness of the floor of the
hiding place, and it was more fatigue, loss
of blood and want of food that had affected
Arthur than the smoke which Irorothy
had feared might suffocate him. He was
nursed back to health and strength in Dor-
thy’s own room, with the aid of a faithful
slave, while the information he risked his
life to obtain was dispatched to the Con-
tinental camp by a trusty messenger.

And of course they ‘‘were married and
lived happy ever afterward.’’

—— . —

The Yellow river is styled the ‘‘Sorrow
of China.”’ Daring the last century it
has changed its course 22 times, and pow
flows into the sea through a. mouth 600
miles distant from that of 100 years ago.
It is estimated that its tloods in the pres-
ent century have cost China 11,000,000
lives.
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«“Want a situation as errand-boy, do
you? Well, can you tell me how far the
moon is from the earth, eh?'’- “Well,
guv'nor, I'don’t know, but [ reckon it
ain't close enongh to interfere with me
He ot the job.

e < — e

running errands.”’

Some high-sounding names are worth
more on visiting cards than on checks.
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