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///ll ll you want *°

/ I 1| drink real coffee,

11 il buy a sea^ Pac^“
W age of Arbuckles’
S((fflh] ARIOSA and grind

it in your own
kitchen as you want to use it.
Roasted coffee loses its strength
and flavor if exposed to the air,

and even its identity as coffee
after grinding. Loose coffee sold
out of a bag, bin or tin is usually
dusty and soiled by handling.

Don’t take it!
Complin with aH requirements of the National Pure

Food Law, Guarantee No. 2041, filed at Washington,

f'rtfrt JPteg.

A BOY WHO SAVED FIVE LIVES.

A record of five lives saved during his
first season’s swimming shows how useful
the art of swimming may be to a boy.
Frank Duffy lives near the foot of South
Cth street, Brooklyn. There is an old
wharf at the end of the street —a rotting
old wharf no longer used. On this sunny,
deserted old pier the boys of the neighbor-
hood congregate and skylark in the water.
At certain hours they go in swimming.
The term “high tide” and “low tide”
are not in use on this pier. Instead, the
boys say “clean water” and “dirty wa-
ter.” A big sewer pours its muddy stream
into the river at this point. At low tide
the boys will not go in. They wait for
high tide, and they keep track of its rise
and fall with all the precision of old fish-
ermen. Sometimes at 9or 10 o’clock at
night the cry “Clean water!” in long
drawn cadence, will run along the foot of
South Cth street, and from all round about
the boys come flocking, like the children
after the “Pied Piper of Hamelin Town.”
Mothers protest in vain. Boys have even
been known to slip out of bed on a hot
summer night, jerk trousers over night-
shirt and skin away to that magic cry of
“Clean water!” Some boys stay in the
whole six hours of “clean water.”

Nevertheless, Frank Duffy had lived
at No. 57 South Cth street for four years
without learning to swim. He can’t tell
why. He just didn’t. There are many
other boys in the neighborhood who have
never learned. A year ago, in September,
he went to Sheepshead Bay for several
successive Sundays with a number
of other boys. They hired a boat and
amused themselves by diving from it in
water wings. This apparatus is something
like a life-saving belt, with big pads on
either side. The whole is blown up like
a bicycle tire, and will support a man’s
body in the water. Frank paddled about
in tiie water twite with the wings. The
third day he drove as usual but the wings
had been improperly fastened, and he

found himself in the water without them.
It was “up to” him to swim, and h?swam
as naturally as if he had been swimming
all his life. He swam a little more before
cold weather came, and last spring started
swimming regularly at the foot of South
Cth street.

On September 11, while standing on

the pier, he noticed a boy’s head go down.
The head did not come up, and there was
strong presumption that it was under a log
that bumped lazily on the tide. Flinging
off his coat, but fully accoutred otherwise,
Frank sprang in and swam to the log. He
saw the boy under the log, grabbed his
foot and dragged him to the surface. The
boy, Herman Hurdis, had swallowed so
much water that he was nearly unconcious
and almost drowned. Frank took him to
shore with one hand; then he proceeded to

stand him on his head to let the salt water

run out. At this the Hurdis boy came to
life and objected lustily. Then Frank tried
to roll him to get the water out. But the
Hurdis boy would not permit that, and
ungratefully tried to kick his rescuer in the
stomach. So Frank abandoned the effort
in disgust.

It was his busy day, however. He had
no sooner ceased his course of first aid to
the injured than he saw another boy trying
to drown himself. This was Charles
Schmidt, who lived just across the street

from Frank. The Schmidt boy felt him-
self being carried out by the tide and be-
gan to scream. Young Duffy plunged in
again and brought his second trophy to the
shore. As he set him down on the pier,
he said in disgust;

“Say! I can’t keep dis ting up all day.
Can’t you kids keep in your depth ? You’d
better tie a string round you and hitch it
to de dock when you go in swimmin’.”

The crowd gathered around Frank and

began to congratulate him on his double
achievement. But that young hero re-
sponded grimly:

“Dat’s all right, but look at me pants!
Me mother ’ll know I’ve been in de water 1
for fair. I’llneed a life savin’ committee 1
meself when I get home.”

He started dejectedly for home, but at
this point Mrs. Hurdis appeared, added

DAVIS DURABILITY. \
“My house was painted in 1899 with i

i

Davis 1 Per Deal, i
- Pure Paint ;

and today looks very well.
I can cheerfully recommend it to those

wanting the best paint.” 1
J. E. Wise, Berlin, Md.

Do you think adulterated Paint '
would give the same satisfaction?

I

WESTMINSTER HARDWARE CO.!
AGENTS. <

her thanks to the congratulations, and in-

vited Frank to come around and have his
picture taken free at her husband’s studio.
She also bestowed upon him a 50-cent piece.
This created a diversion. Frank headed
for a place where 50 cents might suitably
be spent, followed by his friends. Then he
went home, slipped into his own bedroom
very quietly and changed his clothes.
Whether it was the proverbial modesty of
the hero or a prudent desire not to call
attention to his “pants.” Frank did not
say but anyway Mrs. Duffy knew nothing
about the matter till she saw it in the pa-
per. Then the neighborhood said to her:
“Say, Mrs. Duffy, did Schmidt blow
Frankie to a new pair of pants ?’ ’

“Blow nothing,” replied Mrs. Duffy,
“We’ve bought our groceries of Schmidt
for five years, and he never so much as

spoke to Frank about saving Charlie’s
life.”

“Never mind,” said Frank, philosophi-
cally; “he’ll give me something next
Christmas. He’ll give me a calendar.”

Frank was called in from roller skating
on the asphalt under the Williamsburg
Bridge to discuss his feats. He came
rather grumpily as he prefers roller skating
to fame.

“Dey said I saved dem both at de same
time—brought one of them in in me
teeth,” said he, scornfully. “Wot do
they take me for—a dog. Dey was ten
minutes apart, the two savin’s.”

“But how about that affair on Labor
Day, Frank?”

“Dat? Oh, dat was harder. Dat was
Walter Conran. He’s sixteen years old,
and bigger dan me. I was in de water

when I saw some one push him off de
dock. I knew he couldn’t swim. He
was always afraid of de water. It took
me ten or fifteen minutes to get him in,
‘cause it was against de tide. I was
played out; and detide took us right into

de sewer water, too.”
“Well, what was it about two other

boys you saved this summer?”
Frank reflected.
“I’dalmost forgotten dem,” said he.

“We don’t bother about dem tings. Some
one is always gettin’ picked up down dare.
Dey was two Polacks. It was early in de
summer. Dey was in de baby hole.”

“The baby hole.”
“Yes. We walled up a place wid stones

and brick, so at low tide de water was
about three feet deep in it, and de little
chaps could go in dare and play. Dese little
chaps was only eight years old. De tide
kept a crcepin’ up, and at last it swept

down out of de baby hole. I took dem
in. Dat’s all dare was to dat.”

Frank glanced suggestively at his roller
skates.

“But what was it about a horse you
stopped one time?”

“Oh, dat? Well, his trace came un-
buckled, and he started to run away, and
I stopped him. Dat’s all there was to
dat.”

Frank evidently thought it rather a bore
to be called in from roller skating to dis-
cuss such small matters as saving the lives of
five boys and stopping a runaway horse.

Frank is sixteen years old, but very

small, scarcely larger than a well grown

boy oftwelve. His growth has all gone to
muscle and strength, instead of height,
and he is ‘ ‘as hard as nails.’ ’ He is also
a very cool headed boy, thinking quickly
and never losing his wits in an emergency.
His swimming prowess came to him by
heredity. His father was a great swimmer
in his youth, and an uncle was awarded a

gold medal for saving a life in the water.
Questioned as to why some boys swim

and some do not, he pondered.
“It’s just accordin’ todeboy, Iguess,”

said he finally. “Some fellers dat live
two miles away ’llcome down for a swim.
Some dat live right near de water will
never go in it. Ifa boy likes to swim he
can’t never get enough. He wants to be
in de water all de time. Ifhe don’t, you
have to t’row him in. Most of de boys I
know dat know how to swim learned at de
baths.

’

’

Fifty cents and a dozen photographs
for five lives. But he is satisfied.

See To Your Perches.

Mr. T. E. Orr, secretary of the Ameri-
can Poultry Association, gives the follow-
ing three rules about perches:

First —Let all be on the same level. The
old perches t hat slope up like an inclining
ladder are an abomination. There is a\
aways a contest for the highest perches, the
weaker ones are relegated to the lower

perches and are sure to get soiled. It is

difficultto remove the droppings with these
ladder-like perches. As they are always
permanent they furnish a fine harbor for

lice.
Second—The perches should be large

and strong. The writer always uses 214-
inch hemlock, flat side up and the splin-
ters and roughnesses smoothed oft’a little
with a plane. These are strong and,
especially being broad, furnish surface
enough for holding quite a quantity of
liquid licekiller, which we paint on the
perches—top and bottom—every two to

three weeks. This is our only remedy for
the lice, and we find it most effective.
Professor Rice writes us that in an experi-
ment at Cornell University with liquid
licekillers, 239 dead lice were found on

papers under the perch from one fowl
alone. This was done one night simply
by painting the perch with one of the

licekillers.
Third—Let the supports for the perches

be eight-inch boards set on edge and with
shallow notches in the upper edges to keep
the perches in place. It is at the resting
points that the red mites will be found, if
anywhere, so these points should have
some ofthe licekiller when you are painting
the perches. The red mites are the worst

of all insect pests, and this is the way to
exterminate them.

Taking No Chances.

A Glassgow steamship, says Harper's
Weekly, was laboring in a heavy sea, the
waves sometimes sweeping her decks, but
the officers had assured the passengers that
there was no danger, and all seemed
reasonably calm with the exception of one
meek-appearing little man, who, every few
minutes, would approach an officer and
anxiously inquire if he thought the ship
would founder.

“No, I tell you !” one of them finally
exclaimed, with impatience. “What is
the matter with you ? Look at those
other people- they are not scared to death.”

‘‘Oh, 1’ m not scared, ’ ’ the man replied,
‘ ‘but if the ship was going to founder I
wanted to know a little ahead of time.”

“Oh, wanted to tell your friends good-
by, and all that?”

“Well, not exactly,” the man said,
hesitatingly, “the fact is, my mother-in-
law is along with me, and if the ship was
quite sure to sink, I wanted to say a few
things to her.”

S elect

The Widow’s Money.

With the companion-slide closed, and
with an air of mystery on their bronzed
countenances, Captain Drake and his mate,
Mr. Simpson, peered at a piece of paper
that lay on the cabin table alongside of a

canvas bag. The document contained the
following words :

June 10, 19—.
Being sound in my rigging, but badly

stove as to my hull, and going to pieces, I,
John Funnell, of the brig Ibis, leave to
my friends, Abel Drake, master of the
schooner Patty Clay, and Job Simpson,
mate of the same craft, the sum of £SOO
in gold, the same to be held in trust by
them for one year. If my wife, Mary
Funnell, mourns my death and does not
marry within that time, the money is to

go to her. If she does marry within a

year, the £SOO is to be divided between
the trustees. My wife to know nothing of
the trust.

(Signed.) john funnell.

“Ten months gone! and she’s no nearer
marryin’ than she was the day after Fun-
nell died,” complained Captain Drake.

“Good-looking woman, too, and a nice
bit of insurance money,” mused the mate.
“What’s the matter with the men? I’d
like to know.”

“It's a pity we’re both married,” re-
marked the skipper; “we could fix things
then.”

“No good talking about that,” snapped
the mate. “Why don’t you take some
likely men up to her house?”

“Didn’t I take Captain Towles up
there?” asked the skipper.

“Towles!” asked the mate, scornfully.
“Who’d marry him? Now, there’s old
Pete Jobson. He’s a widower, and all
women take to widowers. Take him up
there. ’’

“Idid hint it to him, but he says he
hasn’t done mourning for his wife,” said
Captain Drake.

“You take him,” insisted the mate.

“He’s ugly, but he’s awful takin’ with
women, is Pete.”

“I’lltake him up this very night,”
assented the skipper, and the money and
document were replaced in the captain’s
strong box.

When the skipper returned, just before
midnight, the mate asked anxiously how
Peter had acted.

“Never had such a time,” grumbled
the captain. “Peter and the widow sat

and talked about their dead husband and
wife, and cried like two rainspouts. If it
hadn’t been for Mrs. Quigley, I’d have
foundered, sure.”

“Who’s Mrs. Quigley?” asked Mr.
Simpson.

“An aunt of Mrs. Funnell’s,” replied
the skipper, turning in.

“Things are brightening!” cried the
skipper, two days later, as he saw from
the deck of the schooner Mr. Jobson
wending his way to town. “I’llbet he’s
goin’ to call on the widow. I’llwalk up
the street and see.”

He returned in half an hour jubilant.
“He had on his long-tailed coat, and he

furled his sails as soon as he came to the
widow’s house, and bore into the door !”

“Ibelieve the money’s ours, Job.”
“Itold you to take Pete Jobson up,”

said the mate. ’ ’

“You told me?” gasped the skipper.
“That’s good, you swab! Didn’t I men-
tion Peter?”

Regularly, Peter Jobson after work
was over, put on his long-tailed coat and
solemnly wended his way to Widow Fun-
nell’ s house, while the two trustees hugged
themselves and counted over the money.

Then one morning Peter Jobson, master

stevedore, started in to load the Patty Clay
with flour and general cargo.

“Isaw you last night at the Seaman’s
Bethel with Widow Funnell and her aunt,”
said Captain Drake.

“Yes,” replied Mr. Jobson, solemnly.
< ‘She’s a very fine Christian woman.

“She is, indeed, Peter,” assented the
captain. ‘ ‘She seems very fond of you.

Mr. Jobson shook his head bashfully.
In the gratefulness of their hearts, the

two officers of the Patty Clay took care
that Mr. Jobson did not suffer with thirst.
In fact, the good liquor seemed to come
out of the old man's eyes as tears as he
spoke ofhis adparted wife.

“Never mind, Peter, ’ said the mate;

“Iknow a woman who’ll make Mrs. Job-
son No. 2.”

But Mr. Jobson only shook his head
and sighed.

Finally the hatches of the schooner were
battened down, and Captain Drake was
about to go to the Customs House to clear
her.

“Good-bye, captain,” said Mr. Jobson,
feelingly. “I’mobleeged to you.”

“What for?” inquired the skipper.
“For takin’ me to see Widow Funnell,”

exclaimed the old man. “I read in the

Good Book that it’s not good for a man to

be alone. ’ ’

“Well?” said the skipper, shuddering
with eagerness.

“I’m goin’ to marry ag’in”.
“The widow?” gasped the delighted

skipper.
“Surely; a month from yesterday.”
Captain Drake vaulted over the rail of

the schooner like a deer and tumbled into

the cabin.
“It’s all right, Job,” he panted.

“Peter’s goin’ to manry the widow a
month from yesterday.

Mr. Simpson smiled broadly.
“We’ll divide the money when we get

back,” said he; “and it’llonly take about
forty days to run to Newcastle and back.

“My money goes into a schooner,” re-
marked the skipper.

“And mine into the bank,” said the
mate. “But we really ought to give the
couple a present.”

“By George ! so we ought,” exclaimed
the skipper. “Come with me, and we’ll
get something.”

Accordingly, the two trustees spent two

pounds for a gaudily covered sofa, which
they ordered to be sent to the bride-to-be’s
house just twenty-eight days from date of
purchase, accompanied with their card.

Just thirty days had elapsed when the
Patty Clay passed on her return voyage
from Newcastle, and when the pilot came
on board Captain Drake asked if Pete
Jobson was well.

“Married his second wife,” said the
pilot, grinning. “Awidow, too.”

Captain Drake chuckled.
When the schooner tied up at the wharf

the two trustees beheld Mr. Peter Jobson
calmly superintending the unloading ofa
barque, and the exuberant skipper leaped
ashore.

“Congratulate yon, Pete,” said he,
wringing the old stevedore’s hand. i

“Thank you and Mr. Simpson for the !

furnitoor,” responded Mr. Jobson. “It
was very pretty, too. Ididn't expect it.”

“You got a good woman, Pete,” said
the skipper. “She made Funnell a good
wife. ’’

“Funnell !” repeated Mr, Jobson. “I
didn’t marry Mrs. Funnell. I married :
her aunt, Widow Quigley.”

It was several minutes before the words
made their way through the parched
throat of the skipper, and when they did
come they shocked the old stevedore.

That evening two mariners were figuring
in the cabin of the Patty Clay. “Count-
in’ drinks and all that infurnalsofa, we’re
three pounds out,” snarled the skipper.
“If anyone ever says ‘trust money’ to
me ”

The mate swore heartfully.
Dead Man Came to Life.

Henry Cowgill, of Montana, two days
after he was pronounced dead, suddenly
regained consciousness and found himself
laid out in a coffin all ready to be buried.
Cowgill slowly climbed out of the coffin
and, finding nobody else in his cabin, set
out on rather unsteady legs for Twin
Bridges, the nearest town.

Cowgill’s two mining partners, believing
him dead, had dressed his body in his best
suit of clothes that morning, put it in the
coffin, locked the door of their cabin and
set out for town to make the necessary ar-

rangements for the funeral.
They had not summoned a physician to

make sure that their friend and partner
was dead, but they had made a thorough
examination without discovering any signs
of life and made no question that they
knew a dead tnan when they saw him.
When they returned from town that night,
after having made all arrangements for
the funeral, they found the door of the
cabin open, and on entering the death
chamber they discovered that the coffin
was empty. They made a diligent search
ofthe premises, but could find nothing to
indicate what had become of the body of
Cowgill.

The night was so far advanced when
they had concluded their search that they
decided to do nothing more till morning,
when they would go to town, report what
had happened and ask for assistance in
prosecuting the search.

The next morning, however, the mystery
was solved by Cowgill himself, who, when
his partners were at breakfast, suddenly
opened the door of the cabin and staggered
in, with drawn face and bloodshot eyes and
addled brain. He was too drunk then to
talk intelligibly, but after a two hours’
sleep he got up and related to his wonder-
ing partners what had happened. On re-
gaining consciousness and finding himself
alone in the cabin, he had set out for town,
where he had celebrated his return to life
by getting intoxicated, -

What caused Cowgill’s deathlike sleep
for two days and nights is still a mystery.

He fell over apparently dead one morning
when at work and his partners say his
body turned cold and that they could feel
no pulse and discover no action of the
heart from that time until Cowgill walked
in on them after he had been to town.

Hadn't Changed His Mind.

Gen. Sir Alfred Hereford, ofthe British
Army, believed in an army of unmarried
men and invariably turned a deaf ear to
privates who were in love and who wished
to take wives. When Horsford was in
command of a battalion ofthe rifle brigade,
says Sir Evelyn Wood in his recent enter-
taining volume, “From Midshipman to

Field Marshal, ’ ’

a soldier came up to him
for permission to marry.

“No, certainly not,” was the curt reply.
“Why does a young man like you want a
wife?”

‘‘Oh, please, sir, ’ ’ said the soldier. “I
have two rings (“good conduct” badges)
and £5 in the savings bank, so I am eli-
gible, and I want to marry very much.”

‘ ‘Well, go away, and if you come back
this day year in the same mind you shall
marry. I’llkeep the vacancy.”

On the anniversary the soldier repeated
his request.

“But do you really, after a year, want
to marry?”

“Yes. sir, very much.”
In spite of himself Horsford was visibly

impressed.
“Sergeant-major,” he said, “take his

name down. Yes, you may marry. I

never believed there was so much constancy

in man or woman. Right face. Quick
march.”

At the door the man turned.
“Thank yoii, air.” he said gratefully.

“Itisn’t the same womiu.

Rotation For Potatoes.

We adopt a three-year rotation for po-
tatoes because nearly all scab germs perish
in two years intervening. Hence outcrop

is affected very little with scab. We get
excellent wheat and grass crops following
potatoes. This plan also gives us an ex-

cellent chance to apply our stable manure

any time during the season previous to

planting of the potatoes. Thirty to 50
loads are applied per acre, as early in
winter as possible. It is put on in two
applications of 15 to 25 spreader loads

each. To apply large quantities of ma-

nure just before planting roughens the
skins ofthe tubers, making them less at-
tractive, though it will not produce scab.

The stable manure furnishes an abun-
dance of ammonia, but is somewhat defici-
ent in phosphoric acid and potash. To
balance the fertilizer properly we drill in
with the crop 600 to 800 pounds per acre
ofa 16-10 commercial fertilizer. That is
16 per cent, phosphoric acid and 10 per

cent, actual potash. Should the soil be
low in available plant food, as high as
1,500 pounds may be used to advantage

per acre. In this case I would drill in the
row with thejplanter 500 pounds and apply
the balance with grain drill. In no case
apply more than 600 pounds in the row
per acre. Commercial fertilizers give
smoothness, color and appearance to the'
tubers.
Prison For Omaha Gem Swallower.

Miss Mae Thomas’ appetite, which ran
to diamonds, must be satisfied with coarse
bread, bean soup and other items of prison
fare for the next five years unless the su-
preme court should overrule the sentence
imposed by Judge Sutton. Miss Thomas
recently was convicted of stealing and
swallowing a diamond in the store of T. L.
Coombs & Co. at Omaha. She admitted
swallowing the gem, but insisted that she
had not intended to do so, blaming a de-
tective who saw her put it in her mouth
and ran up and seized her.

For the use of young ladies who may
feel like making their swains unhappy
during these joyous times, there is a card
with an envelope containing a small mitten
attached. But only very hard hearted
ladies would send such a missive now.
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“THE DAYLIGHT STORE.** “THE DAYLIGHT STORE.** j|

BABYLON & LIPPY CO. |
i *-j*HIS is tHe store of GOOD GOODS —the lowest ;l

*’ priced tHing Here is good. It is the store of •;I
infinite variety, meeting the needs of everybody

W who wants dependable goods. Be they inexpensive H

or costly, we Have an abundance of merchandise ;>

tHat is necessary for your every-day needs.

DRESS GOODS I

I
For Profitable Buying'. - Read the Items.

59c Dress Goods Novelties, 25c. $1.50 Eolienne, $1.35.
„„ or> T 7 iT . This is an exceptionally good bargain, h
They are 30 inches wide, in tans, grays, , ... , ci ic <J

i i i i 1C
J silk and wool, black only, 51.35. <

greens and checks, onl}r 25c. <;

65 to 75c Dress Goods, 50c. sl-50 36-inch Black Taffeta Silk, $1.35.

36-inch Panamas, 30-inch Suitings, in T'T the reliable “warranted to wear" j!

I
neat designs, Over-lap Plaids, Striped Suit- sllk that has lven satlsfact,on 10 so n,an -V |
ings, Black and White Checks, Etc. wearers.

’ 2oc White Dress Linen. 15c.
50c Silk Foulards, 35c.

$1.25 French Voile, 98c. I 25c White Batiste, 20c. < i
French Voile, “Crispy,” in Black only, 15c “Bates” Seersucker, I

worth $1.25, 98c. 35c Fancy White Waistings, 25c.

SHOES and OXFORDS. |
Our line of Shoes and Oxfords excel all others in point of style, wear and price,

I
while the assortment is beyond anything in the line. \>

MEN’SJ)XFORDS. LADIES’ and CHILDREN’S OXFORDS.
Our Men’s Oxford Department is one of Our line is far superior to anything we

the largest in the county. We have them have ever shown. We have them in Patent,
in Patent, Vici, Gun Metal and Tans, from Vici and Dull Calf, in Bals, Bluchers and
$2.00 up. Pumps, either Black or Tan Leathers.

MEN’S PANTS.
LARGEST LINE. LOWEST PRICES.

jl See display in Window and Counters.

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

| WESTMINSTER. - - MARYLAND. i|

Farmers, Property Owners
and Crop Growers,

Why risk loss by WIND and
HAILwhen you can insure your
Buildings against loss by Wind
Storms, and your Growing
Crops against loss by Hail
Storms?

The Grangers' Mutual Storm In-

surance Co. of Carroll
County, Md.,

Insures Against Loss by Wind

and Hail Storms.

A home company, managed
exclusively for the benefit of
the insured, and pays no large
salaries or commissions to its
officers.

DIRECTORS:

Luther M. Bushey, President. Freedom, Md.
Harvey S. Morelock, Vice President, Silver

Run, Md.
John E. Davidson, Secretary, Taneylown, Md.
Dr. Jacob Rinehart, Treas., Frizellburg, Md.
Fred. W. Hull, General Agent, Westminster,

Md.
Daniel Wolfe, Union Bridge, Md.
Nicholas J. Walsh, Hampstead, Md.
Michael E. Walsh, Attorney, Westminster. Md.

OFFICE—WESTMINSTER. MD.

Apply to or address

FRED. W. HULL,
General Agent,

mar29 tf Westminster, Md.

IF PRICES interest you, trade with War-
field at Sykesville, and save money.

UP-TO-DATE!

J.W. LOCKARD& SON'S
LINE OF

Furiiiure, Carpets ißuggics
We are now showing the most complete

and up-to-date line of Furniture and Carpets
that was ever shown in- Westminster, and at
prices so low that are surprising for the
quality of goods. We invite all to visit our
store before buying, and our prices and goods
will do the rest.

Yours for Business,

J. W. LOCKARD & SON,
18 and 15 Liberty street.

janl4 Westminster, Md.

HORSES I HORSES I
On Monday, April 29, 1907, I will receive

a car load of Ohio and Ken-1
tacky Horses by express,
consisting of drivers, work-*

ers and saddlers. Call and see them before (
dealing elsewhere. Also will buy Fat Horses
and Mules for Southern market. Always 1
have on hand Broke and Unbroke Mules, t
Call and see them. H. A. SMITH,

jaii11 Hanover, Pa. (

The Man who wants Fashionable Clothes

| will certainly buy his New Suit |
I FROM |

I Sharker & Gorsuch, I
[ WESTMINSTER,MARYLAND. |

fTHE
BIG AND ONLY EXCLUSIVE CLOTH-

ING STORE.
Tf you want a stylish, perfect fitting, ready made

Suit, buy one of Strouse Brothers’ “High Art” Suits,
or one ol the famous David Marks Suits, and you will
realize what real merit means in ready made clothing.

WE MAKE GENUINE MADE-TO-

ORDER SUITS.
500 of the handsomest new creations in Spring

Suitings to select from, not samples, but the goods.
V our measure taken by latest approved system; your in-
dividual pattern drafted and cut by an expert graduate
cutter; made and trimmed in the very latest up to date
manner and at the lowest possible price.

Undoubtedly the store to buy your Youths' Suits
and Boys’ Knee Pants Suits if you want the most style,
best quality and lowest prices. Our stock of Underwear,
Shirts, Collars, Ties, Suspenders, always full of newest

_

ideas and biggest values.

Once fitted always

FITTED IS THE INVARIA-
BLE RULE WITH DOLLY
MADISON SHOES
THEY AFFORD YOU THE

[EASE AND COMFORT YOU'VE LONGED
FOR BUT NEVER FOUND. ONE PAIR WILL

PROVE MORE THAN A VOLUME OF ARGU-^
MENTS SOLD BY REPRESENTATIVE DEALERS’ I

WILSON'S PHOTOGRAPHS! !
0 YOU KNOW THE REST. (> .
v Next Door to Postoffice. C. &P. Phone 81F. P

VOL. 42.--NO. 28.

40,000 Coming on 30 Ships.

New York, April 2(l.—Forty thousand
immigrants are on their way to New York
in 30 steamships.

All records of immigration at this port
are about to be smashed by the arrival of
an immense fleet bringing aliens from
European ports, chiefly Italy and Ger-
many.

Immigration Commissioner Robert
Watchorn said today:

“The inrush promises to be the greatest
that we have ever had here. We have
been rushed to death almost the last few
weeks, but the coming days are likely to
to tax our registry clerks and other officials
to the last point.

“The invasion of the remarkable army
of immigrants is due to the persistent de-
mand forlabor. Work is plentiful all over
the United States, and it is generally known
all over Europe that wages are good here
and that nobody need go idle if he wants
to work.

“The prospects for labor are reported to

be improving, and we may expect all im-
migration records to be broken.”

The agents of the Irish and German
labor societies at the Battery reported to-
day an inability to procure domestic serv-
ants to meet the demand. Said the Ger-
man Labor Bureau agent ;

“Last year we had three demands for
every domestic servant who came to this
city. Now the demand per head is more
than seven, and if we stood still, without
paying any attention to new applicants, it
would take us more than six months to
catch up.”

On hospital fees, head tax and commis-
sions from railroads, baggage and food
privileges, the income to the Government
for the 40,000 immigrants in sight will be
more than 8125,000.

Federation of Labor after Roosevelt.

Chicago, April 16.—One week having
passed since the Chicago Federation of
Labor sent its telegram to President Roose-
velt and no answer having been received
the officials of the federation will, at its
meeting tomorrow, send a special messenger
from Chicago to the White House to ask
the President to verify the language credited
to him in referring to Moyer and Haywood
as “undesirable citizens.”

During the past week several sessions of
the executive board of the federation have
been held in the hope that an answer would
be received from Washington and the
necessity for taking further action in the
matter would be averted. Moyer and
Haywood, to whom reference is made in
the communication, are awaiting trial in
Idaho, charged with the murder of former
Governor Steunenberg, and trial is set for
May 9.

Washington, April 16. —No reply bus
been made by the President to the protests
sent to him by the Chicago Federation of

Labor and the executive committee of the
Moyer-Haywood conference at Nfew York,
who took exception to his reference to
Moyer and Haywood as “undesirable
citizens.” These words were used in the
President’s letter to Representative Sher-
man in the controversy with E. H.
Harriman. It is not believed the President
will make any answer to protests regarding
this matter.

His Father’s Classics.

John was home from college for the
Christmas holidays, and one of the things
that struck the impressionable young man

was that Dora Mason, daughter of a near

neighbor, had during his absence changed
from a tomboy schoolgirl into a bashful
young woman. His father had also no-

ticed it.
“Have you noticed old Joe Mason’s

daughter shot up, John ?” he asked his
son. “Seems to me she’s getting quite a

handsome young critter.
“Father,” said John, enthusiastically,

“sheis as beautiful as Hebe.”
“She’s a jolly sight purtier than he

be,” objected the old man. “Where’s
your eyes, boy? Joe’s got a face like

an old barn door. It’s her mother she
gets her looks from.

Suit Over Five Cents.

Columbus, 0., April 16. —Hal. B. Hollen-
berger, of Seneca county, loses his judgment
of $l5O damages for being required by the
Baltimore and Ohio Railroad Company to

pay 85 cents for a ticket from Sullivan to
Chicago Junction, a distance of 27.53 miles.
This charge was made under the three-cent-
per-mile law, and the question at issue was

whether the company could consider the frac-
tion, Ifthat were ignored itcould not charge
85 cents, but only 80. In the lower courts it
was held that only 80 cents could bo charged,
and Hollenberger got judgment for $l5O for
iu£ imposition of five cents. This the Supreme

today and gave judgment for

the company.

Negro Made CfcP laln -

Washington, April 18.—Rev. Os,.i’ r •b, W.
Scott, pastor of the African Methodist i!.p*Bj
copal Church, this city, has been appointed
a chaplain in the army by the President to
to fill the vacancy created by the retirement,
on account of age, of Capt. Theophilns G.
Steward, chaplain oftheTwenty-fifth Infantry.
Whether Rev. Scott will be assigned to the
Twenty-fifth is not yet known.

Although it has been the policy of the War
Department to assign a colored chaplain to
each of the four colored regiments of the army,
there are but two other colored chaplains,
aside from Scott, at the present time.

Negro Married White Girl.

Rochester, N. Y., April 18.—Rev. W. F.
Coffey, pastor of an African church at Olean,
was arrested last night on the charge of un-
lawfully marrying Arthur Jones, colored, and
Dora Hitchcock, white. Coffey was held for
the grand jury in the sum of SSOO.

Fred Hitchcock, ihe father of the girl,.and
Arthur Jones, to whom she was married, were
arrested and arraigned before Justice Charles
Carter, of Board manville. They pleaded not
guilty to disorderly acts. A jury trial will be
given them tomorrow.

The arrests were made at the instance of
the Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to
Children.

Baseball Scores Hurt Them.

Cleveland, April 20.—Doctors here
announce a new disease, baseball anthrax,
which has 11 telephone girls in its grip.

The throats of the patients were affected
with laryngeal anthrax, or carbuncles in
the throat.

“Undoubtedly they have been affected
by yelling the baseball scores over the tele-
phone,” said Dr. H. G. Long today.
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The Best FLOUR. |

SALE BILLSPRINTED at SHORT
NOTICE at this Office.
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