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Post-Office Bulletin.

Mails Close.

A R R for Points West.
A R R for Points East.
. Qteamer for River Points.

Stace for Preston.
D&CR
.0 A R R for Points West.

.Q A R R for Points East.
Mails Arrive.
A R R. from Points East.

@ e ®
333

; Q
: Q

whs3

= |
e <
2z

ﬂﬂh‘zﬂ@ﬁ

2

SH3BE
-k
BEZS

8:25 am:; Q

10:10 a m; Q
11:00 a m: Stage, from Preston.

11:30 a m;
11:45m; D
833 pm; QAR
334pm; QA R

R. from Points East.
R. from Points West.

. D &C R R for Points North.

R for Points North.

A R R, from Points West.

Steamer, from River Points.
& C R R, from Points North.
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GENERAL DIRECTORY.

County Officials.

Judges of the
A- Pearce, Chief
and William R Martin,
—jtll'_?',
non-jury, 2d Monday in January,
Monday in June.

Clerk of the Circuit
W. Hobbs.

County Commissioners—James
Wricht, President;
and Daniel J. Zacharias.

Court—Charle

'R R, from Points North

(‘iréuit Cnurt;- rames
Judee; Edwin H Brown
Associates Terms

1st Monday in April and Octol::nl'
t

Wes of J arre]i

Treasurer and Clerk to the C ommige

sioners Charles H. Whitby.

Judges of the Orphans’ Court—Johs

A. Sigler, Chief Judge; Thomas L. Da;

and Jesse T. Dennis Associates.
Register of Wills, Robert J. Jump.

School Commissioners—Thomas W
Jones, President; Henry C. Fisher an

Albert W. Sisk.

School Examiner and Secietary—W

8. Crouse.

State’s Attorney—Albert G. Towers

Skeriff--Isaac L. Dukes.

Professional and Business Cards.

ALB ERT G. TOWERS.

Staie’s Attorney for Caroline County,

Denton, Md.

T PLINY FISHER,
L ]

LAW AND COLLECTIONS,
Denton, Md.

OSCAB CLARK,
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW

Denton, Md.

Collections and all professional busi-
ness promptly attended to.

Hanv EY L. COOPER,

ATTORNEY-AT LAW,
De::ton, Md.

Close attention will be given to al

Husiness entrusted to my care.

SHENRY RLEWIS, T ALAN GOLDSBOROUGH

LEWIS & GOLDSBOROUGH,

ATTORNEYS-AT-LAW, -

Denton, Md.
Wiil

practice in the Courts of Caro-

ine, Talbot and Queen Anne’s Counties.

N ALEX. HUTSON,
®

ATTORNEY-AT LAW,
Denton, MJ.

Will practice in the Courts of Caro
Jine and adjacent counties. Pensions »

specialty,

DR. SHERIDAN P. MANSHIP,

PAYRICIAN AND SURGEON,

Denton, Md.
Residence Cor. 7th and Main Sts.

DR. ENOCH GEORGE,

PHYSICIAN, SURGEON & CYN ZCOLOGIST,

Denton. Md.

DR. P. R. FISHER,

PHYBICIAN AND SURGEON,
Denton Md.

DR. ALEX. HARDCASTLE,

PHYSCIAN AND G YNECOLOGIST
Denton, Md.

Office Hours from 8 to 9a.m.;6 to 7 p.m.

JOHN W. CLARA,

AUCTIONEER,
Box 88,

Will sell p
of the adjoining counties.

S—

Denton, Md.
roperty in Caroline or any

C P. DUNNING,
®

CONSTABLE AND COLLECTOR,

Denton, Md

—

F P. COVEY,
s DEALER IN
Bone Phosphate and Lime.

Agent for the ETNA LIFE INSUR-

ANCE COMPANY.
and Auctioneer,

AGNER, MARYLAND

0. R OWENS,

ATTORNEY AT LAW,

Denton, Md.
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W DEWEESE,

ATTORNEY-AT-1AW,

Denton, Md. | Cabbage Plants,
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THE WORLD LOVES

A WINNER
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And we =re trying to win
you by fair dealing.

\ 'K are now snugly fixed in the

building formerly occupied
by Wm. E Greenly, pretiry well
loaded up with all good things such
as are useful in all families. It is
useless to enumerate them, instead,
we invite you to call and see.

1 - b r b Fls bl B
CHECK SYSTEM
Then we are using the Check Sys-

tem with al! who deal for cash,
which entitles them to something

of value in their family. Come and

learn of this.

Full line of Groceries, sold as low
as any can sell them. Finest line
of Confectionery in the eounty eith-
er at wholesale or retail prices.

Weé eall attention of merchants
to the fact that we sell them as low
as they can buy in the city, and save
them freight; think of this. Finest
line of Canned Goods you can select
from.

One thing more. The Gold Med-
al Bakery is now turning out the
hest Bread, Cakes, Pies, Buns, etc.,
ever offercd. Baked fresh daily.
New line of gnoda. We hope to see

you coming.

BUTTER AND EGGS TAKEN

at market prices. Very truly,

FIELD & WILLIS

PROPRIETORS

GOLD MEDAL BAKERY

DENTON, MARYLAND

L00K|

We have just receiv-
ed a car load of

- HIGH LIFE
aw WHITE ROS

PN P BN NI N

Flour which we are sel-
ling at $4 00 and $4.25
per Barrel. Made from
Spring Wheat and can-
not be exelled. Try it
and you will be con-
vinced. While coming
o see, bring your pro-
duce and receive best
market prices.

We are also head-
quarters for prime clov-

er seed, $6 90 a bushel.

J. W, STONEBRAKER,
TWO JOHNS, MD.

ALBERT HOWARD, Manager.
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Corner of Main and Fifth

Streets.

We are nicely fitted up for
the accommodation of our
customers with new goods of
all kinds, and are prepared to
serve you at short notice.

| GROCERIES, PROVISIONS

are our specialties, and we
are keeping up our reputa-
tion for handling the best

| NOTIONS AND RIBBONS

For the accommodation of
our lady friends we are giv-
ing special attention to this
department and invite an in-
spection of our stock.

A cozy lunch room adjoins
our store where ('ysters are
served in all styles, and a full
meal or lunch ean be pre-
pared at short notice.

For the Spring Trade.

M. BAKER,
de MERCHANT TAILOR,
1209 Light St..

—

Baltimore, Md.

—

Subseribe for THE UxioNn and

get the news. .

'also Raspberry, Blackberry

and Ornamental Trees.

A.G.GETLETLY,

i 2-5]

J W erssox,
J,

CONETABLE AND COLLECTOR,

3
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and Dew-

Concord, Md,
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thetic chord was 1
After that only one person troubled
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“1 had a bad cough for six
weeks and could find no relief
until I tried Ayer’s Cherry Pecto-
ral. Only one-fourth of the boitic

cured me.”’ '
L. Hawn, Newington, Ont.

Neglected colds always g
lead to something scrious. §
They run into chronic §
bronchitis, pneumonia, |
asthma, cr consumpiticn. |

Don’t wait, but take !
Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral
just as soon s your cough 3
begins. A few doses will |
cure you then. |

Three sizes: 25¢., S8, $1. AV drugyicts.

Consult your doctor. If he says take it,
then do as bhe says. If he tells you neot g
to take it. then dou’'t take it. He Enows. §
Leave it with him. We are wiliing.

J. . AYER CO., Lowe!ll, Masa.

COMPENSAT.GIHL

OR! were I blind, I still should know
The #plendid sun were shining:
His warmth would, threugh +he unseen
glow,
Fill eyen for vision pining.

And were I deaf, 1 still should ) |
Elysian music round me:

In soundless ears would yet be real
The thrill that once had found ma,

S0, were I dumb, "‘twould matter not
That worils could ne'er be spoken:

For soul to soul can volce its thought
Though silence be unbroken.

—Clay MacCauley, in N. Y. Independent.

A Man of Mylery.
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BY JOSEPH REYNOLDS.

YI’, Iﬂﬂ)’hE because of her oppor-
tunities, was the only one to sus-
pect tragedy breathing behind the
curtain. None of the ever-changing
occupants of Archer’s tenement had
time to pose as the students of the
psychological. There was a ripple of
dull excitement as the dark, set-lipped
young man from nowhere, earrying
a small trunk and a pvzzling air of
refinement, was seen going conscious-

DENTO.
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then.
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C Scoppea, glowing with
confuston. Ten to he
hiad forgotten all aboat i,

._‘-Il..
%

* :
E't ..l!_
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“What's that?” he asked. absently:

in het trepudation she slopped ihe
water all around his feet, She was
peedd to men who wonuld have nailed
down hLer clomsiness with an oath;
but this one only stepped back.

“1 &as going to say all alone,” <he
<stammerved, *9f }‘nll'tl NINE Nour room
nst swept out 1 conld do it all under
cne. 1's no trouble, and
want it.’

“I'nder one? You're kind,” he <aid.
“1 don't know—perhaps it does,  Did
yoii mean now?

“Juset as yvou like.
trouble,” she repeated.

and 7 mast

1le threw back the door,

avoided  looking

pointedly

| mean it's no

She stn- |

RICAN

—— e — —

N. MD., THURSDAY, F

Cnnmbed sensation.
She had taken it from the |

UNION.

g-_qnhq““n <tood for a minute as if
stupeficd and then eroped back down
the eternal stairs. lle did not seem

to see the shabhy girl who shivered
Lack on the second landing, and Gyp's
own staring eyes merely focused @
sirange mist,

e ]
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Gyp knew all now; knew in her |
crude way that that book had come
(o seem a matter of life and death to |

tive man. The words he had tll‘nppi'ﬂ.
the way he came out and listened
when the postman knocked, the gray

fear ot his face, that vanished as she j | e the soul, nnharme d, sublime;

tame up with only a long envelope,
And here—here she was, carrying the
parcel up the endless stairs, with a
It had come back
to him.

| - . '3 & . . l
carrier’s hand. The publisher’s priat

rotind, but she conld not help seeing |

something that Lrushed away another |

slice of the mystery—a table in the
corner by the window covered with
writing paper. That's what he did
wrote all day long. lle had

' no carpet down; in five minutes her

|

| gmall broom had ”gh”‘l flicked ‘l‘ﬁllﬂl‘

the walls: ih five more her long cne
 hnd gathered up the worst of the

~dust and flue,
ing ontside. As she brushed the heap |

He waited on the land-

past him he held out twe coins that
had grown hot in his hand. He
knew that she often thoroughly

eleaned a room for fourpence.

- casion to whisper.
- better!

- past a throat Tamp.

“What's that for?"” she whispered,
sharply—a girl who seldom saw oc-
“Put it back, or |
won't ask to do it again. Yon know
LR
“1 know yon're kind,” he said again,
“These—these

- rooms soon get dirty.”

- went in:; the dust had snbhsided.

!

. ner.
" offer to cook him a meal.
'_ the most ridienlous
 world that day, but somehow,

. heart was beating faster under
- blouse, that

They do, in six or seven weeks. He
She
knelt there, wringing her flannel, and
picturing him at the table in the cor-
No. she should never dare to
It seemed

in the
her
the

ﬂl‘tn;:

suddenly seemed
shabby for the deyvlight, at the
thonght that she had “done him that

morsel o' good.”

" men who painfully need some one to

look after them. and. in the nature of

' things, that some one could only be

ly up the common staircase; but it |

fizzed out the first time he was heard | _
to drop his voice when the landlord’s | cheeks. Just as you may find a fault-

agent called. Down on his luck, asks
ing for a few days’ grace, a sympa-
struck at  onee

about bim and his fugitive ways, and
that was Gyp, the delicate, deformed
girl in the lowest room, who was paid
to keep the stair and landings re-

a woman. It was all well to have
“hroken hearts.” DBusy fingers are
the thinzs a helpless man needs.

And after that—after that Gyp, su-
premely unconscious of her own tact,
found regulav nppurillliitirﬂ of domg
Lim thai little service. No one knew;
and if he could never seem to find
voice in thanks he seemed to
know that any mention of payment
would brine the blood surging to her

his

less kernel in a fool of a husk, so yon

' may have the heart of a true woman

spectable, and who was at the beck |

and call of anyvone in the tenement

wanting an odd job done cheaply.

He bhad the sky parlor, so high up

that the invalid who rented it belfore |

beneath an impossible bodice. Gyp
did it for the love of the thing. If
any one had snggested that she did
it for love of the man Gyp might

have found herself unable to :m—“

Swer,

The lower door of the tenement
generally stood open. One day, at
an hour when most of the occupants

were out, Gyp saw a tall, aristocratic |

old gentleman, with white hair fring-

him had been known to pause fosr | ing his silk hat, staring incredulousiy

a farcical
up, and how solemn the scent of cook
ing found its way through the door
chinks. She knew his name must he
Frank Meredith, becanse letters -a
rarity in the tehement—came fre-
quently for hiin. They were mostly

in long envelopes, and once or twice, |
whett she carried them up, she had |

been struck by the twitch of his lips
as he took them and hastily closed

his door again.

was a man who could live without |

work snd without friends. Regularly,

Strangest of all, he |

at dusk. he went out for aboui anm |

hour: for the rest of the day he fol- |
Chalf of what 1 said!”™

lowed the lead of the invalid and sat
alone in the quiet room. Doing

what? Heaven alone had an inkling. |

Twice u week she washed the stair-
case down: and she often paused over

that top landing and wrung out her |

flannel half a dozen times unneces-
sarily, in hopes of hearing something.

Once he had opened his door softly

and caught her at it.

“Oh, 1 beg your pardon!™ he whis-

~pered.

wondered what the serubbing noise |

[ Faney that languagel] |

was.”’

Gyp didn’t scrub that bit agzain. |
Finally her feelings took the form of |
becanse, |

a vast wonder and pity;
with her woman’s intuition, she di-
vined many little things that only a
woman would notice. He was not

mad; he was not a criminal in hid- | 1"in not

ing—his face told that. e could

only be a man with a mystery.
One night she saw hjm step sharply
out as usual. As it happened, she
was just about to run on one of her
own furtive errands.
notion of weighing impulses.
followed him at a little distance.

She

vanished through a doorway.
a branch of the public library, and
no place for Gyp. There were two
hushed rooms.
tainly in. Ostensibly engrossed by a
medical directory, she watched

turned to a certain corner of a news-
paper and was staring as if fasci-
nated.

certingly. Both noticed something—

- she that he was two shades whiter

- watching him.

than usual, and he that she had been
He flicked back the
sheets and walked out, with a pink

. spot on either cheek. Again the -
. pulse was open 10 eriticism, but a

' did when, she read.

minute or so later she found hersecii |

scanning that printed corner. Her
lips began to work—as they always
There it was—-

' something that helped to solve the

' mystery, and at the same time thick- |

Strawberry Plants, thirty ?lriﬂtieﬂ;i

ened it: _
“1f Frank Meredith will only com-

. municate with known addresses he
| berry Plants; Apple, Peach, Pear, I'jum |

50,000 Early
j broken.”
Williston, Md. '

will Jearn that bygones are bygones
in the fullest sense.

That next morning, as she set her
pail steadily down on the top land-
ing, his door clicked; he looked out.
It made her jump. She had been
picturing the face of “Ethel” in her
soapsuds, and her lip curled.

| his writing table.

breath on the staircase 20 times. Gi gy in.

with the keean intelligence of her Kind, |
was bound to note what
amount of furniture had been carried

“Does- does my son lodge here? 1

mean. a Mr. Meredith?” he asked,

keeping back some emotion. .

“There's one right at the top,” she
stitd, eveing him doubtfully.
| think he's in. I'll—I"11 show you.”

They went up. She pointed and
then retreated to the next landing.
Not for her life could she help lis-
tening. She heard a husky “Frank!™
aud then a dull bound, as if the man
in there had leaped consulsively from
And then——

“What! 1 asked yon not to try and
find me. 1 told yon -2

“My Loy! Tve searchetl all New
York for you, You—here, in this
den! Frank, vou know I never meant

i was a good-for-
nething—1 could go. 1 simply took
vou at your word. Perhaps, when |
can show yvou that I'm not so worth
jes<. I'll think of coming back. Not
before! You musn't come here. You
need not worry. I ean eke out a liv-
ing by writing, and I'm in hopes "

“But you said it

il's
Poeo-

“PBut, my boy, it's impossible
starvation! Look at you now!

;illl' are hil}i“ﬂ' [ let yon go Lo your

Gyp had no |

He | vou'd never understand. You'll know

put two or three long envelopes care- | o,op "

fully into the pillar box and then

It was back—you know what

th‘ 1-{;111';1]'1‘{]. nncer- it”

paid for it to be printed and let you | . Whaes (e WA AT
it ' have your fair chance. You'd be cer- | | .
through the glass partition. He had | . |

Just as he made to tear him- |
' self away the lights blazed up discon-

Ethel heart- |

ruin!’

“T'o just the reverse, it may be.
Dad, ™ 1 have your obstinate, hasty
spirit, that is hardly my fault. T've
had to swallow the lump: 'm quite

- comfortable here, whatever the place

is. No, vou had better not come in-
side. You'll go back and say I'm mad.
I'll teli vou this muck: 17

—his voice trembled here—"1've been

it comes back—if it fails—then I'll
realize that 1've made the mistake of
my life; and I may make another.
Lut it won't. I can't talk about it—

“My lwoy, you know it will come
things are!
You're an unknown. Puablishers play
upon names nowadays; they're

You know well I—why, I'd have

tain then of getting a hearing. |1

—Ilet me pay that!”™

ed address was on it. She had only
to lay it down beside his door, tap

"once, and ereep down again as fast

too |

He was one of the |

“Yes, |

| the stairs.

writing a book—a novel. 1'm in hopes i
it may be the beginnihg of an end. If

bound |

|
3
|

A pause, as if he were struggling |

against the sharpest temptation that
ever came to a man clutching the

lowest rung of that slippery ladder.

Thei an amazing answer.

“No! No, sir! A month ago I might
have thought twice of that; but now
—now I feel that I want my book to
stand upon its merits. You dont
know what a book becomes to its au-
thor. Heaven knows 1 had to realize
it was all or nothing with me! 1 want

'to make my own way in the world.”

“*Then, my boy, if you won’t con-
sider me, think of that poor girl with
ker breaking heart. You left her
without a word, after you had won
her affection. Think of her!” -

“I do,” he said, brokenly. *“I think
of her every moment I live. I would

'never let it be said that I married

her for her money. I wrote to her—
I gave up all thoughts of it. She
kuows—-she knows that if ever I make
a name for myself Don’t—don’t
vare to tell her where I am. If you

*"

do— —

“I hope as you didn’t think —"

j His door banged on a sob. The old :l‘.m.s to perfect it. . :

as possible.
of her!
She was nearly up to his landing.
She had paused. “If—if a pareel
comes,” he had said a tozen times,
“yvon might let me have it at once.”

How right down silly

- ~he had paused, she kncw not why.

‘I he silence of his room awed her,
Into her head came that gqueer recol-
lection of the man down the street
the man who, ont of work and des-
perate, had swallowed a dime's worth
of earbolie acid. And she heard a rus-
{le— a soft, silken, slow rustle on the
stairs behind, as if some great lady
were feeling her way up. Gyp looked
end looked. A sweet oval face
framed in iy, came above the land-
ing, the dark, velvet eyes in it were
looking Dbeseechingly, fearfully, up
into hers. And Gyvp knew what had
happened. It was the woman—the
woman whose heart was his, the
woman who had come to find and take
him away. And Gyp's red hands
clutched the parcel in a spasm of
jealousy.

“Mr. Meredith? They told me he

' ——" The whisper broke off.

“Yes. 1 know you. He's here”
Cyp breathed back. “That’s his room,
ap there. And this—here’s his book,
come Fack as it went.
b

A pause. His door had opened!
[Te knew nothing of the tragedy
breathing outside, of the two women
who icoked into each other’s eyes.
lle never knew, and mnever would
know, of the last whisper.

“His—his book! And he does nol
know? 0O, thank yon! Bless you for
telling me! Give it to me—his bhook!
| came to the minute. 1t —it was to
be. I waited till I dared wait nb
longer! Not a word. He need not
know now. God-by, good-by!”

She had taken the precious parcel
close against the furs of her breast,
and was gone.

Just a week later, when Gyp knelt

' wearily down to whsh the top stairs,

the man's door opened. Ifi the man’s
eyes was a wild light, in his hand
that morning’s letter. For one of the
most wonderful things in life had
happened. And it seemed so natural

that it should happen!
“Gvp.” he said, “I knew vou'd be

' glad —1 know you will. They've taken

my book. You shall have a copy. 1
shall be going soon. They might call
or send. 1 could hardly let them
know this iddress. Yon've been kind

ah. but vou have! [ wanted—I
meant all along to give you a little
present.  You must—you must; you
have been so thoughtful”

It was ati envelope with a gold
piece inside. He went hurriedly down
For him a new life had
begun. He was treading a golden,
dancing path, with a woman’s sweet
oval face at the far end of it. His
bogk Lad been taken! He could not
be t‘Kl}Ft"IF{] to know of the huddled,
dreary figure on the top of the land-
ing there; of the red. twitching
hands that covered a face. He had
given hetr an eagle. Women like Gyp
have no hearts to break.—Chicago

Tribune. .
ALL IN A NAME.
The Faumous wife j‘bnll:'hl the “Pro-

fession' of the Frenchman Evi-
dently a Splendid One.

During the summer a distinguished
member of the French academy
rented a cottage in Savoy, and when
the time came for his return to Paris
he went to say farewell to the owner

| of the coltage, & prospefous fa Fmer's

wife. savs the Brooklyn Citizen.

“lI hope you will write your name
in my album before you go0,” she
said.

“With |nlt~m-‘-||rt-.“ he erIIHL and.
{aking the pen, he wrote his name¢
in the book.

“Thanks,”
please tell me your profession,
that 1 can write it after your name?”

“Oh, put it down ‘land owner.”” he

she said, “but won't you
s

answered.

“But that isn't a profession,” she
said.

“Well, then, put down
cian. " was his answer.

These words seemed to puzzle her,
and therefore he asked with a smile,
“Don't vou know what an academi-

‘academi-

cdan is?"

“No, not quite,” she answered, “but
it's such a long word that the pro-
fession must be a splendid one.”

The yvoung inventor says that one

dav
with him and bought there a whip.
That afternoon the animal was dis-

'the whip he had just purchased. But

in the evening. when he came to look |

for the weapon ﬂg':,;=|i[11r it was nowhere | tle time for reflection.

'ladleful of hot tar was already being

to be found.

Just then there came a ring at
the bell. It was the saddler, whip
‘n hand. “Your dog, sir,” he said,
“hrought this to the shop in his
mouth this afternoon and laid it on

the floor and ran off quickly.”—N, Y.

Tribune.
Three Inches of Land Sold.

The smallest real estate deal ever
icnnsun{mafed in Minneapolis, Minn.,
was effected the other day when the |
- owners of the Donaldson Glass block
purchased of F. H. Peterson a strin
' of land three inches wide by 120 feet |
long. The price paid was $500. The
itranﬁactinn is also umnique in that
it took several months of negntia— the same bottle!”

Will you take |

tion and the attention of several Jaw-

 sessed of sterling

he took this dogz to a saddler’'s

disclosed,
' shoiited a burly fellow, who #jipeared
' to be the master of ceremonies; an

it open!

1903.
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TRUE LOVE.

I think: true love is never blind,
b:ut rather brings an added light,
An innsr vision quick to find
The peauties hid from common sight.

No soul can ever clearly seé
Another's highest noblest part;

Sqve through the sweet philosophy

And loving wisdom of the heart.

Your unanointed eves shall fall
on him who tills my world with light;
You do not see my friend at all,
You see what hides him from your sight.

[ cce the feet that fain would climb;
You bumsthe steps that turn astray

You but the garment and the clay,

' You sce a mortal, weak, misled,

Dwarfed ever by the earthly clod}

' I se¢ how manhood, perfected,

May reach the nature of a god.
-PBoaston Watehman,

His First Sermon
in Morning Dew

Y

OUNG  ministers, like young
schoolmasters, often make their
first public efforts with fear and
trembling. When  the youthful
“theologne” receives his first “call,”
and sets off to preach his trial ser-

mol aniong strangers in a diﬁtantl

town, he is sometimes a very alxious
and lonely youth. The annals of the
clerical profession contain amnusing
accounts of the various trying cir-
cumstances under which such ser-
mons have been delivered.

ih the west, in mining-camp days,
itinerant ciergymen sometimes ad-
dressed crowds in queer placés and
in unconventional garments. It 1is
cafe to say, however, that no clergy-
man, young or old, ever began his
pulpit career in such strange attire
as did a classmate of mine at Eloom-
ingvale seminary, who had accepted
a eall to go to Morning Dew, Mont.
For he preached his first sermon
ihere in a coat of tar and feathers!

It eame about in this way. And 1
may add here that Marvin—that was
my classmate’s name—afterward be-
came one of the most popular and
most respected ministers in the west.
Moreover, he was made a doctor of
divinity and a bishop, honors to
which few men attain there, under
the itinerant system, wunless pos-
character. The
events of my story oceurred 27 years
ago. when Marvin was not quite 22
vears of age.

At that time he lacked a full term
of his ordiration, in the usual course,
but the bishop and professofs got
over the difficulty, as is sometimes
the case, on the ground of expedien-
cy. Marvin, himself the son of an
itinerant minister. had been earnestly
asked to go to Morning Dew by &
reiterable itinerant, who had been la-
boring hard to improve the miners
there and at Sink-or-Swim, another
embryo “city” on the other side of
the “butte,” three or four miles dis-
tant.

“Like sire like son,” the veteran
preacher wrote. “I knew your fa-
{ther well. He was an earnest, fear-
less soul, and T hear that you are like
him. If so, the Lord neéeds you here,
and needs vou grﬁatly.'*

Marvin read this appeal, consulted
with his instiiictors, and wrote to
say that, God willing, he would
preach in Morning Dew on the fol:
lowing Sunday, five days later.

Heé set off on the following day,
and reached Sink-or-Swim late on
Saturday afternoon. The old mlfiis
ter. Mr. Hendricks, received him with
enthusiasm. and after supper =at
down to tell him the kind of an audi-
ence to which he would have to
preach on the next day.

“By the way,” he added, “you will
have to preach in a saloon. They
have no meeting-house yet.”

The evening was bright, aind before
retiring Marvin went out for a walk
fhr:mﬂn Sink-or-Swim, to think over
his sermon and to rearrange some
points in it. in order to meet sugges-
tions made by his venerable friend
and mentor.

There was nearly a full moon, and
he proceeded along the roiad lead-
ing to Morning Dew. Presently he
met 1 man on horseback, riding at a
mad gallop; and he had gone on for
no wore than half a mile when the
same man ]lii:-‘-:-ai'll him, rl{]ing back
toward Mortiing Dew, secompanied
hv eight or ten others, Hi’iiﬂfi‘ﬂfl!
recernited  at  Sink-or-Swim.  They
were in furions haste; and as Marvin
~triNled on he began to hear distant
Touts, ahd soodt dfter saw the gleam
of a fire in the direction of the scene
Hf his |u‘u:-:|nﬂ*t_irﬂ.pﬂstuﬂlfl‘.

Curiosity led him to hasten that
way, and as he dréw near he found
that the whole “city™ was astiv. The
fireé. however, proved but a bonfire
iti the street, made of the debris of
<ome rude dwelling which the mob
had demolished. Over the embers the
energetic citizens were heating a ket-
tle. containing a dark liguid which
diffused the odor of tar.

The intent of the erowd was soon
“Haul him mit here!”

immediately a trembling, imploring
wretch. who had lost most of his
clothes, was dragged forth into the

Signor Marconi, of “wireless” fame, | street.

'don’t wish to thwart your ideas, but is fond of dﬂf!\ and m:e-u_d to own a |
| cocker spaniel of unusual intellizence,

“Who's got a feather pillow?” cried

' a hoarse voice. “Fetch it out and rip

These picturesque exclamations
made.the purpose of the proceedings
so apparent-that Marvin, in his char-

obedient. and he punished it with ~acter of moral guardian to the place,

felt valled upon to say something. He
spoke from impulse. There was lit-
The first

applied to the luckless victim.

“For common decency's sake, don't
do that!™ exclaimed the young cler-
gyman, pushing resolutely forward.

“Don’t treat a fellow-man in that

disgusting way! It is inhuman!”

“What’s that?” shouted the leader

of the mob. *“Who are you?”

“No matter who I am!” cried Mar-
“] protest against such abuse
1 protest against

vin.
of a fellow being!
it in the name of humanity

A roar of hoarse laughter
oaths interrupged him.
foqt!

o
L]

ing Dew!

Before my impulsive classmate had

~ | ¢ime even to realize his danger or 10|

©Maryland State Archives, msa_sc2929_scm3536-0029.jpg

- and splashed him from chin to heels

ered feathers on him with equal ce-
- lerity.
time. my classmate had opened his
| tnouth in protest he was tarred and

' with an equally close-fitting

make himself known, a dozen rnugh'
fellows tore off his outer clothing

Wwith the overwarm tar. Others show-
Within a minute from the

feathered!

Realizing that remonstrance was

' vain, he shut his mouth resolutely
" and said not a word. farmer.
. Meanwhile Marvin’s unhappy com-

panion in misfort une had been served
coat.
The flagstaff in front of a saloon was

- minutes after Marvin had

mentors placed both sufferers rough-
ly gstride it; and in less than five
entered
Morning Dew, pondering his sermon
for the morrow. he was riding out
of it on a rail, in a coat of tar and
feathers, at a very unpleasant rate
of speed, having as a traveling rnm-‘
panion a gentleman of doubtful an-
tecedants whom he had
before.

A mile down the road toward Sink-
or-Swim the unhappy pair were dis-
mounted unceremoniously,
with an order to “git.”

In sorry plight Marvin proceeded
to Mr. Hendricks' hotise and knocked
at the door.

“T have met some of my parishion-

ers.” he explained, when the old
minister appeared to let him in, “and
they have presented me with a mew
snit of clothes.”

Mr. Hendricks was dumfounded at
first. byt when Marvin rélated the cir-
cumstances he smiled grimly.

“Keep your grit!” he exclaimed,
last. “I know these folks. Don’t try
to get a feather of that off. T'll give
vou # bundle of hay to sleep on; and in
the morning 1'll go np there with you,
and you'll preach at Morning Dew, ac-
cording to promise, in the eoat they’ve
given you. They can’t complain of
that!”

Marvin, who was not lacking in res-
olution. saw with approval the point
that was to be made. But he passed
anything but a comfortable night.
After breakfast he accompanied Mr.
Hendricks on foot to Morning Dew.
The latter had announced the new min-
ister and made the arrangements for
his sermon several days before. A
small platform had been made at the
rear end of the vacant saloon, and
two chairs and a table placed on it.

Marvin had put on a long waterproof
coat which, when buttoned to his ehin,
effectiially concealed the tar and
feathers. He entered the saloon with
Mr. Hendricks, and they sat down on
the platform. A hand-bell was then
rung, and immediately the place filled
with miners and other citizens. It was
a typical frontier erowd. Mr. Hen-
dricks, who was well known to them
all, began the services in the usual
manner and then introduced the hew

minister. L
“] take pleasure in presenting him

to you,” he continued, “because I know |

thit he is the right man to come here.
| Before beginning his discourse, how-
ever,” the old ministér added, grimly,
“he desires me to apologize for the coat
in which he is obliged to appear. While
coming into the place last evening he
fell in with some of the citizens here,
who took his clothes away from him
apd dressed him in another suit which

get the most eggs.

and
“A tender-
A tenderfoot!”™ was the cry.
“Give him an introduction to Morn-
Give him a dose out of

he has mot yet had time to take off.
But he would not allow a thing of that
kind to prevent him from keeping his
word to preach here, as I promised
you.”

Thereupon Marvin took off his wa-
terprdof and advancing to the table
| entered upon his sermon, which was
' froin the text: “I eome not to call the
righteous bit sinners to repentance.”

When he first arose there was a pro-
digious sensation in the audience. The
miners exchanged strange glances with
each other. Most of them had been
present on the previous evening. It
dawned on hem immediately that they
had tarred and feathered their new
minister by mistake!

They had time to think it over during
the sermon; and when Marvin finished
the rough fellows hurriedly chose two
commilttees of five each to wdit on him
—not to talk, but to act. The spokes-
man of the first committee invited him
to accompany them to a small stnelter.
It would appear that in Morning Dew
they had had experience in removing
coats of tar and feathers, as well as in
bestowing them.

The temperature in the smelter was
raised to about 200 degrees Fahren-
heit. Marvin was then urged to enter
it. along with twe of the committee,
who, at that high temperature, suc-
ceeded in removing not only the
feathers, but most of the tar.

.| The second committee, meanwhile,

Lad mot been idle. The six best suits of
clothes in Morning Dew had been col-
lected; and when Marvin emerged
from the hands of the first committee,
the second appeared and begged him
to seleet from the garments such as
best suited him.

Still a third committee now made its
appearance and tendered him a hearty
apology for the “mistgke™” that had oc-
curred.

Marvin labored at Morning Dew and
Sink-or-Swim for three years there- |
| after—until, in the progress of the his-
tory of mining in Montana, both “cit-
ies” were abandoned and ceased to ex-
ist.—Youth’s Companion.
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The Musieal Man.

He's musical, ah, yes, indeed;
You'@ know it, just to hear him talk.

He says he can't enjoy a meal
Unless he uses a tuning-fork!
—Cincinnati Commercial Tribune.

Diplomatie Art.
She—I suppose you have to flatter

people a great deal?
He—Yes. Sometimes you have to

flatter them by telling them you don’t.

ol |
- ..‘

|
lu;i[h:—_

Jaggles—When that Russian applied

to have his name changed did the court

ask for any reasons?
Waggles—Not after he

name.—Judge.
p Not Likely.

gave his |

you're smoking?
The Kid—Well, as I live about three
' miles frum here, 1 don’t tink dat she

does.—Chicago American.
T eintnabinans

Choking Him Of.
, Visitor—1've kpnown your father for
20 years—
Bobby—Aw, don’t tell me your
Y. Journal

troubles!=—N.

tremendous importance to the

Wrong feeding 1s

loss. Right feeding is profit.

The up-to-date farmer knows

pulled down for a pole. Their tor- what to feed his cows to get

the most milk, his pigs to get
the most pork, his hens to

Science.
But how about the children?

never met| 4 o they fed according to
science, a bone food if bones
and left| e soft and undeveloped, a
flesh and muscle food if they
are thin and weak and a blood

food if there is anemia?

Scott's Emulsion is a mixed

food : the Cod Liver Oil in it
- | makes flesh, blood and muscle,
the Lime and Soda make bone
and brain.
scientific food for delicate

children.

It is the standard

Naudie’s Wisdome.  ——
Maud Muller, on a winter’s day,

Wasn't raking the new-mown hay:
Of fortune Maud desired a slice—
80 she said nothing—and cut ice.

~Cincinnati Enquirer.
A CLAIM IX A COLD SPOT.
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claim to my heart. _
Miss Thaw—What did you say?
Miss Frost—I told him it was

good deal like staking o

the Klordike.—N. Y. Times.

Deplorable.
Great thoughts are oft allowed 10 pass,
And scarce a mortal notes;
While dollars are the things, alag!
That sometimes get the voies,
—~Washington Star,

EFasily Explained.
“Jennie,” said the fond mother,
“why do you throw your ¢lothes om
ihe floor that way?” .
“Do you really want to kmow?”
asked the precocious youngster.

“Of econrse.”
“Well, it’s because it's easier tham

hanging them up.”—Chicago Post.

The Oxford.
It was the woman's custom to spank
her boy with her slipper at frequent

intervals.
“There is nothing quite like an Ox-

ford training,” she would explain to
visitors.—Pueck.
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Strangers Now.
Homer—So you and Mrs. Nextdoor
are not on speaking terms? 1 thought

you were bosom friends?

Mrs. Homer—So we were until we

¢xchanged domesties.—Chicago Daily

News,

-

A Clear Case.

Jaggles—I] see the scientists have

#

| determined that only the male par-
rots learn to talk.

Waggles—That’s probably so, lo
judge from the langunage they use.—
N. Y. Times.

Does It Himself.

“They say some blind people can
actually distinguish colors by the sense
of toneh.”

“That's nothing; there are times
when I feel blue myself.”—Boston
Commercial Bulletin.

S ———

Manifest. 5

Man (getting shaved)—What poli-
tician did you shave with that razor

last?
Barber—Why?
Man—Because it has & pull.—N. Y.

Times.
__—-—--—-—-—"-___—

Lasting Consequences,

Cora—Are those dangerous
erobes that are found in kisses?

Her Maiden Aunt—They are,

mi-

my

dear, when they prove to be the

germs of matrimony.—N. Y. Sun.

The Expensive Town.
“yes: 1've been to New York.”
“you didn’t stay long.”
“Xo, it's hard to stay long in New
vYork: it's so easy to get short."—

Philadelphia Press.
A Sure Taing.

girl that Bilkins is to marry is as
rich as she is said to be? g
Pinhedde—No question about it—i

kpnow Bilkins.—Smart Set.
e R SR

Revelations of Interest.

Stubbs—My new novel

ublic all right.
v Seribbs—What do you call it?

Stubbs—Confessions of

out a claim in

will hit the

‘ ~Netroit Free m
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