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McGinnis Pure Rye !

Maryland's Perfect Whiskey. (

A. McGINNIS CO., Distillers, (
Carrollton, Carroll Co., Md. >

Our Whiskey complies strictly with The Nation - C

a/ Pure Food Law. It v'iu Straight, Pure Rye t
Whiskey, a product'of one of the Finest Dis- V

tilleries in the State of Maryland. J

ISold in same condition as received from the /

Distillery by r

LOUIS SACHS, Westminster, Md., S

DISTRIBUTOR FOR CARROLL CO. ?

OUR REPUTATION
THE LEADING DRUGGISTS

OF WESTMINSTER.

Here is a store where you are sure
to find prices as low as the lowest,

and in many instances a saving of 25
to 33 per cent.

PATENT MEDICINES!
We handle them nil. No prices lower than

ours. Come here for the advertised remedies.

SI.OO Lydia Pinkham Compound, . . 74c
SI.OO Pierce’s Prescription, . . 74c
SI.OO Swamp Root, . . . 74c

.60 Swamp Root, . . . 39c
SI.OO Rhenmacide, .

. . 80c
SI.OO Peruna 74c

.25 Pierce’s Pills, . . . 20c

RUBBER GOODS!
There is no question but what we lead in

rubber goods. Wp have nearly everything in
rubber—Fountain and Bulb Syringes, Hot
Water Bottles, Ice Bags, Invalid Cushions,
Nipples, Rubber Tubing, Etc.

TRUSSES I
We carry a superior line of trusses. We

guarantee them to give satisfaction or money
refunded.

HAIR BRUSHES I
Without question our line ofhair brushes is

most complete; prices from 25c to $2.60.

OUR toilet department

Contains everything to satisfy the demands
of the most fastidious. Our prices are always
the lowest on Tooth Brushes, Tooth Powders,

Tooth Pastes, Cold Creams, Perfumes and
Talcum Powders.

Come to our store to rest from your shop,
ping and enjoy a glass of Ice Cream Soda
Water, or a dish of Ice Cream with the
season’s freshest fruit.

FREE to one of our Customers —A
$25.00 Gold Watch.

We will giveaway Tuesday, December 24th,
1907, a Lady’s or Gentleman’s Gold Watch
to one of our customers holding the lucky
number. Ticket given with every purchase.

SHAW DRUG CO.,
Corner Main and John Streets,

WESTMINSTER, - - MARYLAND.
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I C E. Brown
< ’

;; HARNESS AND STABLE ;;

;; supplies,
t axleoils and crease, 3
I BOOT AND SHOE WORK.
;;

I; SYKESVILLE, ;;
o C. &P. Phone 11 R. apr26 ly* <
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Trade Marks
Designs

Copyrights &e.
Anyone sending a sketch and description may

quickly ascertain onr opinion free whether an
invention la probably patentable. Communlca*
UonsstricUy confidential. HANDBOOK on Patents
sent free. Oldest agency for securing patents.

Patents taken through Munn & Co. receive
tpecial notice, without charge, inthe

Scientific American.
A handsomely Illustrated weekly, i jugeet cir-
culation of any scientific journal. Term*, (S ayear; four months, tL Bold by all newsdealers.

e&ia^S!33a^fc^gas.7!!are
tsseJ^tßSsiffiSstiss^a

QAIiBBILLS PRINTED at SHORTO NOTICE at this OffloaT

BIG BARGAINS IN BIG BLANKETS
AT SKUNK’S.

We have exercised great care in placing our
order with the mills, six months in advance of
season, so that we are thereby enabled to offer
onr patrons exceptional good values in the
largest and best assortment of

Carriage Robes and Horse Blankets,
ever shown in Carroll county. We have them
from 75 cts, to the finest Wool Blankets, in-
cluding. Bear, Siberian Dog and Goat Fur
Robes; Water and Wind Proof Montana
Robes, Sleigh Bells and Chimes. Also a full
stock ofall grades of

Harness, Saddles, Bridles, Trunks,
and Suit Cases, Club Bags, Baseball Goods,
Dressing Soap, Oils, Leather, Hames, Chains
and Harness Acpesspries.

All bought and sold for CASIJ. Repairing
done while you wait.

A call is solicited.

OPEN AT NIGHT.
Respectfully, J. W. SHUNK'S,

NewStore, Bower’s Corner, 43 E. Main Street,
Westminster, Md.

|freej|
a We wiU give away

1500 STEREOSCOPES WITHI
| .12 PICTURES. I ,

You will want one. Come early. g ,
a See them in the Corner Window.

| THE W. H. DAVIS CO-1 i
H Cor. Main and John streets, 1
t WESTMINSTER, MD.

I. 8. MYERS, D. D. 8. J. E. MYERS, D. D. 8.

MYERS BROTHERS
SurgeonJ)entißts. |
We are prepared to do all kinds of Dental

Work.

CROWN & BRIDGE WORK ,
a Specialty. f

PLATE WORK *REPAIRING •
will he given prompt attention.

CAS ADMINISTERED.
tST'J- B. Myers will be in New Windsor

Monday, Tuesday and Wednesday of each '
week, and in Westminster the remainder of
the week. .

oa*rJ. S. Myers will be in Taneytown the ,
first Friday and Saturday of each mouth.

W. M, and C. &P. Telephones. juneG 1

INSURANCE AGENCY 1or

CHARLES B. GOODWIN, :

.96 East Main street, ~

WESTMINSTER. MD.

Represents the following Companies : ,
Royal Fire Insurance Co. of Liverpool.
Continental Fire Insurance Company ol

New York.
Norwich Union Fire Insurance Society of ,

England. (
Employers Accident Liability Assurance

Corporation Limited ofLondon. 1
No Notes. No Assessments. i
jan 27 v

* j

Fans Ir Sale anil Rent.
i

Several Valuable Small Farms for 1

MSale and also a number for
Rent.

The Geo. W. Albaugh Real
Estate and Brokerage Co.

J. EZRA STEM, Sec. A Treas.,
oet4 ly Westminster, Md.

rpo THM PUBLIC. —If you want Fire
-A. Insurance, Life Insurance, Accident In-
surance, Windstorm Insurance, Steam Boiler 1
Insurance, give me a call. Lowest Rates.
Best Stock Companies. No Assessments.
No Premium Notes.. Quick Cash Settlements.

JAMES E. SMITH,
General Insurance Agent,

No. 7 Conrl St. (aprlO) Westminster, Md.

M. £. CAMPBELL.
BUTCHER,

DEALER IN FREStf AND

CUREg NEATS. ; - •

Highest Cash Price Paid forFat Cattle, Hogs,
Sheep, Calves and Beef Hides. auglfi yr

X>OABDING AND Ifc.
SALE BTABI.EB. VB

JMrnw**' Having rented the large
fhables In the rear of Priizell’s Restaurant,
•e will Board Horses at Moderate Rates, using
the oe&fced. Ac. Frequent auction of Horses
Ac., which will be announced later.
,171 KC. A P. LYNCH A CO,*>wT. Lykob, Manager,

tf Westminster, Md.
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AT THE WRECK.
BY AGNES LOUISE PROVOST.

“Isn’t there going to be a storm, cap-
tain ?’

’

“Humph! Iguess there is, but I’d
be much obliged if it would wait until
next week.’’

Captain Japhet Trail stood in the door-
way of the little life-saving station and
surveyed the weather indications with dis-
approving eye. A rising wind was blow-
ing in from the sea, whistling a low note
among the dead grasses and patches of
scrub pines. Out at sea it whipped the
sullen green expanse into ominous little
whitecaps; on shore the boom of each wave
striking the sand was heavier than it had
been two hours before, and the undertow
which sucked back the swirling water* was
perceptibly swifter. On the 'Captain’s
right wag a huge beam, once part of a
vessel, half-buried in the sand, and on it
a young girl perched comfortably, watch-
ing the head of the life-saving crew with
interested eyes.

She had just come down heret, a good
two miles from home along the wind swept
beach, but Jean Redfield was a good
walker, and only her red cheeks tad tossed
hair showed what a fine struggle that
strong east wind had given her.

“Why next week?’’
“Don’t want any wrecks now,” he

said, briefly. “I’mshort-handed. Won’t
you come in and get warm?’ ’

Jean hopped briskly down from the
beam and followed Captain Trail into the
hospitable warmth of the life-saving sta-
tion. It was always a fascinating place to
her. Her host was silent for a few mo-
ments, and t hen started bis remarks where
he had left off. The station was isolated
and lonely, and be enjoyed the girl s daily
visits.

“Peters is away,” he volunteered.
“Billy’sgot the lumbago, and there’s no-
body but me and the Prices and your folks
that can get together in any kind of a
hurry. ’

’

“But we don’t often have wrecks?”
“M’m, no, they don’t often come close

enough to shore along here, unless they
lose their bearings. ’Tain’t safe. But
there was the bark Polly Saunders, that
was beat to pieces right before folks’ eyes
four years ago, and every soul on her
drowned. Itwas the summer that
thegov’ment t>uilt this station, and’long
in November comes another tearing big
storm, and a wreck with it. We saved
every lifeon that one, down to a cat that
came ashore clawing tight to a keg, and
was fished in by Eb Peters. You were
away to school then, I rec’lect. That was
the last, sissy, but we ain’t anxious for
any more. These February gales is mean
things to deal with. ’

’

Jean’s eyes were big with attentive in-
terest. She had heard the same thing
many times, but it was ever fresh to her.
She had never seen a wreck in her
life. Her father had moved here from an
inland village a few years before, but each
succeeding winter she has been away at

school, and only the letters from home told
her what terrible things the sea did in the
winter months. She walked round slowly,
examining for the fiftieth time the simple
appliances of the life-savers.

“Itmust be wonderful to rescue people
like that,” she said, impetuously.
“Being a girl is dreadfully humdrum,
Captain Trail. I think I should be
happy all the rest of my life if I could do
some of the things you do. ’

’

“You’d get most awful wet lots of
times,” remarked the captain, practically,
“and pounded black and blue with the
waves, and froze stiffs a board. Don’t
you fret about being a girl, sissy. We can’t
get too many of the right kind- Must
you go?” •

“Üb) yea, mother is still away, you
know, and Imust get home in time to have
supper ready for father and the boys.
You have no idea how hungry they are
when they come home these cold days.
Come up to supper some night, and I’ll
show you how boarding school girls can
cook.”

She was gone with a bright nod offare-
well, bending her head before the blast of
wind which struck her as she opened the
door. It seemed to have increased in

violence in the last ten minutes. A fine
spray was flying in with it, the clouds were
gray and hung low, and ¦ the bare fields
stretching inland looked bleak and chilly.

She walked more rapidly going back,
fur, as she had said, there was a generous
hot supper to be prepared for her father
and brothers. This was her first winter
at home after all the fun and business of
boarding-school days, and had it not been
for the manifold duties of the house she
would have been sadly lonely at times, for
the dear little mother had broken in health,
and was away for a long rest.

In spite of her warm wraps, Jean began
to feel chilled before the first mile was
covered. As she reached home, a few
scurrying snow flakes began to fall, and
she looked anxiously out at the heavy sea,
remembering what Captain Trail had said.

Jean found it almost impossible to sleep
that night. The noise of the sea deepened
into a heavy roar, and the wind buffeted
the house until every timber seemed to be
squeaking a protest, Half a doaen times
she awoke, and the last time about 4 o’ clock
in the morning, it was with a new sound
in her ears, a muffled boom, which was
neither sea nor wind. As she flew out of
bed she heard it again, and a moment later
her brother Dick pounded on her door.

“Hey, Jean ! Did you hear the signal-
guns? There’s a wreck ! We’re going !”

“Oh, wait for me 1 I’llbe there in two
minutes 1 Do wait!”

“Well, you must hurry ! We have work
to do.”

Dick bounded down the hall to complete
his own hasty toilet, and Jean’s fingers
flew. Ever hook and button seemed to
escape her excited grasp, but nevertheless
she was down stairs in an incredibly short
time, bundled in her warmest wraps. She
clutched at .her father’s arm as they started
out, half-frightened by the blackness and
violence ofthe storm. Dick and were
punning ahead, and they gave a shout as
a rocket suddenly shot up ofthore.

“She’s offhere I” Dick called back.
< ‘Captain Trail has two miles to come 1
Let’s go meet him and help drag up the
stuff.”

They turned abruptly down toward the
life-saving station, but they bad not gone
far before they met Captain Trail and the
two Prices, dragging the little mortar as they
ran, panting with haste and looming up like
huge bean in their oil suits. Captain
Trailabode bis head as Mr. Redfield shout-

od a question to him over the tumult of
wind and waves.

“It’spretty bad !” he roared back,
hoarsely. “There ain’t a boat made that
could be launched or landed in that surf.
We’ve got the breeches buoy, but I don’t
know how we’re going to get a line to ’em
in this wind ! Come on, she may go to*
pieces any minute. ”

Jean shuddered, but in spite of herself
her heart gave a leap of excitement.
The breeches-buoy ! How many times she
had hovered around it in the life-saving
station, getting Captain Trail to tell her
how it was that peoplcfcame ashore in that

1 little thing, with only a rope above them
and a black and boiling surf beneath'! She
would see it 1 Ifhuman hands could do it

* ibis night, she would see that shipwrecked
crew come ashore in it, one by one, over

* that howling tumult of waves. She was
> almost crying with excitement as she looked

> over toward the dim figures of her father
L and the boys, and thought that they were

' lending a generous hand to this fine work.
* _r Anqther rocket went up from the dis-

) tressft vessel, and Captain Trail sent up
i ah mswering signal from the shore, volun-

¦ teering the shouted opinion that she was
a three-masted schooner, and by her loca-
tion must be grounded and in momentary
danger of being pounded to kindling-wood,
but to Jean there was nothing but a shape-

- less blot against the darkness. Ugh ! How
cold it was !

With terrible earnestness the men on
shore bent to their work. In the gloom
their faces were strained and anxious, and
Captain Trail’s quick orders showed him
an entirely different man from the bluff,
good-natured sailor ofthe afternoon before.
One —two—three—four—five life-rockets
soared out one by one toward the vessel,
but each time the wind sent'the rescuing
line wide of its mark. Gaptain Trail shook
his head impatiently, and tossed the sixth
life-rocket aside, turning his attention to
the hooked projectile which the life-sav-
ing mortar threw out. Perhaps that
would do better.

Jean shivered and drew her wraps closer.
The darkness was slowly beginning to lift,
although she could not yet distinguish the
outlines of the unfortunate vessel.

The snow of the afternoon before had
turned to a fine sleety rain, which froze as

it fell; the waves were mountains of angry
foam, and a flying spume cut the face like
needles. Little icicles dripped everywhere.
How terrible it must be for the poor souls
out there.

Suddenly the slender line was shot out
over the waves, and Jean strained her eyes
to followit, but itwas lost in the gloom. It
fell short, and at the second trial the wind
beat it back like a feather; but Captain
Trail set his teeth and waited for a mo-
mentary lull. Then there were a few
seconds of aching suspense, followed by a

lusty cheer from the shore as the tighten -

ing of the line showed that eager hands
were fastening it to the mast. A little
more of the good work and the first sailor
would be making that wonderful journey
toward land.

Jean’s heart was pounding with excite-
ment, but as she moved nearer she heard
the words, “Perishing cold, poor souls !”

jerked out grimly by her father as he
worked, and a sudden idea came which
nearly took her breath away. Less than
an eighth of a mile away the light in their
kitchen window shone like a friendly
beacon. The sailors would be dragged to

shore drenched, numbed, exhausted. The
limited hospitality ot the life-saving station
was two miles away on one side, and the
village a mile and a half on the other.
Her own home was the nearest, and she—-
she was hostess while her mother was
away.

Holding her lips tight for fear the good
determination would somehow escape,
Jean turned and ran for home, not daring
to look back again at the huoy, now bob-
bing out bravely over the crashing waves.
It was still fairly dark, and bushes and
shadows took on terrifying shapes, but
there was no time to be frightened. Into
the kitchen she darted like an impetuous
young cyclone, threw her wet coat on a

chair and commenced to work energetically
at the fire.

It seemed hours before the fire would
burn properly, and whole ages hefWre the
kettle finally began to sing, hut all the
time she was rushing hqsily round, starting
up the hr*) In the chilled sitting room,
bringing out extra blankets, and doing
everything . which could minister to the
comfort of half-frozen guests. Once she
paused, between a sob and a laugh, and
wiped her eyes.

“Iknow I am too greedy and selfish to
live, but I did so want to see them bring
the crew ashore. I*ll never get another
chance, never !”

When she hurried out again, the gray
ofa wintry dawn showed the dismantled
hulk of a vessel off shore, pounded by
huge racing waves which seemed about to

engulf her. The little group on the shore
was now much larger, re-enforced by
people who had hurried down from the
village, and they all were gathered about
a drenched, storm-exhausted group of
seamen. One ofthem lay fiat on the aand,
with several people working over him.

A few moments later her father and
Captain Trail, standing side by side, look-
ed down in amazement at a slender, breath-
less girl, swaying under the weight of a
kettle which gave out the most enticing
odor of hut coffee. Over her left arm she
Carried several cups, strung by the bandies
over a bit of string.

“You can bring them—all up—to our
house !” she panted. “It’s warm—and
beds ready—and here’s some hot coffee for
them—for all of you. 0 Captain Trail,
have they all come in ?’ ’

She laughed next day as she recalled
the desperate emphasis she laid on the
word “all”but Captain Trail had girls of
his own, and he understood in a minute.
Her father patted her shoulder comfort-
ingly, and smiled over her head at the
captain as he toftk the kettle away from
her.

* “Why, no, sissy, not quite,” said
1 Qaptain Trail, cheerfully. “You’re in

1 time to see the last and best man of all.
1 We’ve just sent out for the captain.

; Stand right here. Your pa’ll look after
* the coffee.”

j A few moments later it was all over,
1 and he had seen it. The waves were

* bounding high over the schooner Beres-
-1 ford, but her captain, dragged out of the

very teeth of the surf, stood in the midst
of his crew, and offered grateful hand to

I Captain Trail.
i “Youare brave men, sir. You have

saved every soul of ns, and I did not
think there was a man dive could do it, ”

j Before them all Captain Trail reached
i out his big rough hand and drew Jean

j toward him.

s ‘We only did our part, sir, only out

i part. Cap’n, let me introduce my first
* male. She’* here to keep you alive, non
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OUR SECOND JANUARY
—

Clearance 1 Sate
WILL BEGIN

Sat., Dec. 28, ase* Jan. 51
This January Clearance Sale will be one of the greatest sales in our history.
We must reduce our large stock before faking inventory, Feb. Ist.
Better bargains and more of them than ever offered before in Winter Dry

Goods, Blankets, Comforts, Underwear, Ladies' and Misses' Coats and Suits,
Men's, Boys' and Children's Clothing of every description, at prices less than
we could buy them direct from the mills today.

In every department you willfind big bargains.
Come early—Get them —Tell your friends.

Men’s Hats One-Half Price.
Only a few of a kind left; some of these

Hats were $2.50, others $2.00; lots too small to
keep in stock, to close out we offer for 50c on
the dollar.

12k Hosiery, 10c.
100 dozen Children’s Ribbed Hose, cheap at

12jc, now 10c pair.
Another lot worth 19c, at 121c pair.

Great Bargains in Shoes.
In looking over our Shoe Department we

find here and there only a few pairs of a kind
left. We cannot duplicate them for less than
25c to 50c pair advance; have made special
prices to close these small lots out.

Come and see them, every pair a bargain.

$1.25 Bed Spreads, 98c.
Full size—excellent quality.

Bed Blankets and Comforts.
All Blankets must go regardless of cost.

We offer you some very fine heavy Wool Blan-
kets, large size, pretty and warm—-

ss.oo Quality, $3.98.
2.50 “ 1.98.
1.25 “ .98.
.60 “ .49.

And so on throughout the entire line.

Heatherbloom Skirts.
Big bargains in Ladies’ Heatherbloom Skirts.

$3.50 Quality, $2.98.
2.50 “ 1.98.

Come and get the first choice.

Sale of Men’s Clothing
That should attract the attention of every pro-

spective purchaser.

This sale includes Suits and Overcoats for
Men, Boys and Children in the newest styles,
pettiest patterns and best fits. Every garment
a bargain.

Great Reduction in Ladies’
Coats, Suits and Furs.

To appreciate the quality of these startling
bargains you must see them. Do not miss this
opportunity. To you an idea of these
Clearance Sale prices, we offer you a $16.00
Ladies’ Suit for $12.00. Come and see them.

SB.OO Ladies' Long Black Coats, $4.98.
Children’s proportionately.

*

Underwear Specials.
15 doz. Men’s 50c quality Shirts and Draw-

ers, while they last, 39c.
25 doz. Ladies’ 39c Vests and Pants, this

sale they go at 25c.

All the best 8c Calicoes, now
6i(.

For January only, to reduce stock, we mark
all our Calicoes 6c.

We only handle the best makes and have
them in a pretty variety of patterns,

9c Outing Flannels, 6J^c.
1,000 yards, of good heavy Outing, assorted

colors, worth 7 and Bc, go at 6 1-2 cents.

8c Muslin, 6c.
Two bales yard wide Unbleached Muslin,

from 4 to 10 yard lengths, worth at the mills
today Bc, our price 6c.

10 and 12ic Flanneletts, Bc.
All new goods, pretty patterns, worth 10 to

12 1-2 cents, your choice now, to clean up, for
only Bc.

9c Apron Ginghams, 6k.
500 yards left to close out, in nearly all

colors, 6 1-2 cents yard.

$1.25 Flannelette Wrappers,
98c.

10 dozen Ladies’ Flannelette Wrappers, to
close out to make room for spring goods, go at
98c.

12ic Bat Cotton, 10c.
Only 10 Bales left of our regular 12 1-2

cent cotton, 10c lb.

50c Dress Goods, Special, 25c.
A very pretty line of regular 50c Dress

Goods, this sale, 25c.

$1.25 Satteen Skirts, 98c,
To close out and make room for spring

goods we offer you this handsome Black SatteehSkirt for 98c,
--¦ '

Special Bargains in Housefurnishing Goods, Glassware,
Chinaware, Lamps, Jardinieres, and hundreds of

other things in our kitchen, 2nd floor.

Wishing You the Cotnpllments of the Sedspn,

BABYLON & LIPPY CO.,
"THE DAYLIGHT STORE.”

WESTMINSTER, - - MARYLAND.
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that you’ve landed. Try some coffee.
It’sfirst-rate.”

Halfa year later, when Jean, a rather
young but very ambitious teacher, had
taken her first school in a nearby town, she
received a package with foreign postmark.
On a little slip inside was written, “Com-

- pliments of the Beresford,” and under-
nealh it was a gold chain of quaint and
delicate workmanship, with a pendant at-
tached. On one side of the pendant was
engraved a tiny schooner, and on the other
these words:

Jean Parsons Redfield,
For distinguished services at the Wreck

of the Beresford, February 20, 19—.
!—— i ¦ .

A Sale of Warts.

1 ‘ ‘This theory,’ ’ said the travelling man,
. “that warts will go away when you stop

I thinking about them may have somethingr in it, and I am inclined to have faith in it.
; I know from actual observation that warts

can be transferred and will give you the
case in point,

j ‘‘l was buying a newspaper when I
noticed that the hands of the newsboy

g were covered with warts. His stand was
within a block of my house, but I am
away so much the little fellow did not
know me by name. I said to him:

’ “You should get some one to charm
v away those warts,” that being the method

of getting rid of them when I was a boy.
“They ain’t mine now,” he said, “I

, sold them last week to Teddie Stearns, and
j they’ll all go to him.”

t “Now Teddie Stearns is my own boy,
and I did not like to think of his smooth,
chubby hands being disfigured with warts,

j and we did live in a wart atmosphere.—
They belong more exclusively to

, the barefoot boy with cheek of tan
conditions. I had been such myself.

i When I got home I called my boy to me
, and looked with some anxiety at his hands.

They were as clean and white as a girl’s.
“What is it, papa?” he asked curi-

ously.
“I am looking for warts.”
•‘Oh,’ and he drew a long, delighted

breath, ‘there ain’t any yet, but they’re
sure to come, for I bought them from

“Carrotty Mike” for a pin. lie says
I’m sure to get them. Ain’t you glad?”

“Glad ! I could have cried, and I be-
lieve bis mother did cry. But that blam-
ed little cub said he wouldn’t be a tender-
foot, and he would have warts. I read
the riot act to him and went away for
a month’s trip, and when I came back he
was proud as Punch. His hands had
grown a crop of warts that discounted
anything I ever saw in that line. I hunt-
ed up “Carrotty Mike,” and, would you
believe it, there wasn’t a wart on his hands!
He had transferred them all to my boy.”

The Polite Planter.

“I was stopping with a Mississippi
planter for a few days, ”

said the colonel,
“and one afternoon I fell asleep in a ham-
mock on the veranda. I had slept for
more than an hour when I heard the step

’ of the planter, and a minute later he stood
over me and said:

“ ‘Kurnel, would yo’ oblige me by
! waking up?’ ’

1 “ ‘Certainly,’ I replied as I roused up.
“ ‘And now would you oblige me by

walking around to the rear of the house?’
“He walked with me, and I noticed

that the sky was growing dark and that
1 there was a peculiar looking cloud in the

1 southwest. In the rear of the house was
! what I took for an outdoor cellar, but when

we reached it the planter pointed and said:
“And now ifyo’ will kindly enter our

cyclone proof cellar I shall esteem it a
great favor.’

“Ientered to find all the family there,
and two minutes later a cyclone came
whirling along, unroofed the house and
tore up several trees 100 years old. I
always wondered why the planter didn’t
yell at me and swear, but his way was the
gentle and courteous way.”

Why Pa Was Mad.

Farmer Jones, after eating a hearty
dinner, stepped out on his porch to enjoy
a smoke, when he noticed in front of the
house, which was on the main road, an
overturned load of hay, and beside it a
small boy, seemingly in great perplexity.
The farmer went out and spoke to the boy.

“Well, my boy, I see you have had an
accident, but never mind. Turn your
horses to the hay and come in and have
some dinner.”

‘‘lcan’ t, ’ ’ said the boy; “pa’ 11 be mad. ’
’

“Oh, no, he won’t. Come on.”
“Nope, I can’t; pa’ll bemad.”
“Now, look here, sonny. You didn't

mean to upset that hay. There’s no barm
done. Come right along, and after you •

have had something to eat I’llhelp you to
load up again.”

The boy consented, saying as he looked
back at the hay, “But I just know pa’ll
be mad.”

After he had eaten and the farmer bad
started back with him to load up, the lat-

• ter said, “Now, don’t you feel better?”
“Very much, sir, but pa’ll be mad,

though.”
“Why will your pa be mad?”
“Because he’sunder that load of hay. ” ‘

A Colored Deacon’s Prayer,

; A white minister was conducting religi- ’'
> ous services in a colored church in North
i Carolina recently. After exhorting a bit .

he asked an old colored deacon to lead in
r prayer, and this Is the appeal which the

I brother in black offered his brother in white:
r ‘O Lord, gib him de eye ob de eagle

, dat ho spy out sin afar off. Glue his
hands to de gospel plow. Tie his tongue

1 to de line ob truth. Nail his ear to de
3 gospel pole. Bow his head ‘way down

’ between hia knees, and his knees ’way'
down in some lonesome, dark and narrer
valley, where prayer is much wanted to be

a made. ’Noint him wid de kerosene ile ob
3 salvashun and sot him on fire. ’

1 An Irishman who wasn’t much of an huntor went out to hunt one day, and the
first thing he saw to shoot at was a blue*

„ jay sitting saucily on the top of a fence.
r He blazed away at the bird and then walk-

ed to pick it up. What he happened to¦ find there was a dead frog, which he raised
e carefully at arm’s length, looking at it
.

with a puzzled air. Finally he remarked,
e “Well, be gobs, but ye was a foine look-
it *n S burd befur Oi blew ther fitbers off o’
o jerse 1”

Not Very Serious.

•t “Iknow he’s very learned. He’s an
’ Italian, isn’t h*e ?”

i- “Yes, but he’s been in this country
n quite a number of years.”

“Yes, but he speaks broken English,
tr doesn’t he?”
Jt “No, not broken, exactly: only slightly
w sprained,”

8 J


