
$1 PER ANNUM.

I
“THE DAYLIGHT STORE.” “THE DAYLIGHT STORE.” |

BABYLON & LIPPY CO.
I SPRING AND SUMMER MERCHANDISE |

OF EVERY KIND AWAITS YOUR;

APPROVAL AT EVERY COUNTER.;
|; Tailor-made Suits, Coats, Skirts, New Plain and Fancy Silks,

I
New Plain and Fancy Dress Goods, New White Goods, New Laces,

New Embroideries, New Dress Trimmings &c., Unsurpassed .

The New Spring Silks. Fine New Embroideries.
Whether for handsome Costumes, Waists, Etc., for J ?

street or evening wear these Silks excel all others in quality,
.. ...

„
..

,
~ <>

style and lustre? W re have planned for extraordinary selling of Embroid-

It’s a gathering that is note-worthy for the most pro-, erics this spring, every yard is an unexampled value and >

nounced styles of fashion and we offer eventful values: each line represents the newest designs and finest needle-

80-inch 81.50 Superior Quality Black Taffeta for $1.35. work on Swiss, Nainsook or Cambric W e have theuiin

80-inch 81.15 Extra Quality' Black Taffeta for SI.OO. widths and <|ualities. Coine and sec them. I KLLfcb £

ISC-inch
$1.75 Peau-de-Soie Excellent Quality $1.50. AND QUALIFY WILL DO IHE

.
£

Fancy Dress Silks in the newest checks, hairlines, stripes —~

‘ *

< J
and figures, worth 75c, our price 59c, Clothing That Fits and Wears. |

Newest Dress Fabrics of
The warm days are upon us and heavy garments must jt

Fashion be hd awa >’- W® aro better equipped to supply your
*

*

needs than the regular Tailoring Establishment. Our Stock
.

, ~, 7.
' , , ... v is much larger, giving you a wider range of choice, while G

The new shadow plaid voiles of wool and silk New
,it is llMeo Ualled.

'

Plain Panamas, Batistes, Mohairs. Eol.cn, Etc., are shown haye 'them in plaill anJ fane y Grays, Worsteds, S
by us in the most select weaves lor 1adored Suits or Hand- (Wllim,s and Serges from 85 to 818.00.

'

<
some Street Gowns. . . Single or Double breasted Suits.

25 Pieces Spring Dress rubrics in all New I laids, ‘
_

<[

Stripes and Plain Colors, also Shepherd's checks in black , , _ . . ][

I
and white of different sizes and combinations of Tan and UOpreCOde OtOCl £>3lß 300 1/IS"
Navy, Gray and White and many other stylish effects. ‘

25°-..
.

play of Shoes and Oxfords, i
36-inch wide plain Suitings, a hnpenor Quality ami ex * *

<>

mixli*cffect-Tim,
, Onjy un.l Wlmv, Or.y ami

Qurli.ie of Shu* TTdfhiw wkkM a Wlfc
Blue; also plain Panamas u, the *.bhaden;9e.

, w have no [

1.11 l ].nce SUC.
__ equal In point of style they are up to the minute. Don’t

An Unusual Pre-Easter Event
in Handsome White Fabrics. Specials. !¦
Considering Quality and Varieties and these Exeep- ;

~

tionally Low Prices, this sale offers very advantageous buying. Some excellent values in Easter Gibbons, Long b ack G

An extensive array of the best Foreign and Domestic Fab- Kid Gloves, Long Black Silk G oves, Ladies Neckwear -

I
rics now on display and sale for Spring and Summer Waists, Ladies Belts and Combs, Ladies Handkerchiefs am ,J
Gowns and Dresses of every kind. These white Fabrics Hosiery. <J
embrace all the newest designs in figures and stripes and <?
plain India Linens, Batistes. Persian Lawn, Chiffonettes, 1 t >

French Lawn, Organdies, Plain, Dotted and Fancy Swiss; MattingS I lYlaWngS ! IViaiTingS !

Plain and Mercerised Madras, Nainsook, Linens, Etc.

BABYLON &LIPPY CO.,
“THE DAYLIGHT STORE,” !;

WESTMINSTER, - - MARYLAND. I

In the Circuit Court for Carroll
County.

Kyanl Dorsey, Tax Collector vs. Charles
Johnson.

Ordered this 4th day of March in the year

A. D. 1907, that the sale of the real estate

made and reported in the above entitled cause

hy Byard Dorsey, Collector of State and
County taxes in and for the Fifth Flection
District of Carroll County, be ratified and
c .ntinued, unless cause to tin*contrary thereof
he shown on or before the Bth day of April
next, provided a copy ot this order be inserted
in some newspaper published in Carroll
County once in each of three successive
weeks prior to the first day of April next,
warning the said Charles Johnson, his heirs
and assigns and all other persons interested
in said real estate sold and reported sis afore
said to be and appear in this Court in person
or by solicitor on or before the Bth day ot
April next and show cause if any he or they
may have, why said sale should not be ratified
and confirmed. The report slates the amount

of sales to be seventy-six dollars.
WM. U. THOMAS.

True Copy,—Test;
mrß 3t David P. Smei.skr, Clerk.

TO CREDITORS.

This is to give notice that the subscribers
have obtained from the Orphans’ Court of
Carroll county, in Maryland, letters of admin-
istration on the Personal Estate of

MARGARETE. GRUMBINE,
late of Carroll county, deceased. Allpersons
having claims against the deceased are hereby
warned to exhibit the same, with the vouchers
thereof legally authenticated, to the subscrib-
ers, on or before the Ist day of October,
1907; they may otherwise by law be excluded
from all benefit of said estate.

Given under our hands this 25th day of
February, 1907.

WILLIAMH. GRUMBINE.
MARGARET E. GRUMBINE,

marl—4t Administrators.

TO CREDITORS.

This is to give notice that the subscribers
have obtained from the Orphans’ Court of
Carroll county, in Maryland, letters testamen-
tary on the Personal Estate of

LYDIA A. GREENHOLTZ,
late of Carroll county, deceased.' Allpersons
having claims against the deceased are hereby
warned to exhibit the same, with the vouchers
thereof legally authenticated, to the subscrib-
ers, on or before the Ist day of October,
1907; they may otherwise by law be excluded
•nun all benefit of said estate.

Given under our bauds this 26th day of
February, 1907.

FRANCIS L. MULLINIX,
JOHN G. GIST,

marl— 4t Executors.

to creditors.

This is to give notice that the subscriber
has obtained from the Orphans’ Court of
Carroll county, in Maryland, letters of ad-
ministration on the Personal Estate of

ELENORA FRITZ,
late of Carroll county, deceased. All persons
having claims against the deceased are hereby
warned to exhibit the same, with the vouch-
ers thereof legally authenticated, to the sub-
scriber, on or before the Bth day of Oclo
her, 1907; they may otherwise by law be ex-
cluded from all benefit of said estate.

Given under my hand this 6th day of
March, 1907.

MORDECAI FRITZ,
raarß 4t Administrator w. a.

JpOR SALE OR RENT.

One of the best Store Stands in Carroll
County for sale or rent. Store for rent; store
stock aud fixtures for sale. Possession given
April Ist, 1907. Apply to the

jan 18 ADVOCATE OFFICE,

LYNCH & STEELE,
DEALERS IN

Agricultural Implements and Machin-
ery, Field Seed, Wagons, Etc.,

CORNER GREEN AND LIBERTY STREETS,
WESTMINSTER, All).

We have made our contracts for 1907, and
as a starter will have on exhibition, tor the
inspection of the farmers, the following :

International Gasoline Engines and Manure
Spreaders, the simplest machines that are
made; Brown Wagons. Wiard and Olivet-
Plows, Perry Wood Frame Harrows, Steel
Lever Harrows, Black Hawk Check Row Corn
Planter, Sharpless Tubular Cretin Separa-
tors, Xc.

Many of these lines have been contracted
for in car lots, which allows us to sell at close
prices, thereby benefitting the farmer.

Look us up when in need, as we can save

you money, and will lake care of your ma-

chines after you have bought them.
Cloverseed is high in price, but we will

have some on hand at all times to accommo-

date those who want it.
febls C. & P. Phone, Call 424.

PLUMBING,
HEATING and

TINNING.

FRANK T. SHAEFFER
OPPOSITE ANCHOR HOTEL, I

WESTMINSTER, - - - MD.

GENERAL REPAIR SHOP.
I am ready at all times to do any \

work in my line.
Bids on heating and plumbing cheer-

fully given. Give me a call aud save

money.

MY WORK SPEAKS FOR ITSELF.
! C. &P. PHONE, 95 w. feblo

TO CREDITORS.

This is to give notice that the subscriber
has obtained from the Orphans’ Court of
Carroll county, in Maryland, letters testamen-
tary on the Personal Estate of

GUSTAVUS W. CRAPSTER,
late ofCarroll county, deceased. All persons
having claims against the deceased are hereby
warned to exhibit the same, with the vouchers
thereof legally authenticated, to the subscrib
ers, on or before the Ist day ofOctober, 1907;
they may otherwise by law be excluded from
all benefit of said estate.

Given under our hands this 25th day of
February, 1907.

JAMES A. C. BOND,
marl —4t Executor.

JOSEPH LMATHIAS, |
Successor to John Beaver, i

126 EAST MAIN STREET, J
Westminster, - - Maryland. I

Large Stock of i
Marble and Granite

*

Moments - aoi ¦ Headstones,!
to select from. 2

Prices Moderate. Give Me a Call. I

Mantel & Tile Setting a Specialty.
C, & P. Phone 70 R. J

SALE BILLS PRINTED at SHORT
NOTICE at this Offlee.

PUBLIC SALE
OF VALUABLE

REAL ESTATE,
In Franklin District, Carroll County, Mil.

By virtue of the authority contained m the
last will and testament of Richard Brashear,
late of Frederick county. Md., deceased, and
an order of the Orphans’ Court of said county,
the undersigned will offer tit Public Stile, on
the premises, on

WEDNESDAY, 3rd day of ADRIL, 1907,
at 1 o’clock p. m., all that Farm belonging to
said deceased, containing
97 ACRES OF LAND, MORE OR LESS,
being the same farm upon which Henrietta
Hood and Basil Hood, tier husband, resided,
situated jot a mile from the county road
leading from Westminster to Mt. Airy, and
about 4i miles north of Mt. Airy Station, on
B. <fe O. Railroad, and adjoins farms of Mrs.
Mary Baker, Witt. Gosnell, Miss Bacon. Geo.
Grimes and others. The farm is well watered,
with pump at the house, and fine spring. The
land is in fair condition, and it is an excellent
wheat farm. This property is well worthy the
attention ofpurchasers.

Terms of Sale, as prescribed by the Court :
One third cash on day of sale, or upon raliti
cation thereof by the Orphans’ Court, balance
in 6 and 12 months from day of sale, the pur-
chaser or purchasers giving his, her or their
notes, bearing interest from day of stile, with
good and sufficient security, to lie approved
by the executor, or all cash at option of pur-
chaser. A cash deposit of S2OO will be re
quired from purchaser on dav of sale.

OWEN DORSEY BRASHEAR,
Executor of Richard Brashear, deceased.

Geo. L. Stocksdale, Solicitor.
Edwin Mercer, auct. marß 4t

HORSES! HORSES!
On Monday, March 25, 1907, I will receive

car load of Ohio and Ken-
dßßLtucky Horses by express,
3 jiLconsisting of drivers, work-

ers and saddlers. Call and see them before
dealing elsewhere. Also will buy Fat Horses
and Mules for Southern market. Always
have on band Broke and Unbroke Mules.
Call and see them. H. A. SMITH,

jan 11 Hanover, Pa.

PUBLIC SALE.
The undersigned, agent, will sell on the

Manchester road, near Westminster, at Black
Ankle. SATURDAY, MARCH 23, 1907, at
12 m., 3 Horses, 3 Cows, Brood Sow, 2 Spot-
ted Shoats, 4-horse broadtread wagon, 2-horse
wagon, 2-seated Surrey, falling Top Buggy
and all kinds of farming implements. Credit
of 6 months given. See bills.
marß 3t WALTER M, GRAHAM, Agent.

SHEEP HARM IDOE
The time is drawing near for Sheep

Shearing. To save wool and sheep,
and save lime, apply to the
signed who has the experience. Highest cash
price paid for FURS also.

GEORGE W. MAGIN,
jan2s—2ra Westminster, Md.

f1 ONE ASTRAY. A large
VJ Red Steer, with White Fore-
head. When last heard from was in
the vicinity of Miller’s Station, Manchester
District. Liberal reward will be paid for any
information that will lead to the capture of
the steer. Address, J. R. HESSON,

raat-15 3t* Union Mills, Md.

DO YOU realize that ROOFING SLATE
is very CHEAP and that Smith & Reif-

snider carry a large stock of assorted sizes
and grades ?

She dcmunatic
WESTMINSTER, MD, FRIDAY AFTERNOON, MARCH 22, 1907.

: SHOULDER TO SHOULDER.

> The young pastor stood by t lie gale and
I shaded his eyes as he looked down the road.

[ As the approaching figure came a little,

? nearer, he understood the oddity of its

I appearance. There were two men, and
’ one of them was carrying the other on his

’ hack. When they reached the pastor the

burden bearer paused. He was a stout
fellow of more than medium height.

“Howdy, sir,” he said in a deep voice,
“Itrust you are quite well?”

“Quite well, thank you,” the young

pastor replied.
The burden on the stout man s back

squirmed uneasily. “Lemme down, Lorn,

it said.
The stout man’s voice suddenly softened.

“You ain’t a bit heavy, Phil. Don’t you

get down unless you’re tired o riding.
“Iam tired,” said the burden.
“Friend ofmine who’s a little bit under

the weather,” the stout man explained.
“Got a bit tired coming up that long hill,
and that’s how I happened to be toting

hint.”
The pastor looked at the stout man’s

friend. He was only a boy of eighteen,
perhaps, whose appearance showed the

ravages of a wasting disease.
“Phil ain’t what you’d call pretty ro-

bust,” the stout man somewhat hastily
explained. “He’s a little shaky about the

legs and wants fleshing up a bit. All he

needs is a breath or two of this mountain
air, and a plateful of good country feed.

The boy shook his head.
“Tom knows better,” he said in his

hoarse tones. “I ain’t a-goiu’ to get

well, an’ he knows it. It’s my lungs.’
The stout man gave the boy a playful

shake.
“We want to find a boarding place,

Phil and I. Just a quiet house where
the air is good and the feed is good, and
where we can see the sun rise and set.
And we’ll pay well for it.”

The pastor reflected for a moment.
‘ 1 [ think the place for you is the Widow

Langley’s,” he answered. “She has 1
plenty of room and I have no doubt will
be glad to receive you. She lives just be-
yond the turn in the road. You can see
her chimney through the trees there.”

“Thank you,” said the stout man. i
“Come, Phil.”

The pastor stood in the roadway watch-
ing the two strangers until they passed
around the curve. The stout man was

merrily whistling and keeping step to the
music. The sick boy’s head drooped upon
his bearer’s shoulder.

That evening the pastor had a caller.
It was the stout man. lie came up the
walk a little diffidently. The pastor was
on the broad porch. “Come up,” he
said cordially. “I am glad to see you
again. Take this easy chair.”

The stranger hesitatingly accepted.
“Thanky,” he said. “You are very
good. You see,” he hesitated again,

“you see I thought it would be well to

know somebody in the neighborhood—and
it struck me the parson was the very one

I ought to know.’ ’
“The boy is in a critical state,” said

the parson.
“Yes, he is.”
There was a little silence.
“Do you wish me to recommend a doc-

tor ?’ ’

The stout man shook his head.

“No. The boy’s had all the doctoring
he can stand, lie’s going to take his
tonic out of the mountain air.”

“Have you come far?” the pastor
asked.

“From Amityville. My partner’s there

at the hot springs trying to boil out his
rheumatism. We’re all show people, you
see,” he presently added.

“And is the boy in the show business,
too?” the latter asked.

“Yes, he was born into it. His father
was a trapeze performer and his mother a

bicycle rider. The lad is a leaper and

tumbler. Father and mother are both
dead and since the boy got so sick he
couldn’t work, my partner and Ihave been
looking after him.”

The sight of the boy clinging about the
neck of the stout stranger arose before the
pastor.

“You are a fine fellow,” he said, “I
am glad to know you.

The stout man flushed.
“None o’ that,” he abruptly said.
“We knew his father and mother.

They were worthy people, and the boy is a
.rood boy. Neither my partner nor I have
been married, and the youngster sort o’
seems like a son to us. There’s no ques-
tion about money —we have all that’s
needed.

There was a brief silence.
“I don’t think that I ever met a circus

performer before,” said the young pastor.
The stout man laughed.
“Iguess we’re all human,” he said.

“We have all joys and sorrows, our laughs
and our pains, very much the same as other
folks. No doubt you’re sort o’ prejudiced
against us?”

“Iwas,” said the young pastor. “It
was a part ofmy bringing up. ’ ’

The stout man nodded.
“You’llpardon my saying so, parson,”

he slowly remarked, “but it seems to me
that prejudice is often another name for
ignorance. ’

’
“I’m a young man,” said the pastor,

“Ihave much to learn.”
Again the stout man nodded.
“You’re going at it in the right way,”

he said. “And now I want to ask a fa-
vor. I want you to come up and see the
lad. You’ll know how to talk to him.
He won’t stand for any preaching, but

there’ll be a chance to put in a helpful
word now and then.”

He talked to the lad, and he read to
him—and the boy was pleased at his com-

ing. But the stout man seemed to keep
aloof from the young pastor.

Early one evening the latter was hurry-
ing through his gateway when he encoun-
tered the boy’s friend.

“Where so fast, parson ?” the stout
man asked as he swung into step beside
him.

“To the village. There is trouble
there. ’’

“Trouble! What sort of trouble ?”

“A farmer on the west hill was shot
this afternoon by some unknown person
and badly wounded. A colored man was
seen lurking in the neighborhood. He
was taken to jail, and there may be an

attempt to lynch him tonight. And the
sheriff is away and isn’t expected home
until tomorrow. But he has been tele-
graphed to return at once. He knows
how to handle them. ’

’

“Better keep away from this, parson,”
the stout man counseled. “No doubt the

fellow is guilty and mobs are a bad propo-
sition. Somebody is pretty sure to get
hurt.”

The young parson shook his head. “I
hope lama good citizen as well as a cler-
gyman,” he said.

I The stout man grumbled beneath his
breath, but he kept step with the pastor.

“Where are you going?” the latter
, presently said.

[ “With you,” was the curt answer.
, The village seemed quiet as they crossed

5 to the low building used as a jail.
. jailor was alone there, an elderly man.

‘ ‘The sheriff can get back inside of an

hour,” he told the pastor, “and Iguess
there won’t nothin’ dreadful happen in

, that time.”
’ So the pastor and the stout man stood

on the jail steps and waited in silence.
And then suddenly across the park they
saw a confused rabble approaching. There
might have been a hundred persons in this

; mob, but many of them were boys. As
they neared the jail they uttered wild cries.

“Lynch him!” they shrieked.
“Give us the keys, Jim Ferguson,”

cried a voice, “or we’ll burn the jail over
your head!”

, “Batter in the door, boys,” yelled a

fellow.
Then the pastor stepped out from the

shadow, and the stout man was close at

his side.
“Men,” cried the pastor, “listen to

me !”

“It’s the parson,” shouted a voice.
“Give the parson a chance.”

And the young pastor, his voice full of
feeling, besought them to reflect. His
tones rang out clear and strong, his words
were impressive. But a voice interrupted
him.

“That’senough, parson. You’ve done
your duty and now we’ll do ours. Get to
work, lads.”

There was a roar from the crowd, but
the young pastor was undaunted. As his

voice arose again the ruffian in the van
tried to howl him down.

“Quit your yawp!” he shouted.
“You’ve had your say. Come on, lads!”

The stout man had been leaning for-
ward, his eyes on the mob. Now he sud-

) denly leaped from the steps and struck the
noisy fellow a swift blow across the mouth

with his open hand.

“Take that, you loafer,” he roared,
and snatched from the fellow’s hand a

stout cudgel, and fiercely menaced the
mob. “You scum!” he cried. “You’ve
hoard the parson —now listen to me!

There are two men here, standing shoulder
to shoulder for order and decency.
They’re not going to let you get into this
jail without a fight—and somebody will
get hurt. I’m good for any half dozen of
you myself. Now get to your homes be-

fore it’s too late.”

He leaped back to the pastor’s side, the

cudgel in his hand, his eyes blazing.
For a moment the mob was still. Then

a hoarse voice shouted “Killhim!’ and
a stone thrown from the outskirts of the
crowd grazed the stout man’s forehead.
Another missile flew by him and struck

the jail door. There was a forward move-

ment of the mob.
But the stout man leaped forward again

and caught hold of the ringleader whom he

had silenced. The fellow was wiping his

bleeding mouth in a dazed fashion. The
stout man caught him around the waist
and quickly flung him on to the upper step.

Then he followed him and helped him up
so that he formed a sort of shield for the

pastor and himself.
“Now fling your stones,” he roared.

“Here’s your own target for you. Bring

on your battering ram. But I’ll promise
you it will go hard with this big loafer if
you try any of your cowardly games.”

“Smash him, Sam!” screamed a shrill
voice in the midst of the mob.

“Yes, Sam, smash him!” saidthestout
man. lie was behind the ringleader, hold-
ing him, by the wrist. “Sam couldn’tbe
more helpless if he was a baby, could you,
Sam ?’ ’

There was confusion in the mob. Here
was an unexpected opposition.

The stout man noted their hesitation.

“Tell them to go home,” he hoarsely
whispered in the ringleader’s ear, and the

request was followed by a significant twist
of the prisoned wrist.

“Go home, boys, go home,” roared the
helpless leader.

“Once more,” demanded the stout

man.
‘ ‘Go home, boys, go home.
The mob wavered—and just then a

horse’s hoofs were heard in the distance.
“The sheriff,” murmured the pastor.

“The sheriff!” repeated a half dozen
voices.

The rider came nearer. The mob sud-
denly turned and fled.

Less than a week later the sick boy

quietly fell asleep and the little town had
seldom seen a larger funeral. All the pas-
tor’s flock was there, and the flowers were
many and beautiful. The lad was laid
away on the sunny hillside of the old cem-

i etery.
• “You’ve been very kind to me, and to

i the boy, parson,” said the stout man as
he stood on the station platform and waited
for the train that was to bear him away.

“I’m afraid I may have said something
that jarred on your feelings, and I’msorry

for it.
”

s The pastor smiled and said: “I’ve
learned to judge you by your deeds, not

your words.”
The stout man flushed.
“The show will be at Colebrook the

early part of the coming season,” he said
and looked at the pastor.

“Let me know when it will be there,”
( the latter stoutly said, “and I will come

over to see it. ”

The stout man wrung the pastor’s hand.

I “Good bye,” he cried.

Our Weekly Message.

Our Sunday schools throughout the State
i are reminded that March 24 is Temperance

Sunday. There ought to be special prepara-
tion for this important event. Some good,
helpful speaker should be secured —one in
your own church or school is better This,
however, should not he made to interfere with

the lesson. There should be careful study,
' not only as to the matter of the lesson, but as

1 to the manner in which it should be
taught. Pledge cards should be used.

, These can he secured with but small cost from
your own denominational publishing houses.
Get ready, not only to teach total abstinence,
but to pledge your school to total abstinence.
This drink question must be settled in our

homes and Sunday schools, and it is lime we

were at it. Soon our Association will be able

1 to supply you with literature to aid you in the
work. May God help you to make Temper-
ance Sunday a power in behalf ofthe children.

, Fraternally,
Henry L. Moltz, President,
Geo. H. Nock, State Supt.,

Maryland Evangelistic Association.

ONE carload of CYPRESS PICKETS to

be sold by Smith & Reifsnider at $14.00
a thousand. Come quick while they last.

“Beg Pardon," And Half An Hour
Later They Were Married.

The accidental jostling of a young wo-

man by a man the other day led to a wed-
ding almost on the spot.

This delightful romance illustrates the
value of good manners and cheerfulness.
The two young people who collided were
so impressed with one another’s happy
way of treating the incident that they were

convinced that they would be happy part-
ners for life.

Miss Beatrice Kennedy, a very pretty
and popular young society woman of Ala-
meda, Cal., was returning home from San
Francisco in one of the crowded local
trains. She was laden with all sorts of
little bundles, mostly articles of wearing

apparel and finery. As she was hurrying
forward to look for her seat in the crowded
train a young man—a perfect stranger to

her—jostled against her accidentally and
caused her to drop several of her little
bundles on the floor. She was highly em-

barrassed, for she still had so many bundles
in her arms that she could hardly stoop
down to pick anything up. The young
man, however, proved very polite and
cheerful.

“I beg your pardon, Miss,” he ex-
claimed, “I’m an awkward brute!”

But he did not stop at polite words. He
immediately set to work to pick up the bun-
dles, and while he did so he very dexterously
kept back the crowding people from step-
ping on the fragile articles.

There were many other people who jos-
tled against one another in that car, but in

no case was the meeting attended with
anything like such pleasant results as this.

With all her bundles restored, Miss
Kennedy found her way to a seat. For-
tunately it happened that another seat was
vacant beside. The polite stranger occu-
pied it.

He inquired if any of the bundles con-
tained breakables, and offered in the kind-
est and most unaffected manner to replace
them if they had been damaged through
his carelessness. Miss Kennedy replied
quickly that they were not breakable and
there was no damage done to them. At the
same time she blushingly sought to cover

up a bundle which was bursting open and
revealing something decorated with pink
ribbon and lace. The gallant stranger ap-

parently did not notice it at all.
“The woman who meets the little an-

noyances of life with an even temper is
race,” he reflected to himself, “and yet
that is the quality which is most needed in
a fireside companion. I have found a

pearl among women.”
Miss Kennedy and the stranger naturally

glided into a pleasant and friendly conver-
sation. They talked about the progress
that was being made in rebuilding San
Francisco and agreed that there was a

splendid opportunity for a young man to
begin business there, and to enjoy health
and fortune in the glorious climate of Cal-
ifornia.

“The stores in Frisco are simply de-
lightful,” said Miss Kennedy. “I be-
lieve they are better now than ever. I

can hardly tear myself away from them,
they are so fascinating.”

“Then how troublesome it must be for
you to go shopping without anybody to

help to carry the things. You could give

your undivided attention to examining those
delightful bargains if you had somebody to

look after all the bothersome details of
paying for them and so on. ’’

“Oh, but I understand that a man would
rather go to prison than help a girl shop.

“Men are not all such brutes. I should
enjoy helping you more than anything in
the world.”

“Youseem to be a nice kind of man.”
“Thank you. Now, don’t you find

shopping all alone very tiresome ?’ ’
“Sometimes it is rather hard,” Miss

Kennedy admitted.
“Well, why don’t you get married, and

then you would have somebody who would
think it heavenly to relieve you of these

troublesome littleparcels.
“Why, think of the pockets a man has

in his coat, where he could put any num-
ber of these, ’ ’ and the stranger, suiting
the action to the word, put package after
package into his cavernous pockets, while
Miss Kennedy looked on in wonder.

“They are convenient, aren’t they?”
she said.

“Yes, indeed, and it is convenient to
have a husband, too. It seems strange to

me that a young and lovely woman like
you (pardon me, I do not mean to be im -

pertinent) should not already be mar-
ried.”

“Perhaps I am,” laughed Miss Ken-
nedy.

“Oh, no, I ho—, I mean I think you
are not. Are you?” and the stranger

looked straight into her eye, and waited
for the answer.

It came, finally, after Mias Kennedy-
had returned his direct glance. “I am

not, ’ ’ she said.
“You are not?” Can you imagine,

Miss Miss
‘‘Kennedy, ’’ the young woman prompted.
“Miss Kennedy, can you imagine how

happy that answer makes me, and will you
forgive me if I tell you what is in my
heart ?’ ’

“But, sir, I do not even know your
name, nor who you are, nor what you
are. ’ ’

“Miss Kennedy, my name is Lynd Ag-
new. I am twenty-five years old and a

native of Louisville, Kentucky. I am a

marine engineer by occupation, and a grad-
uate in medicine. lam receiving an ex-
cellent salary and I am fairly well to do.
Miss Kennedy, I want you to marry me.”

Miss Kennedy opened her beautiful eyes
wide with surprise. She might truly have
uttered that old, familiar phrase, “This is
so sudden,” but she did not, for she is not
a conventional young woman and the situ-

ation was not conventional. The man’s
expression was so frank, sincere and heart-
felt that she was carried away by it. She
felt here was the one man who had been
intended for her from all time. She was

absolutely convinced that she could trust
him, although she had known him but a
few minutes. She realized, too, that she

must make up her mind now or perhaps
lose this opportunity forever. So, putting
aside all maiden misgivings and desire to
temporize, she looked him frankly in the
eyes and said:

“Ibelieve in you. I feel that you are
sincere and I will marry you.

“Willyou marry me immediately ?” he
asked.

“Yes,” she said.
He pressed her hand warmly, for that

was all that even Mr. Agnew dared to do

in a crowed local train.

At this instant the guard put his head
in and yelled:

“Alameda.”
The betrothed pair rose hastily and hur-

ried to the door. This time he carried all
the bundles. Then they went out into

Alameda to bunt for someone who would
marry them immediately.

At last they reached the house of the
Rev. Henry K. Sanborn, pastor of the
Brooklyn Presbyterian Church of East
Orange. After a few preliminary inquiries
he performed the ceremony that made
them man and wife.

THE HERO OF THE BRIGADE.
By Francesco.

Mike was the pet of the fire brigade
men. He was only ten, quite a little boy
in fact, but he liked to be considered a
man. His father had belonged to the
fire brigade, and he died from wounds in-
flicted while endeavoring to save the in-
mates of a burning house. His mother
had died from the shock, and had left
behind her little baby boy, Mike, when he
was only a few days old.

Another fireman’s wife had taken the
tiny fellow to nurse with her own children,
and he had been called Michael, after his
father. As he grew up he loved to go to
drill with the brigade men, and to watch
them cleaning the brass of the big fire en-
gines and escapes. He would run, fetch
and carry for the reward of hearing some
story about people rescued from burning
houses, and so on. Ifany boy were liable
to be spoilt, that boy would have been
Mike, but it seemed impossible to spoil.
He was always obedient to the foster-
parents and teachers, and unselfish toward
the children when he played with them.

Mike’sambition was to go on the fire
engines with the men when they were
called to action. He had often pleaded to
be allowed to go, but in vain.

One night as he lay dreaming, a strange
light seemed to fill the room through the
window from outside. Then the cries and
shouts ofmen and women from the street
below filled his eyes. Something was on
fire! For a moment his brain grew dizzy,
and he felt afraid, for he knew that the
fire must be near. Then he jumped up
and looked out of the window.

The fire station was built with two great
wings from the main building, and between
them was a large courtyard. In this court-
yard Mike could see a throng of people
looking up toward the house, their faces
lit by some light which came from above—-
whence he could not tell. With trem-
bling hands he pushed up the window and
looked up. The flames came from the
roof of the very building he was in. The
fire was quite close to him!

When the people saw Mike at the win-
dow they gave a great shout.

The little fellow looked down on the
great seething mass of faces and then
above and around at the huge flames leap-
ing and jumping higher and higher. They
seemed to be closing in all around him.
He wondered how it was he had been left
there alone, when a child’s cry of fear
made him turn around to see little Willie,
a child of three, come through his bedroom
door. As the door was opened a volume
of dense smoke poured in, and beyond
Mike could see the angry red flames that
curled up and up. For a moment the
smoke blinded him, then he rushed forward
and slammed the door to, clasping the lit-
tle, sobbing boy in his arms.

“I’se so fwightened,” Willie whim-
pered.

“Hush! hush!” said Mike soothingly
to the little fellow, who was motherless
like himself and a great favorite. “Mike
will take care of you. ’

’

This he said with great courage, but
feeling as if he were telling a story, for he
was perplexed and bewildered and saw no

way ofescape.
He took Willie to the window and called

and shouted to the people below. They
called and shouted in return, and in the
din and roar of voices Mike could scarcely
hear what they said. It seemed as if they
were bidding him have courage, that the
fire escapes were all in use on the other
wing of the building, and that help was
coming.

He tried to be brave for Willie’s sake,
who was quite happy now he was ho longer
alone. He clapped his hands with glee as
he saw the flames leaping up and laughed
in childish mirth as he watched the people
below.

“What are they all doing, Mike?” he
asked.

And Mike, who saw the smoke slowly
creeping in under the bed-room door and
heard the hissing and cracking ofthe burn-
ing wood, laughed, too, watching all the
time for the promised help to come.

Then he saw the firemen take a large
blanket and hold it under the window
where he stood, and which was three stories
high. He knew what that meant well
enough; he had not lived in a fire station
all his life for nothing. It meant that he

was to leap from the window into the blank-
et, which would be lowed as he reached it.

For himself be was not afraid, but for
Willie. He was such a little chap, and
could never be persuaded to jump. He
could not throw him into the blanket, for
he was but small himself, and he knew in-
stinctively that his strength would not be
equal to the task ofaiming straight.

With a cry, almost of agony, and a
tightening of his arms around Willie’s baby
form, he hurled himself into the space
below.

Cheer after cheer arose from the anx-
ious spectators, but Mike heeded them
not, for he was quite stunned by the fall.
When he came to it was to find himself
and Willie in a warm room and a cosy fire,
while his foster mother was bending over
him and trying to get him to drink some
cordial.

“Brave boy!” she whispered; and
Mike’s heart leaped at the words.

Then she explained to him how he had
been left behind in the hurry and confu-
sion of the fire alarm. She had taken her
two children away, meaning to return for
him and Willie. But the fire had gained
ground so rapidly that she had been unable
to do as she wished.

“But you are safe now, my darling,
and little Willie, too. You saved his life,
Mike I”

“Oh, no!” cried Mike, flushing all
over.

“Yes,” she returned; “ifyou had not
carried him in your arms he would have
dropped to the ground through friglit, and
been dashed to pieces, and you risked your
life by carrying him, too. Every one
says so. ’

’

But Mike would not have it. “There
was nothing else to do,” he answered
simply, and said the same when he was
grown up and a fireman, with more than
one medal from the Royal Humane So-
ciety for saving lives at the risk of his
own.

WE ARE always glad to name prices,
and ifyou will bring or mail that lum

ber bill to us we will save you money. Do
not forget Smith & Reifsnider are out for
business and are going to get it.
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Horses With Heaves.

Broken wind is not curable, but it is
quite possible to keep the ordinary case
going with tolerable comfort to the animal
and a fair amount of satisfaction to the
owner or driver who is not particularly
horseproud. The first thing is to take into
consideration the nature and cause ofwhat
is popularly called “broken wind.” It is
not a respiratory disease, but is due in most
cases to bad feeding.

Feeding an inordinate quantity ofbulky,
innutrious fodder, particularly badly saved,
moldy or dusty hay, is a common cause.

Horses most frequently afflicted are farm
horses and inferior ponies. Both are
greedy feeders and both belong to owners
notoriously niggardly of their grain.

The victim should be fed on good food
and of a more concentrated character than
is generally supplied to it.

More oats and less hay should be given,
and all food should be free from dust and
given slightly dampened with salt and
water. Feed on the little-and-often prin-
ciple. The hours of feeding should be
adapted to the hours of work, so that the
horse is not called upon to labor on a dis-
tended stomach. The largest meal should
be given at night, and them the largest part
ofthe hay allowed should be fed.

Linseed and bran should be given occa-

sionally in the form of mash. Carrots and
green food are good, because they are di-
gestible and slightly laxative, but too much
green food is incompatible with condition,
and the thing to be aimed at is main-
tenance of the animal in hard condition.
A cool, well-ventilated stable is a necessity.
Water is best kept so that it can be taken
at will, or if that is not possible water be-
fore each meal.

Regular, moderate work is better than
irregular labor or long spells of idleness.
At the start go slowly until the bowels
have been emptied. The distended stom-
ach and bowels, by pressing on the dia-
phragm, increase the distress in breathing,
and this is another reason for the food be-
ing more concentrated or why it should
contain the elements of nutrition in as
small bulk as possible. There is always a

characteristic cough, and on some occa-
sions, where there has been some departure
from the rules offeeding or in certain states
of the weather, there is an increase in the
severity of the symptoms, which may call
for medicine to relieve them, but drugs are
not of much use in ordinary cases and
should notbe persisted in when acutesymp-
toms have yielded.

When recourse is had to medicine from
time to time it seems more effective than
when regularly given. The bowels should
never be allowed to become constipated,
and when judicious feeding with linseed,
carrots or green stuff does not suffice to
keep them regular a laxative should be
given.

Management Of Brood Sows.

In many sections where the snowfall is
light and the winter of short duration hogs
can be grazed practically all the year. In
other places winter feeding for, say, three
or four months will be necessary. This
need not entail great expense, however,
if the sows are so bred and handled as to
farrow some time during the month of
March or April. It will not be desirable
to wean them forat least eight weeks, and
along in early April, depending on the
locality, grazing crops will be available,
and the sow and litter can then be turned
out and the little pigs given the most fav-
orable environment at an early age and
accustomed to eat green food. Only a
comparatively small amount of grain will
be needed during the winter. This may
be made up of some corn, but for the
brood sow should not consist of more than
one-third corn. Some clover hay will be
eaten with relish, and a few tons of
peavine or soybean hay well laden with
pods will practically maintain the brood
sow through the winter, with a few ears of
corn added daily to give variety to the
ration. Wherever slops or skim milk are
available they should be utilized, and if
the corn is old and hard it is better to
grind it and feed as a thin slop. It will
not pay to cook the food, though if roots
or tubers are available a small quantity
given to the sow each day will stimulate
the milk flow and help to keep the system
in a healthy condition. A little bran
should be fed occasionally, and crushed
oats, barley or wheat may be used to ad-
vantage. There is always some waste
food on the farm, enough at least to
maintain a few brood sows through the
winter season. During the early spring,
when the grazing crops are young and
succulent, even though they be legumes,
it will be necessary to feed some grain to
secure the best results. In fact, it is
desirable to feed a little grain until some
of the podbearing legumes like the cowpea
and soybean are ready, for though hogs
will do extremely well on alfalfa or red
clover, still they will do enough better to
pay for the grain consumed; and if one
wishes to grow them rapidly and uniformly
and have them make as much as a pound
or a pound and a half gain per head a day,
liberal feeding even on choice pastures
must be followed. Where mast is available
hogs will need less grain, though they will
of course, not grow as rapidly as where
given a little each day.

Problem Floored Him.

“Ifa man and a half can eat a squab
and a half in an hour and a half for a day
and a half at a time and a half, how long
willit take the dog to tree the coon?’ ’

For a long time the pale, dejeoted ap-
pearing young man sat and studied and *

studied; then he wearily lifted his head and
spoke to the friend who was near him.

“Alas! I cannot find it,” he said.
“Cannot find what ?”
‘‘The answer to this problem. ’ ’
“You bet you can’t!”
“Because there is no answer to it.”
“But Ifound it in the paper.”
“Well, the editor will have to answer

for the paper, but nobody will answer the
problem. And why do you waste what
ought to be gray matter on it? Honestly,
now, do you give a whoop whether the
dog trees the coon or not?”

“No, but—well, you see—”
“You bet you don’t, and neither do

some thousands of other simpletons who
waste their time over similar conundrums
care how old is Ann or why a hen is, or
what is the solution of any other problem
that appeals through the drool ofimbecility

1 to the drivel of inanity. And yet these
thousands and tens of thousands continue
their childish solutions of the unsolvable,
while the world has valuable work that
needs human hands and brains for the

1 doing. Go to ! Ifyou have a mind, use
it where a mind should be used; if you

! have not, don’t play with its imitation.”
“Well, I—” began the pale, dejected-

appearing young man; but then he threw
the problem in the waste-basket and said
no more.


