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PROFESSIONAL CARDS.
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\Ca JAGOB Ao LON(}, <"

Attorney-at-Law,
GRAHAM,

Praotices In the Btato and Federal courts.
(1iilen over White, Moore & Co.'s store, Maln |
§troot, "Phone No, i
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Ioux GRAY Bysus.,  W. P BYNUM, Iu.
BYNUM & BYNUM,
Attorneys and Counselors at Law
GREENSBORO, N.O.

Praciice regularly 1o the consts of Ala-
mnee eonply. Aug, 2, H1¥

DR, J. R, STOCKARD
Dentist,

q RAHAM““N‘;"&I Dutlding,

Ofeo in
: Albright's drug store.
(e %::t-cul& work st moderats
* prices, Il on me.

OLIVER 8. NEWLIN,
Attorney-at-Law,

GREENBBORO, N. C.
uulmm In Wright Buflding East of Court
Lil) .
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Still leads the procession in
the following points:

Wider range of prices.
of best bought goods.

asier terms for the buy-
ly exclusive furniture store
We have no side lines.

to the interest of those wishing to

during Fair Week, and all the time.
DAVIS FURNITURE CO.,
Burlington, N. C.
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Trapped In a Mine With a Dlast Fuse |

Largest variety
Lower prices for

time and business

Come to see us

Lighted.

A nan with on empty sleeve told a
curious story In one of the hotel lob-
bles. “In 1880 1 was prospecting in the
Joplin lead distriet,” he sald, “and with
two partners had sunk a shaft nbout
80 feet deep on u promising olalm, At
the bottomn of the excavation we start-
ed to ‘drift'—In other words to drive a
tunnel at right angles. One nftertioon,
when the tunnel had progressed some
12 feet, It became necessary to put in
a blast. 1 was below at the thne and
my two companions were at the top,
working the windlass, [ drilled a hole
In the formation, which was very hard,
put In a dynamite eartridge, tnmped ft
well with broken rock, 1t the fuse ad
stepped Into the bucket. At the first
turn of the windlass the rope brole at
the-top and dropped down Into the
shaft. The bucket fell only & yard or
%0, but I plunged head first against the
slde and L was perhops a couple of
minutes before [ could colleet my
BCNSCE.

Then In a flash 1 reallzed my situn-
tlon and jumped back into the tunnel
to extingnish the fuse, but It had al-
ready burned down to the tamplng nnd
all 1 could see was a little smoke oos-
Ing aut throogh the rocks. 1 conld hear
my partners yelling to me from above,
but 1 knew there was no other rope in
our ¢camp and the only thing I could
think of was to plck out the tampieg
aud get at the fuse before It reached
the dynamite. For all 1 knew the ex-
plosion might take place at any Instant,
but I grabbed a drill and began to claw
at the tight packed rock. In o few
seconds I realized that It was a hope-
less task, so 1 dropped the drill and
as a last resort ran back to the shaft
and crouched ngainst the far wall.

“If 1 live to be a thousand,' contin-
ved the story teller, “I will never for-
get my ngony while I waited for the
blast to go off, knowing full well that
my chaneces for escape were almost too
amall for computation. It seemed as If
the explosion would never occur, and
all the while o horrible panorama of
death apnd muotilation was rushing
through my braln, ‘Now! ‘Now!
Now! I kept saylog out loud, think-
lng each time T uttered the word that
the roar would follow, but It didn't. 1
could have sworn that 15 minutes
elapsed and I was beginning to feel n
wild hope that the fuse had gone out
when an awful thunderclap came and
everything disappeared.

“My partners had secured a new rope
and were pulling me out when I recov-
ered consclousness. My left arm had
been crushed and 1 was peppered all
over by flying rock, but 1 suffered most
from the polsonous gases of the nitro-
glycerin In the dynamite. Next dny
they took off my arm at the elbow and
11 was six months before I got out of
bed, Strange to say my hearing wasn't
affected and, as you see, 1 have no
scars on my face. Bo I may consider
myself very lucky on more counts
than one.

“By the way, there was one very
strange Incldent connected with the af-
falr. As I sald before, it seemed to me
that I lay there an Interminable time,
walting for the blast to go off. After-
ward, when [ was convalescent, 1 wen-
tioned the matter to one of my part-
pers and he looked surprised. e told
me that be was at the shaft mouth
when I erouched down and that the
explosion occurred fmmediately after-
ward. He was lutending 1o drop his
cont over me, but dido’t have time to
take it off.”—New Orleans Times-Dem-

ocrat.

Vaelal Irregularity.

“Ph; tell us, "’ said o lawyer
to the writer recently. “that no two
faces are exactly alike, and I think they
are correct, although we often hear of
one being the exact image of an-
other. That this is largely a matier of
can be proved by investi-
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THE SINGERS.

He struck his harp a sounding atrol
And high in heaven the music rl.n:.~

The echoes {n the skles awoke

Fluting the mighty note he sng.

And no one paused to greet his thought;
Lite was too switt and Jove too swest;
e pang his lofty stave for naught,
The throng went by with hurrylng feet.

But ane wha loitered by the way,
Who wore oo singing robe st all,
Lifted o wazble light and gay
As a child's laugh, a throstle's call.

And half beneath the breath his strain
Beemed fu.d .of tuncs all men had heard
Long, long ago, sweet falls of rain,
The love song of the mating bird,

The rustling leaf, the murmuring dove,
They beard in that melodious sigh;

The whisper of first trembling love
They heard and thele first lullaby.

Within their hearts they nang bis lay
Again. They kissed his garment's hem
And threw thelr lourels in lis way
That he might et lifs fect on them.
—Harriet Preseott Spofford in Independent.
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The Swamp Swallowed the Loco-
motive, and tho Lake Bwal-
lowed tho Bwamp.

BY MOELEY ROBERTS.
Capyright.
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It was undoubtedly a swamp.

*There ain't vo shadder of a doubt
of it,” enld the rallroad men when they
cut sods from the moss with short
landled shovels.

North of them stretehed the wighty
pralries, not yet ylelding corn, for Lol
i thousamd miles. Beyound the prairie
Iny the muskeg, the barren lunds of
northern Canada, haaot of the red
eyed, mattisd wmusk ox, of the moose
amd earibou.

South was Lake Buperlor, a sllver
groen sen, quiet, unrmilled and tremen-
dous.  Upen its shores thousands of
men were working at the making ef n
railvond, purt of Dritain's steel givdle
round the world,

But now it was on the nnvil, amd the
pature of things wns bocking against
the intention of wan, il every bow
nud again Foate pipped o eand played
by the engineers, amd this bappened
mometimes just as the C. I I man
was vegehing out his hawd to eollar
the stakes.

“A swnmp, it s tree”
veyor, “but nothing scerions.
englneers look to 11"

They shifted abead and wensured
the rotund carth and left the swimp
behind them. And a spell of dry wenth-
er took the engineers o, It even took
Archer In, who wns not truly an co-
glgeer, but o omoen who  undesstood
things geneenlly and often was hard
est deiving when he was a8 Invisible
na steam In the exlinder.

“Get on, et on suid Archer, who
wis norenl chnnk of milstone grit, orlg-
Innlly from Yorkshlre and Amedcean-
jzedd till he bit like a file ioto any op-
posltion.

“I just mean having It done' woas
Archer's motto, and It was forever In
lis month,

“Ie meant baviug It done” should
bo Lis epitaph and perbaps will be by
and by when It gots dooe nally.

8o when the swamp #pread out be
Jumped on It nwel deelared declsively

&

1T

suld the sur-
Let the

was, It wasn't muel of a one, A If
It was much of a oie he didn't care.

“The rallrond goea over It said
Archier, for he wanted that section
througl:, ol In bis mind was the wo-
tion of the driving of the last splke,
which represents heavenly attalnment
and paredise to rallrond men.

And the raftroad did go over It, and
then Archer said:
“I told you so.

ry up.”

As eversbody had been burrying up
til the horizon danced the men gront-
el o little, Awmd Archer slid enst on o
traln on business and wasn't back for
three days.  As be returoed It raloed
In a geotle, Insinunting way, gool for
crops and soothing to the farmer's
mind, as It was a long time from har-
vest. Pat it dld not soothe Archer, who
wanted nlee, dry, warmish weather, as
be knew men, If they worked at all,
pever worked as well 1o raln, for when
a man Is thinking about himself it
takes his mind away from his sbovel,
and he who would shift 15 cuble yards
of “dirt” In ten hours will come down
to shifting only 12 or less.

He got out at Nepijon.

«It's a bit damp. Mr, Archer,” said a
man loafing there on the platform.

“Inmph!” sald Archer.

“And they do say there aln't no rall-
rond on that swampy pateh,” sald the
Nepljon man.

“\What?"

“No rallroad on that swamp plece, 1
gald” returned Nepljon, spltting.
#(june through!™

“The dence!” cried Archer, and, go-
lnglohhlom.hetondlrnule-
grmms, reading:

1. “Swamp Jo-lx 7

2 “gwamp too soft. Can hardly ren
the gravel train over IL"

a9 “Itead gone in Locomotive gone
with It. Wire instroetioos.”

Archer went outside and shook bis
fist at Nature and swore a Hitle very
a litle not lond and, get-
engl-

Murry up, now; hur
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that It wasn't o swamp at all, or, 1€ U}

The road’s ditcles wove Tuil of wates,
and so were the dralo enlverts rouning
athwart the road, .

“It's got to be trled with all weath-
ers,” sald the engloeer, who was rather
religlous. *“T'he Almighty says that
sbout all things, Mr. Archer, and rall-
ronds aln't no exception and haven't
no especinl gifts of grace,
works put the rmallroad througl.
find galvation on the bedrock."

But Archer had no love for theology
then or at any time, and he growled.

“Here we are, slr,” sald the senten-
tlous man at the lever.

They pulled up at a bit of o wayside
shanty that i8 now n dandy station,
and Archer it off the locomotive Into
a puddle.

He found a gang of melancholy mak-
ers of rallroads awaltlng hizs coming.
They looked very much nshamed of
themselves.

“So you've let her through,
yon?" erfed Archer reproachfully.

Aund Scott, the chlef of them, nod-
ded, The others nodded, too, ke nu-
tomatle Chinese mondarins,

“We've let her through, sir,™ snld
Beott; “that's n foet.”

Archier nipped him by the arm Just
nbove the elbow.

“Come In nnd let’s have a look,"” sald
Archer. Amd he went out of the shel-
ter Into the rain.

Behind them talled the gang of sulb-
dued subordinates, A doxen of he
men eame out of thelr tents and fuol-
Towedd,

“Think bully Archer enn cure her?!
asked one,

“He's a rustler.”

“Itustles us."

“Anil himself, sonny. DBut this yer
swamp! Dr. Archer can cure swamps
nnd give new life amd tone to the
whole rallroad system of the €. P 1L
Do not delay €l it Is too Iate.  Men-
tion this advertisement.”

The tail of Archer's group lnughed ot
the jJoker. Buat Archer overheard, for
he had ears.

“You heard that?' he sald to Seott.
“Young Wade Is saying I'm the swainp
doctor. If so, It's my first cnse,”

They eame down to the ereek or -
tle river which boumded the swamp.
The bridge was wreeked, and the ralls
gradually disappenred into  bubbling
slime ob the far slde of the water, Awd
right ncross the swamp which now
glimmered In pools Iny n broud hauwd
of this snme block slhwe, marking
where the rond to the Rockles aod be-
yond had once been.

“Oh, Britlsh Columbin!” sald Archoer
to himself; “oh, British Columbia, must
you walt*"

He spoke out,

“So e gravel traln went throught”

“Yoes," suld Seott, with the cunt
Amerienn atlivmntive, “it did so."

“I'hen she's deep?”

“SBhe I8 s0,” sald Beott, pulling lis
wustnche,

SWe'll peport thls when we've curel
1" salil Arelier. “Oh, hang this rain!
How shall we cure it?’

Beott put the cmd of his muostache
Into his mouth and chewed It

“Mr. Archer, It's iy oplolon that it
was 8 wmistnke to take this lHope. Nt
would have pafd us to go up yoder."

“RExtra miles cost dollnrs, Mr. Beott,”
spapped  Archer, “aml  never nind
about the ought. What's to be done
pow? Fur [ just mean having It dooe,
and that settles 1"

He sat down on a baulk of pine Iying
on the ground and motloned Seott to
glt beshde him.  The others retreated.

“[lo snys ‘he just means haviog It
dope, " sald Charley Wade, “Ile's a
tough, lsu't be? ' bet drinks be does
it too.”

And he and his erowd nrgoed all the
way back te enmp.

“\A swamp can
Archioer,

“I'lils one dralus iself,” roplled Beott.
“We're sliting beside the draln now.”

*I'hen we waut apother.”

“I don't see low I8 to be done, sir”

“1 just wean having It dope!™ coled
Archer.  “Dut for ralsing JiiFenities
give me your expert, Thix nuin who
knows too much koows too little”

“And the man who knows too lttle
often knows too taneh, wir,” sald Beatt
sharply.

“0Ob, pshaw ! erled Archer. “I'll enre
this swamp or bust. 's late now and
getting dark, and I'm wet to the skin.
But tomorrow I'll go through this
swamp aod fx It 1 tell you I mean
having It done. Think It ont, Scott,
I'l give n month's pay to any man
who makes n feasible suggestion
whether It works or nol”

He went back to the camp and stald
by hlmself, sweatlng over the swap
problem, while the erew of caglneers
and the men argued till the night fell
on the lake and_the vast fertile north-
ern prairie. And it ralned mightily il
dawn, when the sky cleared ln the enst
and the sun came up from Ontarie o
sre how the work got on.

It found Mitle Archer sltting over hia
swamp, thinking It out, and went o to
inapoct the Itocky Mountain divislon
where 10,000 human ants strove among
the great Lills. And wlen the wsun
came round agnin 1 stll saw the wan
who meant having It doge sitting aver
his swamp, thinking it oot.

He ctlled all the cngipeers up ome
after the other apd found them dxed
fn cursing the surveyors for having
struck this swamp lo fine, dry wenthor.
But nobe of them had any pothos of
clearing up the difficulty without de-
lay.

=1 mear baviag It done and without

We

have

be  dealped,” wald

| any more waste of thne,” be said te

| Charley Wade, who was as brizht as

the best of them, “If this swamp

stayn, there’s a reason for it What Is
i, Wado'™
“It's pot so much above the lake lov-

el sin” sald Charley, “snd mayle
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It's good |

Archer strode alongside to the camp.

“Glve me an Iron rod,” be demand-
o of the storckeeper, “and let me have
it quick. Oue ten fect long, and st
at that. 8teal It, take H, get It, -man
allve!™

Aud ns he stood walting be locked
Lack between the steel ralls running
cast past Nemagosendn, Metagama and
Niplssing tll they struck the Ottawa
river and went through under the
erowned city of Ottawa to Montrenl.
And westward, westward lay the
mighty mountaing, and beyond them
was the sen.

“Lot us get our bit dove, my men,”
mald the doctor of the svwamp, “Ohb, 1
just mean getting It done!”

Thoe storekeeper came hurriadly, try.
Ing not to run for the sake of his dig-
nity and hardly daring to walk while
the half tamed bear, Archer, daneed on
the hot plate of his desire.

Bo Archer suntehed a long clearing
rod from the hands of his wan suwd,
with It over his shoulder, started back
for hils slek spot In the rallvond, lke o
thick set lMtthe surgeon bandllug a pro-
bang nnd hungeving for enlightenment,
for e was wore Hke n surgeon than o
docior, amwl no dilettante or mere finn-
biler at thnat,

“I'Il dealn you,” he sall savagely.
“PI glve you Leans, 'l enke up your
vitals, my precious swillower of lo-
comotives, 't make you a wud spot
nul sernpe you dry with o shovel.”

His eyes brightened, and be walked
with a awlag. Thive deep lloes be-
twix his exes were now bwo, miud Iif his
dlngnosls of thls swaap discase woere
but recurate e would smoesth  out
these to n single erease,

e got Lnek to his dinin, the slow
nnd dipmal ereck, amd saw Charley
Wiade o the distnoee comlng up from
the lnke lu o votten shelbenlhsd o bogt.

“Step lght or you'll step throogh,
sl #nld Charley. “She's o bashet
and a8 cragy as oostate aeylom.”

“Was It casy rowlog up, Wade?" ask-
ed the Httle bear, handliug bis vod ke
n harpoot.

“Lasgler up here than below,” sald
Wide, awd the benr grunted Joyfully.

“And sl sl tells you nothing ¥

Wade looked up chopfallen.,

“Not n word, sir.”

“You came through n plice wheve It
was n bit weedy, eh ¥’

“1 (i, sald Walle.

“Tat Ler delle,” sald Archicr, ke a
bear when hie smells howey.

Anil he let bls ren baog deep o the
wiater, hut found no bottom.

“I'tn on mmd,” sald the boss, aod be
wtood up.

“Lot ber deift,” be sald sharvply, anmd
he Jabbed ute thick oo i

“Not yer,” he growlad, “Go lower.”

Agnln he jnblicd at the under cnrth,
il the rod went deeprer.

“Uah!” soid the boss, nnd there wore
three Hoen Detween bis half elosed
By,

“Cl oo yard more!” be erled to Wade,
andd then be rnmned again at the earth
and stioek o rib. The divioing rod
Vg,

“Ohy, U've got [t sald the surgeon,
aud the world was a lappy place for
Il that moment. T touehed. her—
ol | touched Ler! IRilw o rock!”

Wihde opencd hls eyes and uoder-
stowl,

“Hurrah!™ he cried.

“You read her pow?' eald
with the open brows of o chilil

“Hhe's A, IL ) loughied Wade, and
the Loss and the boy shook honds

What greater Joy than to elreamyent
the suclont, cunning earth! The Maker
of Things and the bullder enn declare
i Lot those of a eliy's meaner Joys
anld those wha play thelr Ditle swilla
ngainat a brother nnt's bralos Inugh If
they will, but they are oothing in the
pealen of FPate when God holds te bal
anee nml sets agalust thelr golden
plutgprie g gome natural lord of the
apen alr.

#as vothing about thils, Wade: ol n
wuril,” erled Archer.  “Bonie of yon
think i nothing but a whip and
U A

“Not 1L.” anld Wade, =1 tol] "em."”

“Lemme ashore,” eeled Archer, “and
take your bont back."

He marched to the comp trivimphant,
Lolng Ll hat In bis hand,

“tond me guick theee rock men, with
drills and dynamite,” he erlel cast
wAnd this v private,” he added to the
operntor tieking the message.

Al early nest morning be o three
lads of wetal dellling under water loto
a rib of the earth.

*here's nothing In L™ sald HBeotl, a
pit sulky nt belng dispossessed of the
Intttative by this brigndier who belley-
wil hie snw the enemy’'s weak spot,

“Thore'll e dynamite In 10" sald
Wade to himself, “Apd grumpy Arch-
er's In It, ond he's n whale at thiogw.”™

And gruwpy  Archer growled and
swore and tramped o stanpped and
walked) round and roumd bis swamp

Archoer,

and up and down it and waited for the
erisls and the proof. Between his eyes
eame other lines, and (hey were erins-
erossod with other wrinklos.

“I'll rake your Insldes out,” he told
the swamp that regarded L with fat,
black contelnpt and stood in soze. “I'Il
rake and scrape you smmd make dry
peat of you and get my locomotive
back."

The lads drilling went at it stendily,
and when one hole was made under
the dark water Archer ordered another.

“I"ll give you pills, my boy,” be told
his sick mallroad, “and fetch you out
hal? aid hearty.”

Mo st waiehing the wea work, one
of the? tuming the drill stolidly and
the others striking.

“Keep the bole up and down. Den't
go out of the rib” sald Archer, “It's
not s big noeross.”

All who were doing nothing came
down to look at the operation, and

| they made bots for and agaiuwt, sc-

cording as they belleved ln Archer of
in Beott.

“A dollar be doon!”

“And a dollar bo doesn't ™

“Pifty dollars | do™ mid Archer. “1
Jost mean baving it done.”

And pest moruing early they put in
the dynamite cartridges, talled lke
comets, with Bickford's fase.

‘ol golug.” skl (he doctor, aod

the others cheennd.  For the curvént of
the stream was swift.  Archer with his
rod, wus jabbing for that earth rib, and
found It no more. The anclient aceut
mulation of weed and wreek and ooze
plled up against it begno to go, and the
stream moved swifter nnd swifter as it
cut Its way Into the carth. And as it
moved It mank Inch by luch,

“Have I done It?" asked the doctor.

“It looks Hke It sald Bcott, “and 1
own yon've beaten me.  Bhe's draining
—dralning fast.”

“Let's go up higher,” sald Archer.
“Where's my locomotive "’

He set men by the plnce of blasting,
and as the creck fell they choered the
way for It. He plled them into the
water with thele shovels, and the
swimp went ont Into the lake amd
made a black, broadening band In the
sllvery waters lapping on thelr beach,

“I'll tench you," sald Archer to the
enemy: “I'll teach you! Give me back
my locomotive!”

And presently they saw the engine
show [tself above the sinking voze, nml
from both sldes of the swamp the
length of three long ratls was visible.

“A bit of sun,” sald Archer, “will
mnke it pent. 1'm wanted cast just
now. Hurry up, hurry up."”

And the man who meant having It |

done went back to do something else,—
New York Pross. -
Made Him Siang

“YWhat man has dope mn do,”

1s o good wotto, but It needs to be In-

We do a ensh business and have

.

way to do business so that it wil
customer and ourselyes,

can't sell you.

figare out which Is the more profitabile,
fo leave the gns burning or waste
matches.—Carrle E. Garrett in Wome
an's Home Companlon.

The Heanlt.

terpreted In the Hght of common sense,
Every now and tlien we hear of o mon
who takes It to mean that n little per-

severance will make o Newton or n |

Becthoven out of the stupldest of ua
Here 1s a story connected with Lid-
dell, the somewhat overpositive denn |
of Christ chureh, borrowed from The

Bpectator:

w. Corfe, the orgmuist of Christ
chuveh, was at this time sorely plagued
by one of the cholrmen, whose alto
singing wns miserably bad,  He eame
1o the defin.

“Alr, Dean, 1 really ennpot have that
mun slnging any longer. e spolls the
whole cholr.  1f only he knng Luass It
would not so maeh watter, but such an
alto Is lntolerable.”

“Very well, Dr. Corfe,” snld the denn,
“1 sl dend with the matter.”

Ho the cholrmon was sent for,

“Dre, Corfe eomplaius of your sing-
Ing nul says he ennnot have you sing-
ing nlto any lomger, but that It would
pot Lie so Lud If you sang hass.  For
the futuie, therefore, bo good enongh
o sing hnsa™

“fat, Mr. Dxean, | canpot slng bass,"
refolned the wan,

SWell,” apswersd Liddell, 1 min no
musielan, but slng  bass you must,
Good morning.”

And for many o year afterwiard, as
ean be But too well remembersl, the
man song bass UL e was flonlly
ahelved,

Mokes Artificial Eyes.

Tuekea away In qualnt old world
corners. we find sote of the most old
persounges.  Such s the great artid-
einl eye waker pod painter, A Muller
Hipper.  In qualot Loauscha, In the
very leart of okl Thuriugen's dense
forests nnd Ligh wountalos, e sits apd
works away day lu oud day out, sur-
rounded by his family. the wnle wewn-
bers of which are all experts o this
dellente work nmd have been such

| wlnee the dayn of his great-grandfa-

ther, who first startedd the work In
I'aris, bt who, owing to the strong
antl-German feollng, was foreed to re

| turn to his potive wountain land. They

have grown rleh, but lead shmple, gulet
Hyen.
Whille the wrlter sat In front of Mr.

! Hipper e deftly mixed diforent eol-

oredd glasses over biw gox Lunp and

| within holf oo Lour Lrought forth a

| vmerien.—Leslie’s Weekly.

perfoct reproduction, In everythilng but
real sight, of the writer's eye,  BEvery
year thousands of eyes made by this
ol world family find  thelr woy to

Causcd Indigestion.
“Why does Henpeck refuse (o eal
sausage '
“Ie wayn

that they provoke madd

|
!
i thoughtn.  He proposed to his wife on
|
!
|

the golf links." —Brooklyn Life.

fomp For Car Fare,
An amusing locldent happened on &
Carondelet street ear the other after-
poon. The car was going south, At

| Laml street a big, portly woman-got

aboard. On ber arm she carried &
large twarket basket that apparently
was filled with “bargain” purchases
from wsome department store. Threo
minutes after she had sat down and
deposited the basket between her foet
on the floor the conductor came along
with the usual ery, “Fare, please.”

The old lady opencd her purse and
began rummaging through the various
pockets for m nickel. Agaln and again
she went through It but no change
was to be fodnd. Then she turned to
the condoctor and sald:

“I wan sure | had saved car fare, but
I cannot find it 1 live at the end of |
your e and will pay you then”

“rhat won't do; must have your fare |
pow.” sald the fare collector.

“Well, 1 haven't the money.”

“Well, glve me something the value
of & nickel, and you ean redeem it at
the end of the lne.”

The old lady Lesiinted a moment,
then ot Ler hand down into the
hasyet sl drew out o bar of laundry
sonap ond handed It to bim.

Everybody In the ear lnughed, but
the eonductor took the soap abd rang
up her fare.—8t Louls Star.

A Saving That Is Losa,

e’
economy ¥
every bit of swortness out of life, what

Groene—Why did they discharge the
measenger Loy ?

Drown—Well, you see, Dr. Bungle
gent him to the drug store with o pre-
seription, nud on his way there Serib-
bles, the author, gave hlm a poem to
take to The Dally Bugle. The boy got
the two mixed, and Bungle's patient re-
eolved such n mixture that he dled.

Greene—What beeame of the pre-
weription?

Brown — Oh, It was printed as
Seribble’s poem and made such a hit
that he got $300 for It, and the paper
signed a contract to take all hie can
wrlte for n year at $10 a line.—~Cleve
Inndd Leader,

The Shiphonse,

An Interesting lapdmurk of German-
town, PPn, I8 the “Ship House,” In
Mitn Btreet. above Washington lane, a
alort distance from the battlefield of
Germantown, The building recelved its
6dd name on account of n plaster of
paris model of a ship which has been
on the lower gable of the house from
time tnnemoria),  This moedel 1s sup-
posed to have boen pliced there by a
furmer owner, a sea captnin.  The rear
of the bulldipg was the first hall in
Germantown and swas gsed for prayer
meetings aml singing schools,  The
front part wis erected abont 1760, nod
the ball was hullt afterward.

CORK LEGS ARE MYTHS.

Informallon From nn Expert In the
Arvtificinl Limb Dosiness.

“The term ‘cork leg® In a misnomer,”
sndid o mnn who ased to e lo the artlfl-
ecinl b business.  “There pever wis
noy such n thing, and a leg actoally
made of cork would be as unwicldy as
a sawlog. The up to date artificial
Hmb f8 & very thin shell of weeplng
willow, covered with rwhide, aml
some of them that come elear up to the
hip have been bullt as light as three
pounds, &

“It Is n singular fact that a Arst class
leg, which Is supposed to bave a life
of nbout five years, will be more than
paid for In the saving of shoes, Of
course, the false foot wears a show,
Just the same as the real one, but for
some reason that has never been fully
explained It Isn't as bard on leather.
A flesh and blood leg will wear out
four shoes while its mechanical mate
is wearing out one, due perhaps to the
footgear nover being removed at night
and the lack of elastioity In the tread,
The best customer of the makers Is the
government, which pays for a new ar-
tificinl lwb once every, five yoars for
pensioners malmed o war. The price
fxed by Jaw Is §75, but scores of old
poldiers simply draw the wmoney and
make tho same leg do for as long as 15
years at a streteh,  Artificial arms are
made very successfully nowadays, nod
a certaln amount of action Ia secured
In the hand, even when the stump
reaches only & few Inches from the
shoulder. With one of the styles, for
example, a man can UL his hat agd re-
place It on his head with a surprisingly

There are two things we give to every purehmr.
Who buys a suit or an overcoat, viz:

Everybody paﬂ: us the same price,
bor—your neigh r buys as chnﬁr a8 any one.
be mutually benefiicial both to

200 pairs all wool pants, guaranteed not to ri :
110 suits all wool black Clay worsted, 18 oa? Sl il g $0.00
Pants for regular, loaf, extra sizes and stout men,

Come to see us we will convines youn that our prices . —we m-' )
¢ f are right
to get betler acqualated with you anyway. . -

WILL H, MATTHEWS & CO,,

OO000OOCOOOI® G

Only One Pri

You buy as cheap a8 your
We thin thiiﬂ'sntlu

------ -—

1000

We will treal you nico if we
304 8. Elm 8L, Greensboro, N. ﬂ-

Rolief in Six Hours,

Disiresuloy Kidoey and Bladder dlseases
rulioved in six hours by the “New (umay
Bourn AMenioa¥ Kipxey Cons. This pew
remoily is o great surprise on scoount of Sts
excecding promptiess in relleving pain in
the bladdor, kidneys, back and every part o
tho urlnary passages in male and fomale. It
rellovos retontion of water and pain in pass- )
inig Italiost immediately, 1f you wantquick
rellef and cure this s your remedy. Soldby
T, AcAlbright, dmgglst, Gmbam, N. Q.

The State Normal

College of N, O,

Offers to young women th
literary, classical, scientifie, and
dustrial education and speeial ped-
agogical (raining. , Annual expenses
$10 (o 8130; for non-residents of the =
State §150,  Faculty of 30 mem-
bers. More than 400 regular stu- |
dents,  Has matriculated about
1,700 gludents, representing every
counly in the State except ome.
Practice and Ohservation Bchool of
about 530 pupils, To secure board
in dormileries, all free-tuition ap-
plications should be made before
Augnst 1,

Correspondence  invited from
those desiring competent trained
Leachers,

For calalogue and other informa-
Lion, address

PRESIDENT MolIVER,
ureensboro, N. C

and Todusteial

-

HEW

Wheeler & Wilson

Sewing Machinc

‘Rotary Motlon and Ball Bearing -,
Easy Running, Quiet, Rapia,
and Durable.,

Purchasers say1
"“It runs as light as a feather."
* Great lmyrovement overany....

Isofar.:i - i
*“It turns drui a pastim.. = &
*“ The magic a’:’m&.-, B,

All sizes and styles of sewing r 1
;hinuforClothmdLuthzr. | e

s The best machine on earth
wee it before yoff buy.
ONEIDA STORE CO,
J. M., Hn’E.n. Agent.

natural movement. The mechanism by
which the false bhand s made to open
and close Is controlled by a strap,
which reaches to the opposite shoulder.
A nlight shrug does the work, and n lit-
tle practicn renders It imperceptible.
“There has been a wonderfdl fw-
provement In limbmaking during the
last ten years, and n properly con-
structed artificlal leg cannot be detect-
ed by the casual observer. The ehlef
diMculty with the old style wis Its
tendency to swing outward In an are
of a clrole at every step. That has
been entirely overcome, Some yenrs
ago, when | was ln business at Chica-
go, 1 fitted out o man who had lost
both legs and both arms In & Dakotn
blizzard. When 1 first saw him, he was
simply a belgless trunk, Iying on a cot
In the hospital, and his deplorable con-
dition had redoced him to n state of
despalr bordering on Insanity, [ took
a great deal of interest In the cane,
_and 1 fatter myself that 1 did a falrly
\'uul job. When 1 got through with
bim, he was able to get up without as

§e

i

i

*
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