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' FRIZED OLD RIFLE

Ain't It Great?
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— OH BOY !
l GREAT LI'L OL' WORLD ''!

- AND THEN SHE MAKES YOU
A LITTLE LOAN 70 TIDE

YOU OVER —
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" quaintance as does nothing else under

him.” said Tom” : “he can have it while
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Weapon Long Preserved as Heir-
lcom in Family.

| Belonged to John Ferril, Who Used It

rifle

- of

With Effect in Indian Wars of

Kentucky—Passive Dur-
ing Civil War.

There is a story of the
that has been handed down
the hearthstone historv and traditions
those who for generations
lived in the West, It begins
the Greenbrier region of Virginia

Ameriecan |
in

|
|
f
|
|

|

have |
with |

of .

colonial times, thenee into Kentucky, |

to Missouri in the days
of the far West and on to California.
The famliy rifle was dear and sacred.

John and Marcaret Ferril and their
family were with a party of pioneers

from the Greenbrier, region who mi-

- grated to Kentueky in the early days.

- Owing

- command of Capt. Jacob Baughman, a |

to the hostilities of the in-
dians, they were armed and under thae

- brother of Marcaret Ferril.

- They “packed” on horses over tha
| Alleghany
- camp at or near Crab Orchard,

| N
Kv.,

mountains and when

- were attacked in the night by Indians,
- In the fight that ensued Capt. Daugh

man, John Ferril and others were

-~ killed, but the men held back the In-

" the women
- Among the number thus saved
| Margaret Ferril,

dians long enough to enable some of
and children to esecape.
weroe
a son, John Ferril,

- and two daughters; and also Mrs. Ja-
- cob Baughman, a son Henry of ten-
. der age, and two daughters,

The Baughman-Ferril fight, or massa-

- ere, occurred in the fall of 1779.

John Ferril, then fourteen vears old,

- who had escaped, swore an oath of re-

- venge on his rifle.

He kept that vow.

. and his rifle became a bloody one in
~ the Indian wars of Kentucky.

- souri,

In the Boone Lick s

now Howard

of

region
county,

- were built several forts for protection

- against Indians,
- and

|
|

|
|
i

- effected.

especially the Naces
Foxes and the Pottawatomies.
John Ferril and family were in one

of them, known as Fort Cooper. [Ie

- here still possessed his old Kentucks
- rifle. |
. tion to farming, he often engaged ip

After the war of 1812, in addi-

hunting expeditions up the Missouri
and Kansas rivers, and sometimes far
out on the great prairies.

Over a century ago he hunted bear
and other game on what is now the
site of Kansas City. He and other
frontiersmen then predicted that a
great city would be founded on the
confluence of the Missouri and Kan-
sas rivers.

The old rifile of John Ferril has been
preserved. During the Civil war, when
the authorities were collecting all the
guns in Saline county, Missouri, they
seized the old Ferril rifle. Keziah Fer-
ril, then about ninety yvears old, cried
and begged that it be not taken. Her
sons and grandsons were wearing the
blue and gray and a compromise was
It was agreed that this old
rifle should be hid away, and thus the
old Ferril rifle became a noncombat-
ant in the Civil war. It later passed
to the possession of Jesse Ferril, coun-

of Upper |
Louisiana, thence to the great prairies |

in 1S12, |

Concerning the
Operator

A telephone operator is not simply a ma-

chine by which telephone callsare com-

pleted.

She 1s entirely human.

Her

training, coupled with her humanness,

her

makes
worker.

an ethcient,

interested

She comes 1n contact with more pcoplc

in a day than an average man sees In

a week, and she tries to please each

Oonec.

She usually succeeds according

to the amount of cooperation fur-

nished by those she serves.

THE CHESAPEAKE & PoToMAC

TeLEPHONE COMPANY
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LONG HARASSED BY WITCH

New England Man Finally Gets Relief
by Using Silver Bullet In Time-
Honored Way.

Your description of the many tribu-
lations of William Morse and family of
Newbury in 1781 brings to my mind
some singular occurrences about the
year 1780, S. P. Ridley writes to Bo®
ton Herald.
about 1846:

My grandfather was captain of a

!

!
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SUPERSTITION AN OLD ONE

in All Ages the Belief in “Crystal
Gazing” Has Been More or Less
Strongly Held.

Crystal gazing, or “scrying,” as writ-
ers on the subject term it, has been
practiced pretty well over the world
from ancient times to the present. In
early times they used to scry in springs
and bowls of water. In the British
museum there is a crystal ball said
to have been used by Dr. Dee, a wizard
of the time of Queen Bess. Cagliostro,
that sublime humbug of the eighteenth
century, used to place a pail of water

"on the stage and request some child

. swallow

to come out of the audience and gaze
into it. The child would babble of
castles, pageants and other marvelous
pictures he could see in the clear
liquid. The society for psychical re-
search, certain of whose members, one
would almost conclude, are ready -to
whole superstition in any

- shape, has done some crystal gzazing

This is the story told me motion I8

and at last accounts had glass balls
for sale at its headquarters in London,
The late Andrew Lang stated his be-
lief that some people hdve the faculty

“of seeing faces, places, persons in
- glass ball, in water, ink

or any clear deep,” but scouts the no-

| - ccomplish any-
schooner that went to Grand Banke  tion that scrying can a P y

thing in the way of finding lost prop-

- fishing. They had a man abeard that g
3 | foretelling the future, as has
- was tormented, so they say, by a witch. SELy oA &

| ] i " been claimed for it by crystal gazing
tl_lltflew?;];:nsljﬁl;n hi:'hliirt:eh{:;;vg:e; enthusiasts. As a crystal ball is not
; = sly ISSATrY, 1 accoun

he told them the witch had turned :Eiﬂl:t;l]iq:e;;:;;;f nl:;y“;lt e: will ::;;
1! grllmtli::}t(é:b?em.issﬁ‘a;i?l n;:;; 12;:1'2];: just as well, almost anybody may make
black and bl.ue \1‘119;'9 c:ht;: had kicked experiments in scrying. '2;& llllquid e

{ . : ‘NS : is claimed, then come
"him when he attempted to bite her. ‘tumqi l;la('k Ist 1‘;0(01; us mav feel that
When he was told to pump a pail of S0 JECEIPGH, E- s

' -ould require a wait of dt least a
- water from the cask, it would be sa't . Y .

took two men and hastened over to the
Bradford place.

The kitten could be seen—an im-
mense fellow he was, a terrified white
' and yellow ball—in the very top of a
huge cottonwood tree, and his mistress
was vainly trying to coax him to come
down. Tom came forward politely and

the doctor makes his diagnosis.” And
gently Tom and Jim took the basket in. |
But poor Dominie had been shot in the |
shoulder by some misereant and all the
doctor could do was to administer
chloroform. |
“Now please don’t ery, sis,” begged
Jim, “Doe¢ will be nice to him and he’ll
be out of his misery.” Tom hastened
to add, “And T'll get vou another kit- |

- the sun, but a long ride in a Pullm:mr
' is quite next, so before the end of the
- journey Tom was asking her to attend

the Christmas hop with him. “Thank
you so much,” Christie replied cordial-

lv, “but my big brother Jim is to be
" home and I've promised to devote the

sympathetically, expecting to find a l party to him. He’ll have my [ll'ﬂ!..‘.‘l“l!i:l."
little school girl. Instead it was Chris- | “Oh, Jim is an old friend 'Of mine
tie Bradford, the young lady of the and I'll ask him to waive his rights

ty judge, son of Henry Ferril, who
founded Miami, Mo. On the death of
Judge Jesse Ferril the rifle was passed
on as an heirloom to his brother, John
Ferril, who had been a soldier from
Saline county with Doniphan’s Mis-
sourians in the Mexican war. John
Ferril died some months ago at his
home in Exeter, Cal.

The Kitten and
the Lineman
ot

By BARBARA KERR

(Copyright, 1919, by the McClure News-
paper Syndicate.) ‘

*Do be still!” the trouble clerk
called out sharply to those around her
In the office. “I'm trying to get this
message. Some one is erying and I
can’'t make it out.” Then to the person
at the other end of the line, “Now,
please repeat your message.”

The clerk listened and her alarm
gave way to an amused expression:
“Wait a moment. The superintendent
Is here. You may speak to him.” The
superintendent took the phone and the
girlish voice, now grown calmer, re-
peated: “My kitten has been up in a
big high tree all yesterday and all
night—I just can’t stand it any
longer. Won't you please send and
get him down? Mother will pay you

he will fall and kill himself.”

“All right—all right, little girl, don’t
you worry any more; we’ll be right,
along.” Then turning to the trouble,
srew waiting for orders, he said:
“Tom, suppose you take one or two
men and go over to the Bradford place
on Bayview avenue and get that girl's
kitten out of the tree and don’t let
them pay for it—understand? We
don’t want to start anyvthing like that.”

Stopped Near Her Seat.

And Tom togeged out in a lineman suit.
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|

ful brown hair was in a braid down
her back and she had slipped a big
coat over her morning dress.
looked his astonishment; she smiled
apologetically and exclaimed: “I

haven’t slept all night; the poor thing |

cried so. I thought I couldn’t stand

it another minute; I was so afraid

he’d get so cold that he could not hold
on longer and would fall—poor old
Dominie.”

The ladder was soon in place and
Tom, talking reassuringly to Dominie, |

was just ready to pick him up when
the kitten, encouraged by his presence,
turned and walked down the tree by
himself and was snuggled in Christie’s
arms. He was truly a beautiful Kitten,
and of course Tom had to stop a mo-

ment and talk about pets and assure |

Miss Bradford that he could not accept

whatever you ask. We're so afraid. ' pay for getting Dominie out of trouble.

Soon after this Miss Bradford was

returning on the train to college, and
as she sat glancing through her maga-

- zines a young man stopped by her seat

and spoke to her. She didn’t recognize

him as he was not in lineman garb, |

and he had to remind her about the
kitten, asking if it had given up ex-
ploring big trees,

Miss Bradford politely answered
him, thanking him for his interest, but
she was not friendly ; so he moved on.
She was much surprised that a tele-
phone lineman could look so handsome
and so dressed up in a business suit
but she did not want to encourage any
intimacy, so she pretended an absorb-

. ing interest in her reading when he

- Was near.

!
J
|

|

Tom guessed that she did not know
him, but was piqued that she did not
give him a chance to tell her who he
was. But when theyv changed cars at
Buffalo she saw that his luggage was
marked T. Carruthers. He was the son

| of the president of the telephone com-

pany.

Of course, on arriving at school she
wrote to her chum and casually re-
marked that Mr. T. Carruthers had

- gone East on the same train with her,
- and immediately received a reply laud-

ing Tom and wishing that she, the

- ¢hum, couid have the ('mprwtunit}v to
travel in his company. So Christie was |

# N | returning from
i | had

| will

guite prepared to be much more So-
ciable when on entering a

Pullman on her way home for Christ- | “Busy? Come over here.”

mas holidavs she was asked to share
New York where h
been placing some
bonds. She dimpled with pleasure

|
|
|
!

a4 Christmas party.

- ihe snow

crowded |

: 1)
R e

' house. Her eyes were red, her beauti-
|
|

He
' think I'd go back on him, ever.

“No. no, vou musn't do that!” de-
clared Christie seriously.

bought the kind of dress he likes and
we are planning to have a gay old
time.”

Tom was secretly pleased that a girl
like Christie Bradford should put loy-
alty to her brother first. “I'll bet they

I've |

“Yim and T

are long-time pals. 1 muldn‘; let him |
. ing that simply breaks me up, you

She met a pair of eloquent gy e
eyes that seemed to be asking *“Well, o Ze.

“I'll have to cultivate old Jim myselt,” ™
- thize with her over her pet Kkitten,

adding mischievously, “Even if he was |

When he saw Christie, a dream of
delight in a filmy, ruffy dancing frock
talkkinge animatedly to Jim, who was
proudly filling out her program in 2
crowd of persistent yvouths, he hurried
forward and joined the throng, to pre-
empt ¢ few danees for himself,

“Oh. T say, Jim, don’t leave an old
friend out—anyway, I've been prom-

"

iced——

Christie was pleased at the way Jim '

received him. “Get a move, get 2
move, Tommy, boy. But here; yon
can’t take all that's left. Do yvou think
I'm going to drop out of this ‘long
about the middle?”

argument Tom had to be content with |

three dances,

had no desire to dance with any other
girl telling her that three dances with
the right one were more to be desired
than a dozen merely to be dancing.
“And.” finished Tom soberly, “I'm
coming tomorrow to call on you and
Dominie and tell you why—may I? In

the meantime vou can ask Jim about

L

me. Will you?

“Oh, vou musn't talk so seriously at
I'lt tell Dominie
vou're coming. Of course he might bhe
much more interested if he thought

But the next dav when Tom ecallad
up to learn when she would be in he
was told that Miss Christie was en-
caged and could see no one, He hung
up the phone, out of sorts and ot of
spirits, and getting into his old line-

- asked were forthcoming.

you would bring him a eatnip mouse.” | (19

man togs he determined to spend the

day inspecting telephone lines.

He was out on a side street where
and had done mueh
damage and was just going up a pole
when the Bradford ear drew up to the
curb in front of a veterinary office.

“Why, hello, Tom!" called Jim.
Tom was

<leet

iﬂnmzud to see Christie in the back of

!

“Oh. Mr. Carruthers, don't think me

telephone | a perfeet little ery baby,” she implored,
andd | *“This is the second time you've caught

held out her hand saying: “It is ;:mul; me erving over Dominie. He is dread-
of vou to let me sit with yon and I| fully hurt and we brought him to see

share my magazines and bon-
bons with vou in return.”
An f*i‘l*:sll-glrillg‘ voyaze Hlnlpli-: up ac-

what the doctor conld do for him.”
And she handed the basket out to Jim,
“Well, I've got his catnip mouse for

ten—but poor old Dominie was a good |

soldier.”

Christie smiled appreciatively. “N’o,"

I'll not eryv any more. It's the suffer A
- of the workmen.

know.”

can’'t yon save a little sympathy for
poor Tom?’ Indeed, that was whit
he asked later.

And Christie confessed that she

are great pals,” he thought enviously: ~couldn’t help loving a man who was so

tender hearted that he could sympa-

only a telephone lineman.”

Bluejackets Would Accept No Reward
for Their Part in Aiding Injured
in Wreck.

Several Indianapolis men were pas-

sengers on the New York Central train |

wrecked near Batavia, N. Y. One o

— i T i R S O

|

As Good as a Youth.

Workmen at a mill in Greencastle
are telling a good story regarding one
It has been a rule of
the company not to employ men over

A few days ago a man living within
a stone’s throw of the mill solicited

his gray whiskers and his snow-white
hair. The “o!d” man was not daunted.
He felt he was still good for many days
of work, so he went to a drug store,
bought a bottle of black hair dye and
soon had his whiteness a jet black. He

 again asked for work of the same fore-

'TRUE TO TRADITIONS OF SEA

man and was accepted at once. He was
put to work and made good from the
start. Then he was worried because
his white hair was growing, as also
were his equally white whiskers. He
again bought a second bottle of dye
and used It to hide his identity.

The “old” man is still working his
eight hours a day and one oflicial of

- the company stated he had done such

them, in describing the wreck, tolfl:

“When I got into some clothes and
- kers.—Indianapolis News.

: . was surprised to see dozens of sailors
After the first dance with Christie he

got out to see what the trouble was 1

as busy as bees helping care for the

wounded and making people as com-
fortable as possible. It developed that
onr train was carrying two day coaches |
fillod with bluejackets, and a few sec-

onds after the ecrash came

they |

were out of the cars and making them-

selves generally useful.

“Some time later representatives off. ne |
army.”—Dirmingham Age-Herald.

the railroad eompany eame through the

crowd settling with the passengers for

slicht damages. Some asked $30, oth-
ers 8100, and checks for the amoun®

about square

that Si00 would

One big man

things with him, but added that thei
-~ fast-food poetry.”

check should be made out to “those
sailors out there.” Accordingly

the |

check was drawn In favor of the men

who had been working like Trojans
ever since the crash, But—

“The sailors refused to accept the
money.

“The cheek was then turned over to |

the Red Cross to be used in naval re-
lief wurk_."

o —————
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Soldiers’ Effects Unclaimed.
Scores of tons of material,
fects of American soldiers who died
in France, are stored in l]u}hﬂkﬂ:]
awaiting claimants. The property in-
cludes jewelry, hundreds of wrist

watches, souvenirs, and many other ar- | | -
; ' : - provement for airplane steering.
ticles, some of considerable value. An | D . ! &

the ef-

. I was telling you about today.

a good job he did not have to buy an-
other bottle of dye, but could hold his
job, even with his white hair and whis-

Pent Up Emotions.

“} don’t suppase you bear any il
will toward your officers?”’ °

“No,” replied the discharged mule
skinner. “Dut there’'s a mule some-
where In France that I'd like to give a
piece of my mind to now that I'm out
of the service. I wasn't allowed to
swear at the brute when 1 was in the

Literary Note.

Longfellow had just written “Excel-

sior.”
“If I want to wait,” he mused, “1
might get a big price for this as break-

Heaving a sigh, he mailed the manu-
sceript to his publishers,

That’'s the Question.
“I bought one of those fountain pens
The
price has come down.”
“But will the ink come down ?'—Bos-

| ton Transcoerint.

Both True.
“T think Smith will realize a fortune

- from his dreams.”

officer of the effects bureau sayvs that |

evervthing possible is done to get the
effects of the men to their relatives, but
that many letters of notification are re-
turned, and others are unanswered.

ldl'en corre¢: wy pronunciation.”

alound any more.”

“Why, vou told me his plans were
all in the air.”

“So they are. He's invented an lm-

Quit It
“You don’'t read the newspaper -

Got tired of having the chil- I

“No.

©Maryland State Archives, msa_sc2929 scm3542-0211.jpg

. jet

and rough. The next one pumped by
another crew would be all right. While
stirring up dough in the galley the
bowl of the spoon would drop off and
a twin would appear in the handle. H»

l

|
|

' was annoyed so much that his health |

failed and he was sent to the galley

' to do what he could.
- work, but was turned down because of |

It has been said that you could only
shoot a witch with silver, so my grand-
father took his sliver sleeve buttons
and loaded the gun and told the man
to shoot the witch when she appeared
azain. One day they heard the re-
port of the gun and rushed to the cabin
to find out the cause.
insensible on the floor, and there was
a spot of warm blood on the shins. He
was never troubled after that.

He was asked the reason of his be-
ine troubled, but he did not know. Hs
said he lived on Cape Cod, and one
day he was traveling along the roaf
and called at a house. There was "o
one in, but a goat was lying on the
hearth. There was a pan of dough-
nuts in a pan. He took a few and
passed on. He said when she took him
and rode him around Sable island she
twitted him of stealing the dough-
nuts. That was as near as he could
see about it.

From ahout 1800 for a long time my
erandfather was pilot In Boston har-
bor and a man of intelligence, and
although I was small T fully believed
that he believed the story he told
me. He ‘gave me the gun that tho
witeh was shot with. His name and

address of his office is in Boston di-

rectory of 1500,

Jet.
If yvou have made the frip to the

bottom of a coal mine and have seen |

how the blaek lumps are made ready
for use, perhaps you know that jet,
the shiny black substance that vou
see so often, made into pretty orna-

ments, beads, buttons, ete., is closely |

akin to coal. The history of the for-
mation of jet is much like that of
coal. Thousands of vears ago, masses
of wood were ecarried down into the

sea by the rivers, and, there water-

logged, it sank and became embedded
in the mud. Pressure and heat and
the salt water wrought the change In

The man lav |

the wood. Even now traces of the
wood structure can be detected in the |
jet itself. In years gone by jet used
to be found in lumps off the coast of
Yorkshire, the jet inecased in shale
known as jet-rock, washed up by the
sea; but now that supply is not suf- |
ficient and jet has to be regularly
mined. In Whithy, Yorkshire. the hest
1S produced, but there are also
important mines in France and Spain, |

- and Ameriea, too, has quantities of

the shale, though it is not systemat-
ically mined.

. 1uilk or potatoes.

hundred years before anything could
be seen.

GIFTS FROM THEIR MOTHERS

Maternal Talents That Have Been Re-
flected in Work of Great Musicians
and Writers,

There are numerous instances in his-
tory in which parents possessing un-
common gifts are supposed to have
passed them on to their children. This
is especially the case in regard to
musical talents, observes a writer In
London Tit-Bits.

The mother of Schumann, for in-
stance. had great musical ability.
Chopin received his wonderful gift—
and also his delicate econstitution—
from the maternal side; Gounod’s
mather was exceedingly fond of musie,
while the mother of Spohr, the Ger-
man composer, was an excellent judge
of music and a fine critie, without be-
ing herself a musician.

Sir Walter Raleigh declared that he
inherited from his mother the polite-
ness of deportment which ever dis-
tinguished him. Goethe pays frequent
tribute in his writings to the character
and culture of his mother, as does also
the poet Wordsworth,

Syvdney Smith believed that he in-
herited from his mother his rare con-
versational powers and quickness of
repartee. It is well known that the
mother of Edward Gibbon, the his-
torian, was a great reader and culti-
viated the same taste and habit as her
SO0l

The mother of Charles Darwin made
herself aecquainted with all the
branches of natural history and enter-
tained a great fondness for animals,
This record seems to show that ma-
ternal talents and tastes are frequent-
Iy transmitted to sons; it is also
claimed that the gifts of the fathers
usually descend to the daughters.

T —

Value of Green Vegetables.

Though green vegetables and fresh
frunits have little food value, they are
miversally desired by mankind. The
Journal of the American Medieal As-
soviation says this is explainable by
the facet that they seem to be a safe-
cuard to health. The recent studies

Cof C. B, Oshorne and L. B. Mendel on

the properties of green leaves show
that these contain large quantities of
the vitamines which, though not food,
are necessary to health, According
(Lese investigators spinach con-

L

" tains far more of the vitamine that

promotes normal growth than do
whole wheat, soy beans, eggs, meats,




