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SELECTIONS FROM ‘THE PRESENT CRISIS™*

When a deed is done for freedom, through the broad earth’s aching breast
Runs a thrill of joy prophetio, trembling on from east o west,

And the slave, where'’er he cowers, feels the soul within him olimb

To the awful verge of manhood, as the energy sublime

Of a oentury bursts full blossomed on the thorny stem of time.

Onoe to every man and nation comes the moment to deoide,

In the strife of Truth with Falsehood for the good or evil side;

Some great cause, God’s new Messiah, offering each the bloom or blight,
Parta the goats upon the left hand, and the sheep upon the right,

And the choioce goes by forever 'twixt that darkness and that light.

Careless seems the Great Avenger ; history’'s pages but record

One death-grapple in the darkness 'twixt old{systems and the Word ;
Truth forever on the scaffold, Wrong forever on the throne,—

Yet that soaffold sways $he future, and, behind the dim unknown,
Standeth God within the shadow, keeping watch above his own.

We see dimly in the Present what is small and what is great

Blow of faith how weak an arm may

turn the iron helm of fate,

But the soul i=s still oracunlar ; amid the market’s din,
List the ominous stern whisper from the Delpbioc cave within— ,
“They enslave their children’s children who make compromise with sin."”

Then to side with Truth is noble when we share her wretched crust,

Ere her causs bring fame and profit,

and 'tis prosperous to be just;

Then it is the brave man chooses, while the coward stands aside,
Doubting in his abject spirit, sill his Lord 1s orucified,
And the multitndes make virtue of the faith they had denied.

Now ocoasions teach new duties ; Time makes ancient good uncouth ;

They must upward still, and onward,
Lo, before us gleam her camp fires !

who would keep abreast of Truth ;
We ourselves must Pilgrims be,

Launch our Mayflower, and steer boldly through the desperate winter sea,
Nor attempt the Future’s portal with the Past’s blood-rusted key.

—James Russell Lowell.

“LEARN TO SUFFER WITHOUT COMPLAINING.”

If the Speotator might suggest a
wall text for our publioc schools, what
better could he give than the words
the Emperor Frederick III. of Ger.
many who shortly before his death
wrote upon his tablet (hisdreadful dis-
ease of the throat prevented hisspeak-
ing) for his son, the present Emperor
—*“Learn tosuffer without complain-
ing’’'? The Spectator would have a
pioture of Frederick the Noble hung
above the wall text, and the children
should know the story of his life and
his heroic endurance in the face of
death.

* %® ® ¥ ¥ %

““Learn tosuffer without complain-
ing."” For the exceptionally cheer-
ful, long-suffering people we oall our-
selves, are we not givem to much
complaining about petty discomforts
and annoyances? If one doubts the
same, let him bear the question in
mind any day of ordinary experience,
and i$ will not be at the dentist s nor
in an overcrowded sxcursion car, nor
even near the furnaces of the great
foundries, that he will hear the loud-
o8t ontory against phyeical discom
fort. Itis notin such places that
the Spectator would hang up his wall
text, partioularly in hot weather, but
rather on the cool verandas of coun-
try houses and along the breezy golf-
iinks with the country club in the
background. Who made the loudest
ocomplaint, as a rule, the Speotator
would ask, during last year's tropiocal
heat of summer, the woman over her
washtubs, with a baby pulling at her
skirts, or she with her palm-leaf in a
©000l, shady parlor?—the laborer dig-
ging a ditch under the broiling sun,
or the club-house lounger with a
yacht at command?

¥ ¥ % ¥* % %

‘The Emperor Frederick had only

actual suffering in mind, of course— |

not that great maultitade of com-
plainers whose whimpering is largely
from fear of pain, or in recalling
what is a thing of the past save to
those who must hear it described in
detuail. A very small hornet, wrote
one of onr humorists, is more than
enough to break up a bigcamp meet
ing ; 80 a cut finger, an aching tooth,
or a tight shoe, if the afflicted be a
Louis the Magnificent (whose petty

be impressed upon eduocators.’”’ Her
wall text would be, ‘“Suffer and be
etrong."” The great test of character
with her was that of suffering—and
sometimes the Spectator has been in-
olined to accuse her of wishing that
that there was more of it in the world,
else when would the millenninm
come in? She had pronounced views
on what she called the parental cult
of complaining in children, holding
that too many parents, in their rest-
less anxiety lest their children should
be ill, create in their children an ex-
aggerated conception of ordinary ill-

ness
* ¥ * * % =

Was it not the genial Autoorat who
said that, slas! thers were too many
people in the world who used their
troubles for olubs wherewith to
knock down the good spirits of
others? And may not our friends
and relatives—almost everybody one
knows, in fact—be classified under
two heads, those who suffer or suf-
fered withoutcomplaining, and those
who don’t or did not?—the classifica-
tion runoning through the great
names of history and literature. Poor
Misgis Gummidge sits in many a
chimney-corner, erying beocause the
fire smokes and she feels it worse
than anybody else, and her croaking
is never compensated for by any
amount of loving and sacrificing ser-
vice.

* * % % % ¥

The Spectator once knew a family
of whioh the children—a large brood
—were such experts at complaining
that the father was moved to place a
box in the dining room in which a
penny was to be dropped by the
maker of any .complaint whatever,
the fund to be given at Christmas to
the Hospital for Inourables. A good
sum was realized, and, best of all,
the happiness of that family was in.
oreased tenfold.

* * * * * *

‘*But suffering without complain-
ing is not always praiseworthy by
any means,’’ says Croaker over the
Spectator’s shoulder. ‘‘There comes
a time like that in the Colonies when
the tea must go overboard.'' “Cer
tainly,”” says the Spectator. *‘‘Let
us give thanks that our forefathers

aches snd pains disturbed his whole

- . |
kingdom), may receive far more|

would no longer drink it with dis
gruntled complainings—oontinually

sympathy and attention thana heroic | whining at the heavy tax upon it,

gilent sufferer who, like General
Grant in his last illness, is best con-

| and doing nothing but whine. Thank

you for the point, Croaker ; no doubt

soled when those around him are the teachers who discourse to the
spared, as far as may be, the know- | children on the wall text proposed

ing of what he endures.
a hero to his valet, it is raid and
generally believed ; and this shows
what the average man is thought to
be—but who doubts that, no matter
what a man’s fanlts as known to his
valet, if he can suffer without com-
plaing he becomes a bero in that va.
let's eyea?—and blessed is he if he
have a valet that knows that it is the

nibble of the little foxes that pro- |

duces far more sufferinz in the pa-
tient than t e roaring of great lions,
the fierce barking of wolvea. *“I
wish we might introduce in our pub-
lio schools,”” raid the head nurse of a
great hoapital to the Spectator not
long sinoce, ‘‘special training in self-
control, and that the great lack of it,
not only in children, might somehow

*This is No. 44 of our series of the World's
Best Poemai‘_ arranged especially for THE Pro-
FRESSIVE FARMER by the editor. In this
series selections from the following authors
have already ap red: Burns, Bryant, Mr. and
Mrs Browning, rd Byron, Campbell, Eungene
Field, Goldsmith, Lel gl:lunt. olmes, Omar
gﬁsyyam, Kipling, mpman, Lanier, Long-
ellow,

No man is |

will bear it in mind, and will sapple-
ment your illustration with many
more, showing when patience under
suffering ceases to be a virtue, and
msking olear the distinotion between
justiflable revolt and mere complain-
ing.”’
* L d > * ¥ ¥

““Now, about the most disagreeable
folks I have ever known,” says
Croaker, ‘‘have been those who never
whimpered no matter what ailed
them, but who made sure, neverthe-
less, to have 1t seen that they were
suppressing anything like a com-

| plaint. When that sort of thing is
' made one's religion, and pain is de-
| clared non existent when you know
| it to be a verity, it tempts one to put
a premium on whining, and insist
ence upon attention to every ache.”
He had learned, he said, thatall who
suffer without complaining are not
the Lord's anointed, by any means.
He had known many s degraded
specimen of humanity to silently

- e ———————
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endure prolonged suffering, and to
meet deserved punishment for orime
without a murmur. Were not orimi.
nal records filled with such ocases?
To ‘““die game,’’ particularly if fully
reported in the newspapers, was
something to be attained at any cost,
and why disguise the true ocause of
nnoomplaining silence under another
name—that of heroic submission?—
“*The Spectator,” in the New York
QOutlook.

CAN YOU NAME THESE NORTH CARO- | The Progressi

LINA COUNTIES !

The Asheboro Courier prints the
following exoellent puzzle arranged
by Mrs. Eugene Little and other
members of one of the Wadesboro
book clubs. Each of the numbers
suggests the name of a North Caro-
lina county, and the editor of THE
PROGRESSIVE FARMER will give a nice
book to the person sending the flrat
acourate list of answers. If an en-
tirely correct solution does not reach
us by June 10th, the book will be
awarded to the person sending the
most nearly accurate list of names.
Those who compete for the prize
must not get help from any one ex-
ocept members of their familiss. To
give the reader a start, we answer
the first three problems:

1. King Solomon (Davideon).

2. A popular vehiole (S8urry.)

3. Monday’s work and a ton (Wash
ington.)

4, “0Old Hickory."

5. “Keep your bones from—"’

8. For their mother country.

7. Oar last state.

8. A shaft and a kiss.

9. An adjective for cowards.

10. A great war (Governor.

11. Suggests a mystery.

12. One deceived and a water-
fall.

13. An inflammable substance and
20 owt.

14 Verdant.

15. An English Admiral.

16. “‘In it there is strength.”’

17. Suggests Mrs. Noah in thenar.-
sery.

18. A tropical fruit.

19 We hope the baby won’'t—at
night.

20. An English statesman.

21. ““A far ory" to Cherokee.

22 One of the ‘‘last words"
Marmion.

23. A favor is its capital.

24. Good grapes.

95. Named for a German Prin.
Cess.

26. An English river and the lion’'s
home.

27. An ante bellum oake.

28. A oity om the James.

29. Rough food and something to
burn.

30. Toward the Arctio and a Con-
federate General.

31. An injured orossing.

32. Advises Socotchman to behave
himeself.

33. Advises the same gentleman to
proceed.

34. Insane; firat person singular;
what a Chinaman most desires.

35. A great astronomer.

36. To deface a metal.

37. Forward deliberately.

38. The tree of victors, a blow, an
exclamation.

39. Prefix three letters and most
frousers need it.

40, What all girls want and a forti-
fication.

41. A Warrior bishop.

42 A raustioc lover.

43. To attire a near relation.

44, *“Was it .. .. or another Adini.
ral?”’

45, A Colonial Governor.

49 To burden soil.

47. A vehiocle and an ancient hang-
ing.

48 May they swing wide at last.

49. Anger and a dell.

50. A short conversation and =a
hog’s hind quarters.

51. A chieftain at a famous ball.

52. “Big talk!!"

53. Where Joseph's brethren cast
him.

54. A boatman gaid to his wife——

55. One countryman asked another
at a shallow river, “Will youn
ferry?”

“No, I'd

56. Change a letter and how it
will ating !

57. A Becot wounld enjoy drinking
from it

58. An ancient warrior King who
oried.

of
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Town—The dootors have finally
agreed upon the cause of Jomnes’ ill-
ness.

Browne—They’ve held another
consultation, eh?

Towne—No ; a postmortem.—Phil-
adelphia Press.

Our Social Chat.

® EDITED BY AUNT JENNIE, RALEIGH, . 0. #

AB CONTRIBUTORS to this department of
The ve Farmer, we have some of the
most wideawake and progrecsive w%
and young men‘and someof the most en
writers among the older people of this and

States, the ages of the members ranging
from sixteen to more thon sixty.

YolU mmmb'liﬂ& Jolin ‘l:l
us & letter on some su

th often as possi

and wri a8 ble.
e's informa

WHEN G ve full name and
office address for m’m"tl Jenni m

If you do not wish real name 1o &
in “print, give name by which you wish
known as a Chatterer.

TWO WEEEKS OR MORE must, as a rul
elapse between the time a letter 1s written
the date of ita publication.
ADDRESS letters to Aunt Jennie, care of
ve Farmer, Raleigh, N. C.

AUNT JENNIE'S LETTER.

No human being exists without
an influence for good or bad. There
is no day in which we may not say
some word or do some deed that will
make another happier. And it is
always easy to find some one to help.
There are beings in this bright, bean-
tiful world who feel

‘“Alone a midst a thousand millions,
With ten thousand friends, alone!”’

Their thoughts and aspirations are
different from those of their friends,
and oongeniality is unknown. A
friend said to me once that the
most lonely day he ever spent was
on the streets of a large city sur-
rounded by innumerable human be
ings, each intent on obtaining his
special object and all unknown to
him. Some there are who appreoci
ate a kind word more than they
do sordid pelf, even if our nation is
accused of worshipping the dollar.
Let us see to it that we at least are
ready to give this much prized and
costless gift. KEnocouragement, or
a word of cheer from a fellow-being
when one has almogt given up in the
struggle for honorable existence,
has often proved a wonderful stimu-
lus and has enabled many a man $o
breast the tide with gratitude to the
kind friend who helped Lhim un
knowingly.

The time for the award of the
tucker is almost here, but remem
ber the nice book to be given for the
best article concerning the Old
South. No award if less than eight
articles appear

We take great pleasure in intro-
ducing this week several new con-
¢ributors. Mrs. Veazey's reminis
cences of the South of other days are
interesting.

Sister Kate's letter also appears
this week.

The letter written by Gus is good
and we hope to have more like it
from the same pen.

K. A. G.'s receipe for cake is spicy,
but I imagine it would be very indi-
gestible. [t is no wonder that the
old lady was paralyzsd. I am sorry
that I cannot publish more of K. A.
(3.'s letter because of her violation
of one of the fixed rules of newspa
per offices, to wit, that copy for
newspaper articlee must mnot be
written on both sides of the paper.
I hope that all our ocontributors
will bear in mind this statement
that we have so often made.

We have a fine desoription of “‘A
Corn Husking’ by a boy of sixteen
which we publish with pleasuare.
If more of our boys wounld try to
write on subjects familiar to them,
would most assuredly suocceed.
Everyday life, what you see and

what you do, would interest us.

AUNT JENNIE

BREMINISCENCES OF THESOUTH OF OTHER
DAYS.

I.

DEAR AUNT JENNIE :—I have often
wished that slavery had been abol-
ished before it was, for my father
had a hard time overseeing his slaves
and those of his step mother, his
father being dead. He generally had
his hands full to make them behave
and to keep them at work. They
wounld run about at night and sleep
at the plow handles next day. He
never whipped one, but they greatly
feared him.

His step-mother’s negroes thought
if they could get him out of the way
they could rest, play cards and do as
they pleased. So they tried to poison
him, and did come near killing him.
He had to lay on his back fourteen
nights, with his feet propped up
against the wall to get easg, but he
finally recovered and lived $o the
ripe old age of ninety.

The North imported the slaves and
the South bought them. The North
made all the money it ocould and
then set the negro free. The poor
white men that didn’t own any
slaves made their living by trading
with them, getting things from them
that had been stolen from the slave
owners. I remember ome old man
that lived near our home and had
two sons. He sent them one night
to the Brick House, a place where a

— e

great many negroes stayed. A rich
man by the name of Cameron owned
these slaves. These two sons went
after a sack of ealt; one of them
oarried a long dirk knife, fastemed
around his waist. As they were re-
turning home, coming through the
low grounds in the pitoch darkness
of the night with the sack of salt on

his shoulder, his foot slipped and he

be | fell, the long knife flew up and out

the jugular vein of his neock. He
got up walked across the oreek with
the blood flowing in the water as he
went. After heorossed he staggered
and fell to the ground. They oar-
ried him home to his father. Isaw
him next day, when he died.

I remember in the war times some
things were hard to come at—ooffee,
for instance. Bu$ eomehow or other
the news was ociroulated among the
old women that persimmon seed
made good coffee, and so my mother
thought she would have coffee plenti-
ful as we had a barrel of persimmon
beer and the beer was mnearly ex-
hausted. So one day the barrel was
rolled out and the mneighbors sent
after to come and pick out the seed
for coffee. I remember one old maid
that was more expert at pioking
seed than the others, got nearly half
of the seed. I don’t know how our
neighbors relished their persimmon
coffee, but I heard my mother say,
after she had made the first potful
(as she went toward the door, with
the coffee pot in hand, and gave it a
sling, and the ground ocaught the
contents), ‘I don’t want any more
of the ’simmon seed coffee.”

My unole was lieuntenant in the
first regiment of the Civil War. I
was nine years old when it ended.
And such a time we did have hiding
everything from the Yankees!
While they were scouring the coun.
try and taking every fine horse they
could find, not one dared to emnter
our door. My father took advan.
tage of the situation and fed his
horses nothing but shucks for a
week or two; 8o they got so lean in
flesh the Yankees wouldn’t have
them. He owned six and when the
Yankees dashed up to the séable
doors, my father said to them, ‘‘Hold
on, I have the key in my pocket.”
They said, ‘‘All right; all right!”’

“] believe you are a Union man,”’
said one of them. “Iwillgive youa
fine young mule. If any one claims
this mule don’t let them have it, for
it followed us from Alabama "’

I have often wondered to whom
that mule belonged. We named him
Jack and he lived to be 30 years of
age. Mgs. (. M. VEAZEY,

Granville Co., N. C.

COMMUNION WITH NATURE.

DEAR AUNT JENNIE: — By your
kind permission I would tell the
readers of your department some-
thing about a small territory of
country nea: my home, known as
the Sand Hills, or White Hills, as it
is sometimes called.

Theee are slight elevations of
sandy land, which in places where
they are free from grass and shrub-
bery, present almost a snow-white
appearance, and hence their name.
They were once thickly set in long
leaf pine, but most of these having
long since yielded $o the lumber-
man’s axe, their places are now
filled by different kinde of oak—post
oak, sand oak, black jack, etc. Two
churches, two s8chool-houses and
quite a number of cottage homes
have been erecoted within the last
few years on the White Hills, and,
nestling among the oaks and pines,
add their charms to the natural love-
Iniess of the place. .

To-day I was seized with an irre-
si1stible longing to throw away dull
care and seek refuge among these
hills, where the happy birds are
holding their councils, and the honey
bees are blowing their esoft and mel-
low pipes. How pleasant to stroll
“amid the scenes of my ohildhood
and observe the beauty of coming
spring.”’ Nature, the master pain.
ter, is using an exqguisite brush in
painting these woodlands. Millions
of buds, peeping out from their
winter coverlets, are shaping them-
seives into tiny leaves and blossoms,
whioh are as yet varied in tins,
being delicately shaded red, golden,
reddish-brown, and brownish-yellow
suggestive of the green of early
summer. I admire a well painted
pioture of a landscape, but the origi-
nal, the landscape itself, with its
carpet of green, its shady trees, its
delicately tinted flowers, its crystal
streams and murmuring brooks
with their sun-tipped wavelets
blithely dancing to their own rippling
musioc, is to me inexpressibly lovely.

Spending a day amid such scenes

is truly refreshing to ¢, o
natare and makes one begy,
pier and wiser. For ' by

‘‘Nature never did bety
The heart that loved hgy. "tig
Thr pgﬂm th iy

oug e ye

life, tolead,” = °f this g
From joy to joy; for sh

form °oan g4
The mind that is within us, g h:

8y

With tleness and
an
g::d beauty and
With lofty thoughts th
Redh evldl tongues,
judgments, nor the
e of selfish m’en, “heern
or greetings wh i
nor aﬁ' °Fe 1O Kindney L
The dreary intercourse of
Shall e’er prevail against
turb
Our cheerful faith, that
we behold
Is full of blessing.”’

Beaufort Co., N. C,

at nei%

daily
tl!, orlg‘.’_
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THE SPRING AND SUMMER W,
FOR THE FAMILY,

DEAR AUNT JENNIE :—May | oo
to help tell about the 8pring &
summer wardrobe? I have been y;
lent until now, but when Mr. Parky
touched the clothes wire, it y,
went straight home to my h""ﬁ "

I am sure it did to the heart of ¢
member of the 8oocial Chat; for i
woman has gone orazy on opg b
jeot more than another it is this gy
of olothes, clothes, clothes, Ity
like the ory of the horsa-leeoh,u
ending, unsatisfying. My Xy|
Didn’t Mr. Parker hit the nai
the head when he said ‘“‘spring gy
summer wardrobe for the family,"
Well, since it is & ‘‘tucker,” g
Madam Fashion says everythiy
must be tucked, up and down 44
all around, and the Madam mgs
rule, let’s take my lady’s wardrope,
The young lady of the family, t; pe.
gin with, for my old AuntTabithy
used to say to me, ‘‘Take yourwors
job first, child.” And since thesp
ple sorape of Madam, this is o
woret job, and has caused more per-
spiration to be shed from the brow
of man and woman than would be
needed to turn a first class grist mill,
I knew one little lady who used ocon
stantly to deocline invitations, au
then be oross and blue enough b
make yards of indigo calico, just b
cause she said she had “nothing ft"
to wear. And I heard that justie
the purchase of her numerou
waisets alone, it took a whole crop o
fine tobaocco; I did not hear aboul
the skirts to go with them—ihe
lonsdale, the hamburg, valencienes
and suoch like. With the book,
sandals, hosiery, etc. ; ribbons, lace,
stocks and other neck aococessories;
the dress hat with its hundredsof
roses. Then the hack, the medium,
all those that come between, whith
I guess you know more about tha
I do, (but which cannot be done
without, so they say; I belong toé
very simple folk). BSometimess
mortgage on the dear old homested
tells a tale in the sweet bye and bye.

But what have I been doing’
talking about everything else except
what a family should wear. Auné
Jennie, please ask Mr. Parker if for
spring, we hadn’t better wear 0Uf
same old clothes, for this springat
least, as the times are hard, and the
weather keeps ocool. And if the
summer is warm as it was Ja3t sol-
mer we will not need many this sum-
mer—a few cool dressing sacques %0
wear with our old skirts of last8ed
son to work in, some pretty dimities
and white lawns tucked and tucked,
a few sweet simple waists (for she
could not be bappy without these),
a straw hat draped, or with a bib of
ribbon on it, a few other etoeterd?,
will make my lady quite acceptabié,
and leave her time to talk with 0Uf
sisterhood, through dear Aant Jéd-
nie’s column

Mother and the dear little bab®
come next. We will sum them upi2
brief : Comfort and oleanliness 507"
erned my means and surrounding®:

Dear old father—who ever heard
of his needing a wardrobe? If e is
a farmer, beg him to have what YU
know he needs and get all he will
have.

Do you think I have forgotéon the
big boy? When Miss Betsy Teal-
wood asked Mrs. Dick what Bh;
should do with David Copperfeld
his answer was, ‘‘Wash him; as
I will add, patoh him, which will P
the next thing to tucks.

S1sTER KATE:

Onslow Co., N. C.

BDRoy

About half the years of s 0018
course are spent in teaching the bg
to talk, and after he graduaies -
has to spend two or three $imos -
many years learning to keep still.




