
jn The Vault.
The night clerk the the Hotel

f

!“ria i Jasper Fortescue, was

inir over the counter with Bee
fZme the lock expert.

Satanic “made” the city about

fOUr months. A week ago a
am had summoned him three

Sred miles west to force the
to®

r;tll|t of the Second National

CV After a hard job he had

Tthe big steel room open. Now

f! was going twice as far south in

Lver to another message.
Cary, the Imperlor telegrapher,

, j crone home sick,
u could handle the key myself

. a pinch, eh, Ben ?” remarked

Fortescue. “I guess I’ve not quite
Lcrotten my Morse.”

The expert nodded. They had
1,.,!! railroad operators together

fi jteen years back, and had always
L,t uj) their friendship.

Xhe office clock chimed eleven-
jhirty. Grahame’s train pulled

Jut in fifteen minutes.
¦•Well, good-by, Jasp ! I’llsee

TOU iu October, if everything goes

Veil. Look out for your safe.”
“We keep good watch of that,”

replied the clerk. Leaning forward
hi-dropped his voice to a whisper ;

“Fifty thousand in money and
jewelrv in there tonight. A dia-

mond drummer’s just put in twenty

thousand. We close it at mid-
night. Till then—”

Dropping his hand behind the
counter, he raised a revolver butt.

Grahame smiled.
“Yes, I see. Good-by !”

With a final handshake he hur-
ried out to the carriage. Forts-
CUe spoke to Hayden, the colored
watchman, twenty years an Im-
perial employe, trusty as a steel
trap.

“The safe’s chock-full of money
and valuables, Billy. Be sure the
door’s shut at twelve, if I’m not

here. I may have to see a party

in 47. There was a lot of suspi-
cious-looking characters on the
street this afternoon. The town’s
full of crooks, baited here by this
convention. Here comes the band
now with a crowd of- delegates
from the train. Be careful, won’t
you ?”

“All right, sir.” replied Billy,
and hurried away on his rounds.

Fortescue’s glance fell on Mau-
rice Stone, the new bell-boy, a slim,
quiet lad of eighteen, pouring over
a book. The clerk was something
of a martinet. He had not taken
to Stone; not that he actually dis-
trusted him, but new men must be
tried before trusting too far.
Fortescue spoke sharply ;

“Put that book up. Stone. I
don’t want you reading while on
duty. Go up to 47 and ask if Mr.
Fogler wants to see me.”

It now lacked but little of twelve,
and the procession was just in front
of tin* hotel. Roman candles and
red light illuminated the street.
The thunder of the band, pealing
through the doors, filled the office.
Everybody was at the windows
looking out.

Tin* clerk stepped into the vault
to put away the ledger. On turn-
ing to go out, he noticed in one
¦comer a piece of paper shaped like
a cheek; he stooped to pick it up.
He was standing with his back to
the door, and at one side of it, con-
cealed from those without.

Suddenly kling-g-g I the music
was (*ut off, and thick, dead still-
ness succeeded. A second later,
before he could realize his peril and
cry out, the bolts clanged home.

Tin* door had been closed and
looked and the combination disar-
ranged. So noislessly had the
well-oiled hinges turned and so
bright was the electric light inside
that he had received no warning.

In a Hash Fortescue woke to his
position. The combination of the
vault had been changed that day,
and lu* was the only man who knew
tin* new combination.

Almost imbalanced by his dan-
ger. he uttered cry after cry, as he
pounded his fists on the rock-like
door. Then a calmer period came,
and he applied himself with deter-
mination to the problem so sud-
denly forced upon him. It was
easy to understand how the thing
had happened. Everybody in the
office had been watching the pro-
fession, so no one had seen him en-
ter the safe. Hayden, the watch-
man. coming along a minute or so
after twelve, his steps drowned by
the music, had found the door
open. Strictly obedient to orders,
he had swung it to, turned the T-
handle, and whirled the knob to
scatter the combination.

Fortescue looked eagerly round,
seeking some chance for escape,
hut nothing offered. The electric
hull) illumined every comer. From
door to ceiling the walls were lined
with locked money drawers and
the hacks of ledgers and files. On
these the clerk bestowed merely a
casual glance, for behind them lay
two inches of solid steel, backed by
a foot of cement. No, positively
•us only chance was by the door;
and that must be opened from the
outside.

His cell was about six feet square
and seven feet high. To support

comfortably a man needs at
least a thousand feet of cubic air
on hour. A little calculation told
hortescue he had enough for fif-
teen minutes. After that the dead-
e carbonic acid gas would gradu-
auy overpower him.

He looked at his watch. Every
minute was priceless. How fast

they were ticking away ! Whatwas going on in the office only afew feet off ? Could he not at-
tract some one’s attention ? Notif the bass drum were still thunder-
ing through the room. But it
must soon pass by.

If he only had something to ham-
mer against the door ! He remem-
bered his knife. Clenching it inhis right fist, so that only its end
projected, he began pounding
against the steel.

Fortescue would have felt better
had he known that Grahame was
outside. Somehow or other he
knew Ben would have got that
door open. He stopped hammer-
ing for a moment.

Bang ! bang ! bang ! Some-
body was pounding against the
door. The clerk’s heart leaped.
He had been heard, and that was
the first step toward his release.

Again he glanced at his watch.
Ten of the precious fifteen min-
utes had passed. They must be
quick. The air inside would not
last forever.

Confusedly he began to specu-
late as to how they would try to
reach him. They might drill a
hole to give him air; but before
they could penetrate the thick,
tough steel plate he would be dead.
They might blow the door with
nitroglycerin, but that would as-
suredly kill him. No, he could
not get out alive unless the vault
were opened in the usual way; and
how could that be done when his
was the only brain that knew the
combination ?

Tick, tick, tick ! Second by sec-
ond the minutes were fleeing— fif-
teen, sixteen, seventeen, eighteen.
He was on borrowed time now.

Already the veins on his face
were swelling. His head ached
fit to burst. There was a clanging
in his ears. If he could only live
without breathing !

Why did not those people out-
side do something ? Were they
going to let him die without an ef-
fort ?

All at once from the door, even
now wavering before his eyes, a
succession of quick, sharp blows
echoed through the vault—tap-
tap-tap ! Tap-tap-tap !

Over and over again they came,
until at last Fortescue’s benumb-
ed brain recognized the sounds as
the old familiar dots and dashes of
the Morse telegraph code. Word
after word spelled out, until at
last a sentence stood before him :

“Can you hear me ?”

The clerk pulled himself togeth-
er ik*n Grahame, of course 1 Some-
how he had been summoned hack.
I’mLaps his tram had nor started.
It was often late at that season.
Remembering their telegraph days
together, he was tapping a message
through the door. Fortescue lelt
a great relief.

Yet he must reply quickly. The
air was so thick he could barely
keep his eyes open. His head was
splitting. It was years since he
had used the code; but the old
operator never forgot his Morse.
Leaning against the door, he drop-
ped back with the butt of his knife:

‘‘Yes—tap-tap, tap-tap; tap;
tap-tap-tap.

Again a message tapped through
the resounding steel :

“What is the combination ?”

Staggering, fighting off insensi-
bility, the imprisoned clerk began
to reply. So dulled was his brain
that he almost feared he might for-
get the numbers before he could
finish. He was careful to make
each blow loud and clear, for he
knew he was spelling out either his
reprieve or his death warrant. A
single mistake, and all was lost ;

he could not keep conscious long
enough to tap the message through
more than once.

Dot by dot. dash after dash, he
ticked off the words

“Leftto twenty-five; right three
times to seventy-five; left twice to
fifty; right slowly, tilldial stops.

’ ’

At the last stroke Fortescue’s
will gave way. His knife dropped
to the cement, his muscles relaxed,
and he collapsed utterly. Yet
through the black mist which
seemed to close round him he could
hear the clicking of the tumblers.
Fingers a few inches outside were
turning the T-handle. Would they
get the combination right ?

Just as his senses were forsaking
him with a tremendous clang the
bolts shot back, and the door
sprang open.

Somebody was sponging Fortes-
cue ’s temples with cold water when
he came to himself on his own coun-
ter. After a moment of bewilder-
ment he remembered and raised
himself painfully to thank the
friend who had saved him. But he
saw only a few belated guests and
the regular hotel employes. Billy
Hayden among them, his dark face
almost ashen with relieved horror.
In the background, quiet and so-
ber, stood Maurice Stone.

“Where’s Grahame ?” asked the
clerk, weakly.

“Couldn’t reach him.” was the
reply. “We telephoned the tele-
graph office to catch his train, but
it was too far out. He couldn’t
have "ot back in time.”

“Then who knew the code ?”

Th *v nodded toward the new
bell-boy.

“You. Stone ?” exclaimed For-
teser-*. incredulously, staring at

the lad he had distrusted.
“Yes, sir. I overheard you and

Mr. G-ahame speak of having been
telegraphers together. I couldn’t
help being interested, for I’m
studying Morse myself in my

spare time.” He touched the
book projecting from his pocket.
I was pretty nervous and went

slow, so as not to make any mis-
takes. Sorry I didn’t know the
code better, for I’d got you out be-
fore. ’ *

’You knew it well enough to
save my life,” answered Fortescue,
gratefully. “I should never have
thought of it myself.”—Youth’s
Companion.

IfYou Think of Getting Married.
Half the fun in preparing for a

wedding is in following the old cus-
toms, and in weaving curious bits of
county has contributed something,
for the modern bride is not so par-
ticular where a custom comes from
as she is about its special significance.

The time of the year has much to
do with influencing the luck of the
bride and groom.

“Marry in Lent,
You’ll live to repent.”

says an old rhyme, but a very lucky
time is during the forty days immedi-
ately following Easter Day. The best
time of all, though, is June, because
it is the name-month of the goddess
Juno, who takes all women under her
protection, and has the proverbial
feminine interest in weddings.

Another rhyme foretells each
month’s luck :

“Marry when the year is new.
Always loving, kind and true.
When February birds do mate
You may wed, nor dread your fate.
If you wed when March winds blow,
Joy and sorrow both you’ll know.
Marry in April when you can,
Joy for maiden and for man.
Marry in the month of May,
You will surely rue the day.
Marry when June Roses blow,
Over land and Sea you go.
They who in July do wed
Must labor always for their bread.
Whoever wed in August be,
Many a change are sure to see.
Marry in September’s shine,
Your living will be rich and fine.
If in October you do marry,
Love will come but riches tarry.
If you wed in bleak November
Only joy will come, remember.
When December’s snow’s fall fast,
Marry, and true love will last.”
As to the day of the week :

“Monday for health.
Tuesday for wealth,
Wednesday for best day of all;
Thursday for losses,
Friday for crosses,
And Saturday no luck at all.”

About Rice and the Wedding Cake.
The plummy wedding cake and the

throwing of rice, both curiously
enough,spring from the same custom.
The Roman bride carried 3 stalks of
wheat in her hand, or wore a garland
of wheat on her head. It was a pres-
age of plenty and a sign that she
would never want. Corn and rice
were flung at her to insure prosperity
and good living, and the scattered
grain was carefully gathered up and
eaten by the guests. Later, little cakes
were made and crumbled to fling at
the bride; then two sets of cakes were
made, one to fling after the bride, the
other for the guests to eat. Gradually
the guest-cakes grew richer until we
come to the single cake of today,while
the bride-cakes—the cakes to break
up and throw for good luck—went
back to the rice.

The cakes,“if slept on”—wrapped in
a paper on which names have been
written by a friend—will bring a girl
dreams of her future husband, but the
cake must be first cut by the bride
herself and drawn through the wed-
ding ring three or nine times, or else
the charm is imperfect. If the bride
and groom stand one on each side of
the cake, and clasp hands over it
while they exchange a kiss, the luck
is increased. Another point; the
richer the cake the more dream-pro-
ducing it is likely to be.

A ring used to be placed in the wed-
ding bowl, and whoever’s glass the
ring was accidentally served in was
the next to be married. But it was
too easy to see or hear the ring in
a liquid, so it was put in the cake, and
later, a coin or a thimble was added,
the girl who found the latter being
doomed to die an “old maid.”

Sometimes, byway of decoration
the characteristics of the bride and
groom were worked out in sugar on
the cake; or the bride’s favorite flow-
er wreathed around; or a miniature
bride and groom with all their insignia
placed.

Orange Blossoms Symbolize Prosper-

ity.
Bridesmaids and groomsmen have

been important features for so long a
time that the origin of the custom is
decidedly uncertain. In Anglo-Saxon
times, however, the groomsmen led
the bride to church, while the brides-
maids led the groom. Often, too. the
musicians walked before the bride to
church, playing as they went :

“The bride has placed into the hall,
Red as a rose is she.
Nodding their heads,
Before her go
The merry minstrelsie.”

The giving of gloves by the bride
and groom to their attendants is a sur-
vival of a curious old custom. Ifsome
trifling service had been rendered, of
so personal nature that the doer could
not be actually paid for it, a pair of
gloves was the proper acknowledge-

ment. Sometimes they were lined with
money or gifts.

The lucky wedding flowers are
orange-blossoms, symbolical of “a
prosperous life.” They were first

brought from the Holy Land by pil-
grims, so that they also have a re-
ligious significance. Rosemary was
counted lucky in Shakespeare’s day,
and supposed to insure the lasting
memories of the wedding day.

“There’s rosemary, that’s for re-
membrance.”

Laurels were used as decorations to
signify the triumph of love, and the
more recent use of palms has probab-
ly this significance in addition to its
religious symbolism.

Hotel Trunk Labels.

There is a secret cade hidden In
the hotel labels with which travelers’
trunks on the Continent are so pro-
fusely decorated. Globe trotters are

aware that in Switzerland and in other
tourists countries porters or waiters
stick bills or labels with the name
of the hotel on the luggage when one
leaves.

The trunks look very ugly at the
end of a trip and require a sound
washing. I have been told that the
place where these labels are stuck
and the way of putting them—upright
or upside down or crosswise—form
an unwritten and suspected “charact-

er.” Forewarned, forearmed, accord-
ing to an English proverb. These la-
bels speak and tell in the next hotel
If the traveler is generous or not, if
good “tips” are to be expeeted—in
short, what the prey is worth.
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What the Different Colors Indicate.
The universal fashion of wearing

white is not as old as it is often
thought to be. While it was the cus-
tom in the earliest times the present
fashion dates back only to about the
latter part of the seventeenth century.
Before that, yellow, and pink and red
—especially brilliant crimson—were
the favorite colors for the wedding
dress. Mary Stuart created quite a
sensation when she was married in
white and blue. The blue had a re-
ligious significance, and an old cus-
tom demanded that every girl named
Mary should wear blue —the color sa-
cred to Mary Virgin.

The symbolism of color enters large-
ly Into the calculations in deciding
decorations and the bridesmaid’s
gowns. Some brides carry out the
idea in their favors by giving the jewel
that In the old days stood for a color
and shared its significance.

Violet means dignity, and the ame-
thist is highly prized as an amulet to
keep friendship and love.

Blue means constancy, truth and
friendship, and is represented by the
sapphire, although the “forget-me-not”
stone, the turquoise, and even tur-
quoise-matrix, have claims for recog-
nition.

Green symbalizes hope, joy, youth,
and is represented by the emerald,
which is fabled to change color if the
love changes.

Yellow—the topaz—wisdom and
glory, but jealousy, too. except for the
Novemberborn.

Red, for courage and intense love,
its emblem is the ruby.

White, for youth, friendliness and
innocence; represented by pearls and
diamonds.

Maria Says Something.

‘‘You’ve got to listen to me, John,”
she said, “whether you want to hear

me or not!” * ,

She was right
John couldn’t escape.
He was standing by the window,

shaving himself, having just begun
the operation.

“What is it, Maria ?” he asked.
“I’m getting tired of playing second

fiddle in this house !” she exclaimed.
“Get a graphophone.”
“And I’m not going to do it any

longer, either ! I am going to assert
my rightful prerogative and have some-
thing to say hereafter in the business
affairs of this household. Who made
you the absolute dictator of this
family ? The apostle Paul ? I think
not, John Dorkins. When Paul ap-
pointed the husband as the boss of
the home he was writing to the Cor-
inthians. I never thought much of
those Corinthian women, anyway.
They were poor coots. Do you think
he’d dare to tell the women nowadays
to keep silence in the churches and
to learn wisdom from their husbands
at home ? Not much ! He’d be on
their side. The time has come, I tell
you, when women are going to de-
clare themselves. They Intend to
have their say whenever there is any-
thing to be done. What right has the
man of the house, just because he has
a base voice and wears the trousers,
to set himself up as a grand mogul,
or a czar, or a sultan ! You call me
your ‘better half in a joking way,
but it’s no joke ! I’m the submerged
half, and you know it! I can’t even
rise to a point of order. It’s contrary
to the old parliamentary rules estab-
lished by St. Paul and adopted by all
husbands. There’s going to he an-
other set of rules adopted, let me tell
you ! You are not going to have
things all your own way hereafter !

Just as sure as you live, John Dor-
kins ”

“Maria,” interposed Mr. Dorkins,
proceeding to lather the other side of
his face, “you talk like an insurgent
congressman.”—Chicago Tribune.

Cupid’s Letter Box.
From the page in “Publicity” de-

voted to letters from yearning hearts,
that are matrimonially inclined, we
selected the following epistles. They
show that these is still a chance for
a man to get married.

Mr. Cupid:

Do you suppose a red-haired, freck-
led young farm girl would stand a
show in your matrimonial depart-
ment? If so, please tell your gen-
tlemen readers that I am living near
Falls Church, with my widowed moth-
er. We have a comfortable home and
a nice little farm father left us. We
get a living off it, but mama says we
could do lots better if there was a
man about the place, and she don’t
see why I should not take advantage
of your offer, which I saw in the pa-
pers. I almost forgot to tell you, I
am an Irish girl, 24 years old, and
not one bit ugly. Mary.

Mr. Cupid ;

Please get me a nice husband —one
that’s got a good, steady job, and
don’t have to stay out nights—don’t
drink, and is not a Catholic. I pre-
fer a gentleman about 30 years old,
and—considering I am dark com-
plected, I desire him just the oppo-
site—one with a Vandlke beard ifyou
happen to have any in stock.

J. S. M.

Mr. Cupid :

I am just 19 years old. I live with
my stepfather, and he is just horrid,
so I want to meet someone who
would appreciate a good, faithful, do-
mestic young woman. Please publish
this in your first issue.

JOSEPHINE R

Something Old and Something New.
Most brides long for fair weather

for their wedding day because of the
old saying. “Blest be the bride the sun
shines on;” but the rainy-day bride
may console herself with the fact that
in some countries the bride prays for
rain, taking it as an omen that all her
tears are shed before marriage, and
that there will be none after. The
Germans say a new joy comes with
every rain drop.

Every bride should have in her
trousseau, and, if possible, wear at her
wedding,

“Something old, something new,
Something borrowed, something

blue.
And a gold dollar in her shoe.”

There is a particular meaning in
each thing mentioned : “Something
old,” something from the old life to
insure dutiful memories; ‘‘something

new.” because of her starting upon a
new life, when to wear old clothes
would condemn her to be poor all her
life; “something borrowed,” a play

| upon the old meaning of borrow, which
is “pledge,” and probably originally
meant the wedding ring Itself: “some-
thing blue,” as a sign of constancy,

and the “gold dollar” to insure wealth.
The bride’s veil was originally a

fine, transparent piece of cloth held
over the couple during the ceremony.
Later, it was held only over the bride

| “to hide her blushes," until finally it
j became part of her attire.

LINIMENTS.

Sloan’s Liniment is the best
remedy for sprains and bruises.

It quiets the pain at once, and
can be applied to the tenderest
part without hurting because it
doesn’t need to be rubbed—all

Jrou have to do is to lay it on
ightly. It is a powerful prepa-

ration and penetrates instantly—-
relieves any inflammation and con-
gestion, and reduces the swelling.

Here’s the Proof.
Mr. L. Roland, Bishop of Scran-

ton, Pa. says:—“On the 7th of
this present month, as I was leaving
the building at noon for lunch, I
slipped and fell, spraining my wrist.
1 returned in the afternoon, and at
four o’clock I could not hold a pen-
cil in my hand. I returned home
later and purchased a bottle of

Sloan's
Liniment

a,nd used it five or six times before
I went to bed, and the next day I
was able to go to work and use my
hand as usual.”

Sloan’s Liniment
is an excellent anti-

HB septic and germ
killer— heals cuts,
burns, wounds and

¦BSBfflße contusions, and will
|ll>'IMa!Il draw the poison

I from sting of poi-
I I sonous insects.

l 25c., 60c. and SI.OO
¦ I Sloan’s bMk on
IiHIIMMI.’ISi hones, cattle, sheep
¦. ¦¦ r-r.r-- M and poultry sent¦ TiSLK’ ¦ free. Addreu

Dr. Earl S.Sloan,mmmrnm Boston, Km., U.SJL

MISCELLANEOUS.

THE
BALTIMORE

NEWS
Daily and Sunday

TfA live, independent news-
paper, published every aft-
ernoon (daily and Sunday).

IfCovers thoroughly the
news events of the city.
State and country.

fA newspaper for the
home—for the family cir-
cle. *

the confidence
and respect of its readers.

cent everywhere.

Buy it from your local
Newsdealer or order

by mall.
One month $ .30
Six months.... , ... $1.75
One year 3.50

The Baltimore News
BALTIMORE!, HO.

PATENTS.

60 YEARS*

H fL J J LJ J"

/ a 1 I J 1 II^l1 I "11 I 1

Trade Marks
designs

r f Copyrights Ac.
Anyone sending s sketch nnd description may

quickly ascertain our opinion free whether an
Invention to probably patentable. Communica-
tion* strictly confidential. HANDBOOK on Patent*
sent free. Oldest aaency.for securing patents.

Patenu token through Maun A Co. receive
special noties, without charge. In the

Scientific American.
Ahandsomely Illustrated weekly. Largeet cir-
culation of any scicntlflc journal. Terms. $3 a
year: foot months, |L Sold by all newsdealers.

BUNN S Co New Yorl;
Branch Offloe, 536 V St* Washington. H. C.

PLUMBING.

? IF IT IS |

| Ming and Heating |
X I AM ON THE JOB. |
* *

I TINNING A SPECIALTY . X
* *
* *

? I also carry a line of STOVES, *

TINWARE, &c.
J

- - - ¦ J I
X See me before mMffac contracts. J
X FRANK T. SHAEFFER. *
* ?
IHHHHHHHHHHHHHHr***********

FARM IMPLEMENTS. FARM IMPLEMENTS.

iMIMWIIIIIIIMIMMMHIMiIIMniIMMMWMH'
ii i *

iiDoyle ® Magee
28 and 30 WEST MAIN ST., '

WESTMINSTER. MARYLAND.
;; both , phoneß. ;;

Jobbers and Retailers.
I i We are prepared to show the farmers the largest and best assortment of I
II Vehicles, Farm Machinery and Household Furniture i;
11 Ever offered in Carroll County. Ifyou are in need of anything in our 1 ’

I I line we will appreciate a call. \ |

I I 1000 BUSHELS HOME-GROWN CLOVER SEED WANTED. I I
j; Binders Buggies Grain Drills j j

J I Mowers Surreys Corn Planters ; |
• dßunabouts _ ! •

;: Rakes
Harness

Farm Wagons I
; ; Gasoline Engines

Harrows Potato Planters ; ;
I 1 Cream Separators Seed Plows Hay Tedders | |

•****•*•***•****••*•**•••* JEWELRY.

ii Buggies
Wagons

Binders I A CARD
ii Mowers 1! Thanking my
II Mjj II friends for their
; Rakers and liberal patronage

y ii
'

• the past year, and
i I eddei*B I wishing you all a

11 11 Happy and Pros-
-11 Everything for the Farm. 11 perous New Year,

I I WESTMINSTER - - MD.il

SHOES. SHOES.

-???W4W IIIIIII I I 111 11 HWH Mini*

jiBEFORE STOCK TAKING ii
; | ******************** 11
I I To reduce our stock before stock taking, we have ;;
; I some good bargains to offer you. I I
•I $1.25 Men’s Soft Hats, worth $1.50 and $2.00, at - SI.OO ¦ *

;| 25 Dozen Men’s Underwear, worth SI.OO, at - - .75 I
; | IS Dozen Neckties, worth 50c, at .25 1 1
•; 28 Pair Men’s Rubber Boots, worth $3.75, at 2.25 11
II 16 Pair Men’s Rubber Boots, worth $4.25, at - 3.75 11
; | 23 Pair Men’s Rubber Boots, worth $5.00, at -

- 4.50 1 1
ii 1 •

;; RUBBER SHOES of every description at rock bottom prices. 11
< j Now is the time to buy to save money. 11

WM. CDEVILBISS,
.. 22 W. MAINSTREET - WESTMINSTER, MD. 11

HORSES AND MULES. HORSES AND MULES.

AT THE MONTOUR HOUSE
CHAS. W. KING,

HORSES, MULES AND COWS,
STOCK OF ALLKIND ON HAND AT ALL TIMES.
At the present a pair of young PERCHERON MARES in foal, weighing about1400 lbs.; will work anywhere hitched. Will Buy or Exchange Horses, Mules

and Cows. Stock can be seen at all times at the MONTOUR HOUSE. Call
and look them over.

WANTED-HAY AND STRAW. Will buy good Mixed Hay.
CHARLES W. KINO. Westminster, Md.

j -

HORSES & MULES.
will receive at

stables, at Hanover, on lHk
gqwi Saturday, Jan. 22, 1910, Jj.

one carload of horses by express, and
one carload of mules.

H. A. SMITH,
Hanover. Pa.

New Sales Stable Opened
Having opened a Sales Stable in the

rear of 92 West Main street, will have
at all times a number of first-
class horses for sale or ex-

KTo>i change. Call and inspect stock
before purchasing.

E. H. COPPERSMITH,
apr24 Westminster. Md.

50 Head of Horses,
Maresand Mules,

At my Stables, Littlestown, Pa. Three j
AfKMares with foal, broke

unbroke
-DEpwL principally MareMules, 1
pair weighing 2600. Stock for sale or
exchange. Willpay the highest cash
market price for fat Horses and Mules
suitable for the southern Market. If
you have any such stock drop me a card
and I will be to see them.

H. A. SPALDING,
jan 14 3t Littlestown, Pa.

DOUBTS CAST ON BURBANK WIZ-
ABDBY.

Claims to Some New Plants the Sub-
ject of Attack and Sharp Criticism.
Scientists and Government officials

are beginning to examine with a
good deal of attention the schemes to
which the name of Luther Burbank,
the so-called “plant wizard,” has been
lent.

Mr. Burbank’s varieties of vege-
tables. plants and Gowers have been
exploited for years in the press as
standing marvels. He has not hesi-
tated to call them his creations, and
he has received scientific recognition
of the highest character by an annual
grant of SIO,OOO for ten years from the
Carnegie Institution, to enable him to
continue bis experiments.

But lately his claims have met with
a good deal of criticism. Last sum-

Fox’s Auction
EVERY

WEDNESDAY,
20 and 22 SOUTH PACA STREET.

Any Kind of a Horse or Mule
You Want.

M. FOX & SONS CO.,
LARGEST HORSE AND MULE

DEALERS IN MARYLAND.
20 and 22 South Paca Street,

BALTIMORE, MD.
jan 7

Franklin’s Livery
Having bought the entire Livery out-

fit of Benjamin Dorsey, and improved
same by adding some first-class
horses and vehicles, would like

Uwb to serve you when a team of
any kind is wanted. Will board your
horses by the meal, day, week or month
at a fair price. Give me a trial.

JOS. L. FRANKLIN, Prop.,
At the Old Thomson Stand,

declS tf Westminster. Md.

mer he was engaged in a controversy
with The Rural New Yorker, an agri-
cultural publication of high standing,
with regard to the “wonder berry,” or
sunberry, which he asserted to be an
“absolutely unique” berry, fit for
human consumption, and which the
Rural New Yorker declared with noth-
ing but a variety of the poisonous
nightshade.

Mr. Burbank’s spineless cactus,
which it was freely prophesied the
desert regions of the West might be
converted into thriving cattle farms,
has also caused much discussion. In
a bulletin of the Department of Agri-
culture, Dr. David Griffiths describes
what has been authentically ascertain-
ed about spineless prickly pears. He
does not even mention Mr. Burbank
but he says positively that there are
many forms of these plants well known
in the United States, and that they
have been cultivated for so long that
their origin is quite unknown.
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