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Grip of Honor,"” Ete.

_(Egonned sharply over the
to the parrow strand

D half a mile away. They
| beeh under the deep shadow of

t‘hi& ‘trees overhanging the way
thig_msmnt, but in the faint light

. were mngregated BtoreThin o e
'Who they were and what they

: @used his life to be spared
z ealled for lights. The demand was
with a prompiness that bespoke
mm or diseipline of the stern-
sty and soon the captives found them.
- Selvesiin a”circle of lurid light sent

-

Tevealed to Alvarado
will “and terrible looking 2
ex»men asheha&ever seen. “The

and ‘nnimred. apparently, for
M&anked ‘God. She was lean-
forsvard over her saddie and star-
3 bem!derment and  surprise at
e antl conruszon before bher.

q:", .

':rgmvenng her voice at the sound
mem? §

:smtﬂﬁé speakmamtheSpamsh

”':éfé','i tall man, hat in hand,.

t...,_

il'be protected. And you, seno-
o aat ‘have the honor of ad-
i)o Memedes de Lara?”
-i'af my name,” answered the
“Who are you? Why
@ot my people and se:zed me

,loveeoﬁ'ou. Mistress Mercedes."

_ Zeaven!- Who are you. I say?”
m - girk'at this startling answer,
mzﬁhx,m surprise and terror 0 Iook
whismuntenance.

Y

maw’s face that called up a vague rec-
ollection mme strove to master.

“FWho Zreyoa?2” she cried again.

“Sir Harry Morgan,” answered the
Immeman, bowing low over the saddle,
- “g free sailor. at your service, madam.”

iistened attentively.
“S{‘he same.” answered Morgan, turn

gn:venior of ‘ama:ca last war"” askegd '

o5

"% had that honor, lady.”
1_“% s.re you now in arms against |

“Lné’wking, Mistress de Lara, sits
the English thrope. He likes me not. 1
and these gallant seamen are going to
establish a kingdom in some sweet is-
3and in the south seas with our good °

iear me company on the throne. Since
i-saw you in Jamaica last year I have
designed you for the honor'"—
. ““3Tonster!™” screamed tbe girl, appall-
2 e@ by the hideous leer which accompa-
' nied bis words. “Rather anything”—
‘381. 2 -'mtel"mpted Alvarado, *“you are
zn En,lzshm n. Your past rank should
*varrant you a gentleman but for this.
There is-no war-between England and
\pain. “What is the meaning of this

tae vieeroy of Venezuela.

1aid us, taken us at a disadvantage.

My men are killed. For this assault
excellzuey will exact bloody repa- |
ration. lMeanwhile give order that we -

bis

= 2 pabound. and let us pass.”

“Ho, ho!”
“Think you I fear the viceroy? Nay,
~ot his majesty of Spain himself! I
came here with set purpose to take
I.2 Guayra and then Caracas and t2
Legr away with me this pretty lady.
mpon whom, I repeat, 1 de:zn to be-

L

=iow the honor of my name.

-

~=des, threw his arm around her svaist
=nd before she was even aware of his

5 “Lads,” he cried,
she future Lady Morgan!”

The proud Spanish girl turned white |
Her eves !

2~ death under this insult.
- 7i=shed like eoals of fire. Morgan was
ciose  beside her. She was without
= aapon save a jeweled whip that hung
~+ her wrist. Before the first note of .
~ colieer could break from the lips of the

 fan i e e MR T TR al vt

by @ pumber of blazing torches. .

J forward instantly,

- She sat her horse |

_ mp&m forward, “fear nothing; *

Mms something famﬂlar in the

“Mprod"‘ cried Alvarado, who had |
“The buocaneer"" 1

| age from a

-~ ewords. I would fain have a woman to |

cntragve" This lady is the daughter of
I am bhis |

captain and the comandante of yon-
der city of La Guayra. You have way-

laughed the Dbuccaneer.

As he spoke he leaned toward Mer- Z=

intention kissed her roughly on the

“three cheers for

men she Iifted it and struck him vio-
lently again and again full in the face.

“Thou devil!”” cried- the captain in
fury whipping out his sword and men-
acing her with it. 3

“Strike,” cried Mercedes bravely,
“ynd let my blood wash out the insuit
- that you-have put upon my cheek!”

_She raised her wHip once more, but
this time young Teach, coming,on the
other side, caught her hand, wrested
the jeweled toy from her and broke it
.in the struggle.

“Thou sbhalt pay dearly for those
stripes, lady!” roared Morgan, swerv-
ing closer to her “And not now in hon-
orable wedlock’ :

“T will die ﬁrst"’ returned \Ierceaes.

Alvarado meanwhile had been strug-
gling desperately to free himself. By
the exercise of superhuman strength,
just as Morgan again menaced the wo-
man he loved he succeeded in freeing
himself from his loosely tied bonds.
His guards for the moment had their
attention distracted from him by the
group -on horseback. He wrenched a
sword from the.hand of one, striking
him a blew with his naked fist that
sent him reeling -as he did so, and then
flung out his’ other arm so that the
heavy pommel of the sword struck the
second guard in the face, ‘and the way
was c‘ear for the moment. He sprang
seized Morgan's
horse: foreced him away from Mercedes
by a wrench of his powerful arm and
stood 2t bay in front of the woman he
i Joved. He said no word, but stood
with his sword up on guard, panting
heavily from his fierce exertions.

“Alvarado, you will be killed?”
sereamed the girl, seeing the others
make for him.

“Here we have it,” sneered Morgan.
/ «“This is the secret of your refusal. He
b3S your lover.”

“Seize him!” cried Teaeh. raising his
sword, as, followed by the others, he
made at Alvarado, who awa‘fted them
unddunted. : :

.| V“Stay™ shouted De Lussan. “There

is g better way.”

Rudely shoving Senora Agapida aside,
he seized Mercedes from behind.

“Do not move, mademoiselle,” he said

in French, in his excitement, whmh
for?amately she understood.
- “That's well done!” cried Mor«zm.
“Captain Alvarado, if that be your
pame; throw down your sword’ if you
would save the lady’s life.”

“3Mind me not. Alvarado,” cried Mer-
cedes, &ut Alvarado, perceiving the
su“uanw‘ mstantly dropped his weap-
on!

*eNow seizé him and bind him again!
And you, dogs,” Morgan added, turn-
ing to the men who had allowed the

. prisoner to slip before, “if he escape

you again you shall be hanged to the
nearest tree!”

“Hadst not better bind the woman,
too?” quecied the Frenchman gently,
still holcizz her fast in his fierce grasp.

“Aye, the wench as well. Oh, Tll
break your spirjt, my pretty one,” an-
swered Morgan savagely, flipping the
young woman’s cheek. “Wilt pay me
blows for kisses? Scuttle me, you
shall erawl at my feet before I've fin-
ished with you!”

“IWhy not kill this caballero out of
{ hand, captain?’ asked Hornigold, sav-
slicht wound, as he limped
up to Morgan.

{ “No, I have use for him. Are the

rest silent?”

“They will tell no tales,” laughed |

: L’Olonois grimly.

“T):d none escape back up the road?”
“Nope, Sir Henry.,” answered the
other. “My men closed in after them
and drove them forward. They are
. all gone.”
{ “That's well. Now for La Guayra.
 What force is there, Senor Capitan?”
Alvarado remained obstinately silent.
He did not speak even when Morgan
ruthlessly cut him across the cheek
with his dagger. He did not utter a
sound. although Mercedes groaned in
anguish at the sight of his torture.
“You'd best kill him, captain,” said
L'Ollonois.

“No, I have need for him, I say,” an- |

swered Morgan, giving over the at-

" Thou dewil!"®

terapt to make him speak. “Is any one
here who has been at La Guayra re-
cently =" he asked of the others.
“1 twas there last year on a trading

ship of France,” answered Sawkins.

“What garrisou then?”

“About 250.%

“Was it well fortified?”

“\s of old, sir. by the forts on either
side and a rampart along the sea wall.”

“YWere the forts in good repair?”

guns bore seaward.”

“Have you the ladders ready?” cried
‘Morgan to Braziliano, who had been
charged to convey the rude scaling lad-
‘ders by which they hoped to get over
i the walls.

i ““All ready, captain,”
© wworthy.

answered that

“YWell kept, indeed, but most of the

“iet us r-': forward. then.: We'll hait
;31. :f out 01 musket shot and coacert
our further plans. e have the govern-
i or in our hands, lads. The rest will be
| easy. There is pienty of plunder in La
{ Guayra, and when we have made it our
{ own we'll over the mountains and into
Caracas. Hornigold. you are lame from
a wound. Look to the prisoners.”

The rising moon flooding the swhite
strand made the scene as light as day.
They kept good watch on the walls of

La Guagra, for the sound of the shots

in the night air bad been heard by
some keen eared senfry, and as a re-
‘ sult the garrison hud been called to
arms. The firing had been too heavy to
be accounted for by any ordinary cir-
cumstances, and oificers and soldiers
had been at a loss to understand it.
However, to take precautions were
wise, and every preparation was made
as if against an immediate attack. The
drums were beaten, the ramparts were
manned, the guns were primed, and
such of the townspeople as iwere not
too timid to bear arms were assembled
under their militia officers.

The watchers on the west wall of the
-fort were soon aware of the approach
of the buccaneers. Indeed, they made
no concealment whatever about their
motions. Who they were and what
they were the garrison had not dis-
covered and could not imagine. A
prompt and well aimed volley, how-
ever, as soon as the buccaneers came
within range apprised them that they
were cealing with enemies, and de-
termined enemies at that. Under-cov-
er of the confusion caused Ly this un-
expected discharge Morgan deployed
his men.

“Lads,” he said, “we’'ll board yon
fort with a rush and a cheer. The lad-
ders will be placed on the walls, and
under cover of a heéavy fire from our
musketry we'll go over them. Use only
the cutlass when you gain the parapet
and ply like men. Remember what’s
on the other side!”

“Aye, but who’ll plant the ladders?”
asked one.

“The priests and the abbess,” said
Morgan grimly. “I saved them for
tha »”

A roar of laughter and cheers broke
from the ruffianly gang as they appre-
ciated the neatness of the old buceca-
neer’s scheme.

“"Tis an old ftrick,” he contaued
“we did the same thing thirty years
since at Porto Bello. Eh, Hornigold?
How's that leg of yours?”

“Stiff and sore.”

“Bide here then with the musketeers.
Teach, you shall fake the walls under
the cliff yonder. L'Ollonois, lead your

let the curtaia between be your point.
I shall be with the first to get over.
Now, charge your pieces all, and
Hornigold, after we have started. by
slow and careful fire do you keep the
Spaniards down until you hear us
cheer. After that hold your fire.”

“But I should like to be in the first
rank myself, master,” growled the old
boatswain.

“Ha, ha!” laughed Morgan. “That's
a right spirit, lad, but that cut leg
holds you back, for which you have
to thank this gentleman,” bowing to-
ward Alvarado with a hideous counte-
nance. “You can be of service here.
Watch the musketeers. We would have
no firing into our backs. Now bring
up the priests. And, Hornigold, watch
Senorita de Lara. See that she does
not escape. On your life, man, I'd
rather hold her safe,” he muttered
under his breath, “than take the whole
city_of Caracas.” >

With shouts of fiendish glee the bue-
canecrs drove the hapless abbess and
priests, who had been dragged alonfr in
the rear, to the front. The Qp.lnmrds
were firing at them now, but with no
effect so far. The distance was great
and tie moonh""t made aim uncertain.
and every time a head showed itself
over the battlement it became a targast
for the fire of the musketeers, who, Dy
Hornizold's orders, ran forward under
the biack shadow cast by the high cliff,
where they could not be seen, and from
this point of concealment, taking de-
liberate aim, made havoc among the
defenders.

“Now, =ood fathers,” began Morgan,
“you have doubtless been curious to
know why you were not put to death.
I saved you not because I loved you,
but because I needed you. I had a
purpose in view. That purpose is now
apparent.” -

*“What would you do with us, senor‘?”
i asked Sister Maria Christina, the ab-
bess.

A little service, my sister. Bring up
the ladders, men. See, there are seven
all told. That will be four apiece to
four ladders, with one priest over for
good measure and to take the place of
‘ an)' that may be struck down.”

“and what are we to do with them,
senor?” asked the leader sf the priests,
Fra Antonio de las Casas, drawing
i pearer to the captain.

i “You are to carry them to yonder
| wall and place them againvst it.”

I “You do not mean,” burst out Al-
| varado painfully, for he could scarcely
| speak from his wounded cheek, “to
| make this holy woman and these good
| priests bear th.« brunt of that fire from
| the fort?”

“Do I value «ne lives of women and
| priests, accursed Spaniard, more than

| our own*" questioned the captain, and |

the congenial sentiment was received
by a yeil of approval from the men.
' “But if you are tender hearted I'll give
i the defenders a chance. Will you ad-
| vise them to yield and thus spare these
| priests?” f
| 1 cannot do that.” answered Alvara-
do sadly. **'Tis their duty to defend
i the town. There are twenty here;
there are hundreds there”

“D'e hear that., mates?” cried Mor-
gan. »Up with the Lulders!”

“DBut what it we refuse?”
of the priests.

*You shall be given over to the men,”

answered Morgan ferociously, “where-
~as if you do as I order you may £o |
| free—those who are left alive after
‘ the storm. Do ye hear, men? We'll

! Jet them go after they have served us,™

e

men straight at the fort. De Lussan,»

cried one |
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T

ihe chiel. tirnine to his men,

Swexy il Wou will Jet them 0!
There ave ciliors in La Guayra.”

“IWe swear. we swear!” shouted one
after another. lifting their Lands and

brandishing their weapons.
“You hear!” cried Morgan.
the ladders:”
“Tor God's sake,
words!

“Pick up

sir, unsay

"r

helpless town!

“Then to the men you go!"
Morgan ruthlessly.

“Death,” cried the abbess, snatchinzg
a dagzer from the nearest haad and
driving it into her breast, "rather than
dishonor!”

She held herself proudly erect for a
moment, swayed back and forth and
then fell prostrate upon the sand, the
blood staining her white rob€ about the
hilt of the poniard. She writhed and
shuddered in agony swhere she lay,
striving to say something. I'ra Anto-
nio sprang to her side and before any
one could interfere knelt down.

“«I_T—T have sinned,” she gasped.
“Mercy, mercy!”

“Thou hast done well. I absolve
thee!” cried the priest, making the sign
of the cross upon her forehead.

“Death and fury!” shouted Morgan,
livid with rage. *“Let her die unshriv-
en! Shall I be balked thus?”

He sprang toward the old man,
stooping over the woman, and struck
him across his shaved crown Wlth the

cried

down instantly,- 2 long shudder rumn-
ning through him; then he lay still.

“Harry Morgan's way®’ cried the
buccaneer, recovering hiz hlade. “And
you?” turning toward the other priests.
“Have you had lesson enough? Pick
up those ladders, or'"—

“AMerey, mercy!” screamed the fright-
ened ecclesiasts.

“*Not another word!
ward, men!”

The buccaneers sprang at the terri-
ﬁed priests with weapons out. First

Drive them for-

8 Death rather than dishonor!"

one and then another gave way. The
only leader among them lay upon the
sand. What could they do? They pick-
ed up the ladders, and, urged forward
by threats and shouts of the bugcca-
neers, under cover of a furious dis-
charge from Hornigold’s musketeers,
they ran to the walls, imploring the
Spaniards not to fire upon them.

When the Spanish commander per-
ceived who were upproaching, with a
mistaken impulse of mercy be ordered
his men to fire over their heads and so
did little danger to the approaching
‘buccaneers. A few of them fell, but
the rest dashed into the smoke. There
was no time for another discharge.
The ladders were placed against the
walls, and the priests were ruthlessly
cast aside and trampled down. In a
little space the marauders were upon
the ramparts, fighting like demons.
Morgan, covered by Black Dog, with
Teach, De Lussan and L'Ollonois, was
in the lead. The desperate onslaught
of their overswhelming numbess, once
they had gained a foothoid, swept the
defenders before them likke chaff. Wait-
ing for nothing, they sprang down
from the fort and raced madly through
the narrow streets of the town. They
brushed opposition away as leaves are
driven aside By a winter storm. Ire
the defenders on the east forts could
realize their presence they swere upon
them also.

In half an hour every man bearing a
weapon had been cut down. The town
was at the mercy of this horde of hu-
| man tigers. They broke open wine cel-
lars, they pillaged the provision shops,
they tortured without mercy the mer-
chants and inhabitants to force them
to discover their treasures, and they in-
sulted the helpless women. They were
completely bevond control now. Drunk
with slaughter, intexicated with liquor,
mad with lust, they ravaged and plun-
dered. To add to the confusion, fire
burst forth here and there, and before
the morning dawned half of the city
was in ashes.

The pale moon looked down upon a
scene of horror such as it had never
before shone upon even in the palmiest
days of the buccaneers.

CHAPTER XVL

" HE musketeers under ITorni-
2old, chosen for their mastery
with the weapon, had played
their parts with cunning skill.
Concealed from observation by the

fore immune from the enemy's fire.
they had made targets of the Span-
jards on the walls and by a close, rap-
id and well directed discharge had
kept down the return of the garrison

Iornigold was able to Keep them in
lLand for a little space after the can-
ture of the town, but the thought of

| the pleasure being enjored Dby their
them.

comrades was too much for
"Anxious to take a hand in the hideous
fray. they stole away one by one.

heyond the reach of the Dboatswain.
{ then boldly rushing for the town in

the open, until the old sailor was left
| with only a half dozen of the most de-
pendable  surrounding  himself and
prisoners. .

The rest would not have ot
from him so easily bad he not been so
| intensely occupied that at first he had
| taken little note of what was going on.
| Mercedes and Alvarado had ouly op-

portunity to i

away

exchanze

Blade of Tiis Sword. The priest pitcaed |

vour |
We cannot place the ladders
which will give you access to yonder |

| Zma 'ﬂu-. _

deep shadow of the cliffs and there-

until the very moment of the assault. |

- - i
slinking under the cliff until they were

word now '

Tor extended ruﬁiﬁsatiani

was prevented by the guards Alsa- !
rado strove to cheer the woman he

loved. and she promised him she would |
choose instant death rather than dis- |
honor. e could give her little en-
couragement of rescue, for unless word
of their plicht were carried to the
viceroy immediately he would be far
on the way to the Orinoco country be- |
fore any tidings could reach him, and |
by the tim
ioo late.

Azain and again Alvarado strove to |
hreak his bonds in impetent and help-
fury. but this time he was secure-
Iv Lound. and his eaptors only laughed |
at Lis struggles. In the midst of their I
grief and despair they both tosk notice
of the psor abbess. Fra Antonio bid
not moved sineé Morgan Thad Struck
bim down, but there was life still in
the weman. for from where they
stood, some distance back, the two
lovers each marked her convulsive
trembling. The sight appealed pro-
foundly to them in spite of their peril-
ous situation.

“The brave sister lives,” whispered
Mercedes.

“Tis so,” answered Alvarado.

e he returned it woulil be |

less

“Se-

nor,” he called, “the sister yonder is
alive. Wilt not allow us to minister to
her?”

“Nay,” said Hornigold,brusquely, “I
will go myself. Back, all of ye!” he
added. “She may wish to cenfess to

1e in default of the worthy father.”

He ieered hideously as he spoke.

“Coward!” cried Alvarado. DBut his |
words affected Hornigold not at all.

Before he could say another word
the gcuards forced him rudely back
with the two women. The worthy
Senora Agapida by this time was in a
state of, complete and total collapse,
but Mercedes bore herself—her lover
marked with pleasure—as proudly and
as resolutely as if she still stood with-
in her father’s palace surrounded by
men who loved her and who would die
for her.

Rolling the body of the prostrate old
man aside, Hornigold knelt down on
the white sand by the form of the sis-
ter. The moonlight shone full upon
her face, and as he stooped over he
scanned it with his one eye. A sudden
fiash of recognition came to him. With
a muttered oath of surprise he looked
again.

“It can't be!” he exclaimed.
veti—

After Fra Antonio’s brave attempt
at absolution the woman had fainted.
Now she opened her eves, although she
was not yet fully conscious.

“Water!"” she gasped feebly. And as
it chanced the boatswain had a small
bottle of the precious fluid hanging
from a strap over his shoulder. There
was no pity in the heart of the pirate;-
he would bave allowed the woman to
die gasping for water without giving
her a second thought, but when he rec-
ognized her—or thought he did—there
instantly sprang into his mind a desire
to make sure. If she were the person
he thought her she might have infor-
mation ‘of value. Unslinging the bot-
tle and pulling out the cork, he placed
it to her lips.

“J—die,” she murmured in a stronger
voice. “A priest!”

“There is none here,” answered the
boatswain. *Fra Antonio—he absolv-
ed you.”

“But I must confess.”

“Confess to me,” chuckled the old
man in ghastly mockery.

“Art in holy orders, seuor?’ mut-
tered the woman. '

“Holy enough for you. Say on.”

“Fra Antonio. now.” she continued,
vacantly lapsing into semidelirium.
“He married us—twas a secret—his
ranlk was so great. He was rich, I
poor—humbie. The marriage lines—
in ‘the ecross. There was a— YWhat's
that? A shot? The buccaneers. They
are coming! Go not, Francisco!”
“Hornigold, bending an attentive ear
to these broken sentences, lost not a
word.

“@Go not,” she whispered, striving to
lift an arm, “they will kill thee! Thou
shalt not leave mec alone, my Francis-
co. The boy—in Panama™—

It was evident to the sailor that the
poor woman's mind had gone back to
the dreadful days of the sack of Pan-
ama. He was right then; it was she.

“The boy—save him. save him!” she
cried suddenly with astonishing vigor.
The sound of her own voice seemed
to recall her to herself. She stopped;
per eyes lost their wild glare and fixed
themselves upon the man above ber.
his own face in the shadow as hers
was in the light.

“Is it Panama?’ she asked. “Those
screams—the shots"—she turned her
head toward the city—“the flames! Is
it Panama?”

“Nay,” answered the one eyed fierce-
ly. “’Tis twenty-five years since then
and more. Yonder eity is La Guagyra.
This is the coast of Venezuela.”

“Oh—the doomned towi. I remember
—now. I stahbed myself rather than—
place the ladders. Who art thou,

LAl

senor?
“RBenjamin
man fiercely,

“Anﬁ

ITornigold!” cried the
pending his face to hers.

" Hornigold1" she cried

TFor a second the woman stared at
him. Then, recognizing him, she
sereamed horribly, raising herself upon
her arm.

“Hornignld!" she cried.
you done with the child?”

“I left him at Cuchillo,/outside the
walls.” answered the mdp

“And the cross?”’

“What have

! die.

| face.
| death's band for ansther second Hor-

ttional

“On his breast. The C'fptain"

J
J

v
i

Al

“The marriage lines were there. You
beirayed me. 3f2y God's curse—nsay. 1
For Christ's sake—I forgive—
Francisco, Francisco!”
fell back zasping on the sand.

mite

{ He tore the inc losing coif from ker

In a vain effort to hol@ back

nigold snatched a spirit flask from his

! belt and strove to force a drop.betyween
| her lips. It was too late. She was
| gone.. He knesr the signs 100 well. He

laid her back on the sand. exclaiming:
“Curse Ler! Wiy couldn’t she have
lived a moment longer? The captain’s
brat—and might have told me.
Brinz up the prisoners!™ he cried to
the guards. who bad moved them out
of earshot of this strange conversation.
“The cross.” he muttered. “the mar-
riage lines thereiu. The- only clew.
And yet she cried ‘Francisco’” That
was the name. Who is he? If I could
find that cross! I'd know if amongz-'a
thousand. Hither,” he called to the
prisoners slowly approaching.
(To Be Continued.)

she

There is more cataurrh in this section
of the country than a.. other diseases
put together,gand until the last few
vears was supposed to be inecurable.
For 2 great many years doctors pro-
nounced it a local disease and pre-
secribed local remedies, and by con-
stantly failing to cure with local treat-
ment, pronuoneed it ineurable. Science
has proven catarrh to be a constitu-
disease and therefore re-
quires treatment. Hall’'s Catarrh Cure,
manufactured by F. J. Cheney & Co.,
Toledo, Ohio, is the only constitution-
al cure on the market. It is taken in-
ternally in doses from 10 drops to a
teaspoonful. acts directly on ths
blood and mucous surfaces of the sys-
tem. They offer one hundred dollars
for any case it fails to cure. Send for
circulars and testimonials.

F. J. CHENEY & CO., Toledo, O.

Sold by Druggists, T5c.

Take Hall's Family Pills for consti-

pation. 118-1m

Henry Grady’s Tribute.

Cotiton King is with the cotton farm-
er only when home grown grain is
Queen with other home lgrcm'n sup-
plies acting as maids of honor behind
the throne where this King presides!

The cotton farmer that conforms to
the edicts of king cotton as above
stated can now enjoy in its fullness
Henry Grady's tribute to King cotton
written years back.

This tribute by Henry Grady—one
of the South’s greatest orators—is the
best ever made and was pointed out
oy Grady a quarter of a century be-
fore the Southern farmer came f{o
realize these facts. Grady said:

“What a royal plant it is! The
world waits in attendance on its
growth. The shower that falls whis-
pering on the leaves is heard around
‘the earth. The sun that sHines on it is
tempered by the prayers of all people.
The frost that chills it, and the dew
that descends from the s}tars is noted,
and the trespass of a little green
worm on its leaf is more to England
than the advance of the Russian army
on her Asian outposts.
the instant it puts forth its tiny shoot.
Its fibre is current in every b ank,
and when losing its fleece to the sun
it floats a sunny banner that glorifies
the field of the humble farmer; that
man is marshaled under a flag that
will compel the allegiance of the
world, and a subsidy from <every na-
tion on earsh. It is the heritage that
3od gave to this people forever as
their own, when He arched our skies,

ostzblished cur mountains, girt us
about with the ocean, Iloosed the
breezes, tempered the sunshine, and

measured the rain. Qurs and our
children's forever. As princaly a tal-
ent as ever came from His hand to

mortal stewardship.”

_ Gas in the Stomaci.

#Eelening and that sense of fullness
so often experienced after ealing is
caused Dy the formation of gas. The
stomach fails to periorm its funetions
and the food ferments. Chamberiain’s
Stomach and Liver Tablets will cor-
roct the disorde They aid digestion
and strengthen and invigorate the
stomach and bowels. For sale by all
druggists.

"Preliminary arrangements for the
next State fair are already being madsa.
It will open October 22 and remain
open one week.

*They never gripe or sicken, but
cleanse and strengthen the stomach,
liver and bowels. This is the
sal verdict of the many thousands who
use DeWitt's Little Early
These famous little pills relieve

biliousnoss,

univer-

Risers.
head-
constipation.

torpid liver.

ete. Try Little

druggists

ache, j;lun.,

dice. sallow complexion,

Early All

Risors,

The strike the labo
the Virginia-Carolina Chemical Com-
in Charleston has been
settled by granting the men the $1.50
per day asked.

among ers at

pany works

Lame Back.

*This ailment is usually caused by
rheumatism of the mausecles and may
be cured by Chamberlain’s
Pain Palm two or three Iltmcs a day
-ndyrubbing the parts vigorously at
If this does not af-
ford relief. bind on a piece of flannel
slightly dampened with Pain Balm,
and quick relief is almost sure to fol-
For sale by all druggists.
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cach application.

ow.

It is goid from

»’

ﬁ}.



