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A TAR HEEL BARON’, by Mabell Ship-

pie Clark Pelton. Illustrated by Ed-
vard Stratton Holloway. Price $1.50.
Publishers: J. B. Lippincott Company,
Philadelphia.

This Is a charming story charmingly
told and is “racy of the soil.” The
scenes arc all laid in Buncombe county,

near Asheville, and the characters enjoy
such North Carolina names as Gudger,
Morgan, Carroll, Wilder, Weaver aud
Yarborough. It is a story of moonshine
liquor, revenue officers, stills hid in the
mountains, with the chief figure in the
story (not the real hero, for he is a

typical North Carolina youth who lost
this life) a German baron, exiled by his
own que« r sentiment in the recesses of
the North Carolina mountains. The
baron, Fredrick von Rittenheim, was

jilted in Germany by his sweetheart, who
married his own brother. In ordeg that
his younger brother and bride might live
in comfort on the ancestral estate, the
baron who became the “Tar-Heel Baron ’
left Germany and became a wanderer on

the face of the earth. Finally, when his
money was about gone, he buys a poor
North Carolina farm and strives, with
no knowledge of what to do on a moun-
tain farm, to eke out an existence. In
his dire poverty he .sells a pint of whis-
key of his own make to a revenue officer
(enjoying his hospitality) who the next
morning arrests him and puts him in
jail. The story of the base-

ness of many of the revenuers and

the juggernaut of Federal courts is well

brought out and is true to life. His re-
lease from the clutches of the law by a
noble country doctor, whom the Baron
had wronged, brings out a type of the

North Carolina country doctor who, for

a hundred years, has been the first man
of almost every settlement. What a
robust type of the most useful men
North Carolina has produced in old Dr-
Morgan! Some day a fitting tribute will

be paid to these noble men who, in a
hard and busy life of truest altruism

never dreamed they were the highest

types of men of the heroic mould. Noth-
ing in the hook is finer than the drawing

of the character of the old fashioned

country doctor of the best school. Just

such men have blessed almost every

country community in North Carolina.
And the picture of his wife—a true help-

meet —is given w'ith a fine touch.

The low-down moonshiner in the person

of Pink Pressley and the humble and
typical North Carolina mountaineer in

the person of Bud Yarborough put in

contrast the two types that one meets in

the mountain life—the two types, minus

the environment that are found every-
where in the world. The world is largely

made up of Bud Yarboroughs—good,

clever and true—who are too often led

into wrong by the devilish ingenuity oi

the Pink Pressleys. The author shows a

truer insight into human nature in the
delineation of those characters, and the

character of Bud's wife, than in any
others of the book. They are nearest to

nature —having less of that culture and

education that tend to hide the true feel-
ings and true character. Education ought

to develop individuality; it too often
puts all men in a common rut of hiding

their individuality. That is why the
story of the untaught is more real than

the story or the drawing-room.

Mrs. Pelton’s accessories all show her
knowledge of the country and its people,
though her dialect is not always perfect.

She makes all her North Carolina char-
acters use “Ah” for "I.” She evidently

appreciates the true worth and solid stuff

of the typical North Carolina character

and in the main she understands it.
Residence at Arden, near Asheville, for
eight years has given her the opportunity
to learn the character and habits of the
people, aud in many ways she shows she
has studied them with profit.

The story shows that in Buncombe
county can be found a truly cosmopolitan

population and she introduces characters
representing almost every phase of life—

the moonshiner bent on deviltry, the good

naturtd man persuaded to cheat the gov-'

eminent, the country doctor and his wife,
the simple noble wife of the unlettered
countryman, the high spirited and
splendid young man, having no fault ex-
cept the love of drink, the educated and
well-to-do family living in the country

and in touch with all classes, visitors
from the fashionable world of New York,
the German Baron and the German ad-
venturess. the officers of the Federal
eourt and the internal revenue officer ar.d
liis duplicity—all these figure in the
pages of the book and the author has

made an uncommonly interesting and de-
lightful North Carolina story. The
heroine is a splendid, thoroughbred

North Carolina woman, but she never
would have lost her heart to that Ger-
man baron as Mrs. Pelton makes her do.
North Carolina girls who are thorough-
breds do not care for titles aud they
prefer the North Carolina boys.

‘‘BAYOU TRISTE,” a story of Louis-
iana, by Josephine Hamilton Nicholls (A.

S. Barnes & Co., publishers. New York),

is a very original and entertaining story

wherein the cordial good feelings exist-
ing between the plantation negro and hi s
old master's children and grand-children i
is interesting and convincingly portrayed. |

The time of the narrative is since the j
war, the scene being laid at Soutbmeaae j
plantation, on Bayou Triste, near the j
creole village of Vieuxtemps, and deals !
with the fortunes of the young master of j
the broken-down old home and of his J
humor-loving sister. It is grave and gay j
by turns, the love story of botty the young
people being interwoven with the por-
trayal of the free and joyous life of the
plantation.

Miss Nicholls is the daughter of Chief
Justice Nicholls, of the Louisiana Su-
preme court, and is thoroughly familiar
with her subject. The negro characters J
described are evidently drawn from life,

there being nothing of the traditional
negro of fiction about the group of old j
family servants that holds the reader’s j
attention from first to last.

Uncle Ephr um, the negro coachman |
and gardener, with his family pride aud j
elastic conscience; “Mammy.” stately

and exacting, but loving withal; and
ITiscilla. the voluble old negro cook, are
types that any one who has visited a
Southern plantation will readily recog-
nize. Priscilla, indeed, with her quaint,
worldly wisdom, picked up from here and
there; her audacious suggestions and
many and varied experiences, is as strik-
ing a figure in her way as “Mrs. Wiggs
of the Cabbage Patch.”

The other characters in the book:
Miss Dameron, the gracious mistress of
ruined, but still beautiful. Oakwood;

Mme Jean, the simple old creole woman,

| with her proud integrity and love of
honor, and Col. Beverly Lossing, the
patrician gentleman whom fate had dealt
with hardly, but who preserved his trust
in human nature throughout while play-
ing minor parts, lend interest to a story

that thoroughly repays the reader’s at-
tention.

IN “THE GREAT NORTHWEST.”
Ray Stannard Baker, whose articles on

“The Great Northwest” are ranked by
The Century among the more notable and
valuable of the year’s offerings, found
the nine thousand miles which he and
Mr. E. L. Blumenschein travelled gather-
ing materials for their pictures, written
and drawn, full of adventure..

“We visited all the important cities in
the five Northwestern States,” Mr. Ba-
ker says. “We took part in the land
ruth at the opening of the Fort Hole In-
dian Reservation in Idaho in June; we
went into the lumber camps in Wash-
ington. down in the mines of Montana,
out with the salmon-fishing fleet at the
mouth of the Columbia River; we out-
fitted and travelled with wagons or on

horseback across part of Idaho, through

the forest reserve of Wyoming, and across
Yellowstone Park; and we visited the
old city of Victoria in British Columbia.

In all of the different cities we were af-

forded every possible assistance in our

work, given introductions to the clubs,

invited to visit every seat of enterprise

-to the limit of our strength. The peo-

ple everywhere seemed deeply interested
in having the country properly presented

in The Century.”

A GIFTED WARRENTONIAN.
(Warren Record.)

A sprightly Frenchman says: “There

are no great poet\yin America, but all the

people write verse's.” This opinion pre-

vails extensively in this country. An

American poet is condemned before he

is read. It is tin* fashion, and fashion,

you know, must be followed without
rhyme of reason. Longfellow, Bryant,

Whittier, and a few others have been

lauded as poets, but from a Southern

poet our people coldly turn with a sneer.
True, we have Hayne, Lanier unil Tlm-
rod, peers of the greatest American poets.

Richard Henry Stoddard speaks or Tim-
rod, over thirty years ago, as the great-

est poet of the South: and a few years

ago Henry Wood, a distinguished North-

ern critic said that Timrod had written

more quotable lines than any poet since
Byron. Thus you see in the opinion of

competent judges the South has produced

writers that do not suffer when compared

with the greatest of modern poets.

The South is naturally the land of

poetry, and the home of the poet, and
w,e do not believe the muses deserted our
sunny land when Timrod, Lanier, aud
Hayne died. They are still here inspiring

our true poets to sing beautiful and
soul stirring songs.

We have recently had the privilege of
examining five poems by our gifted towns-
man, Mr. Tasker Polk. The limited
space at our command will not permit us
to review at length these creations of
art. When written the poet’s heart must
have been very near to the heart of na-

ture; for nature speaks through every

line and we hear her voice and under-
stand her language.

In “A Wintry Heart,” we see
“—A wintry day

With its dark sullen sky
“And the loud waves dash
With a fearful crash
’Gainst the rocks upon the shore.”
“And the frozen stream
Like a silver seam,
’Tween Us banks of weed and willow.”

Thus the poet describes a wintry day

and compares it to a heart cold and
cheerless in which are the graves of dead
and burled hopes.

“The Broken Shell” is a rare, sweet,

sad picture that appeals to the universal
heart of humanity; for from every heart
has poured forth the plaintive wail:

“You’ve killed my music!”
and alas! the broken shell is never
mended.

“A Letter to —— is sparkling with
humor, tender with pathos, and through

every stanza the voice of nature speaks
and the heart of nature beats, and na-
tures eyes divided between smiles and
tears look from every line.

“A Storm at Dawning” is a work of
strength and beauty. Tine picture is
drawn with a firm hand- The colors are
decided and appropriate, the blending is
delicate and true. The author begins
the poem on a high key which is not
lowered until the vivid description is
closed. Here are the first lines:

“There’s a shade on the lamps of heaven,
And the banner of storm is unfurled,
And the clouds by the winds are driven
Across the dark dome of the world.
But soon the pale cheek of the dawning
Will blush with the kiss of the sun.
And the lips of the fair young mtyming

Will laugh when the long night is
done.”

“An Angel’s Whisper’ ’is characterized
by tenderness of thought, smoothness of
hymn, and beauty and simplicity of ex-
pression. Many a mother will read this
poem with tearful eyes; for it will bring
to mind her own little babe who heard
the “rustle of an angel’s wing,” respon-
ed to his whisper, and

“The little dreamer dreaming dreams of
love.”

awoke in the arms of Jesus.
“There is nothing new under the sun,”

no matter what thoughts we think an-
other has thought those thoughts before
but not in the same way. The work of the
poet, therefore, is to get hold of the
thought of the universal heart of man
aud give it back to man in language that
strikes responsive chords in the throb-
bing heart of mankind: for “The poet
to the whole wide word belongs.”

In the poems before us Mr. Polk has
done his work well, and these poems
with their fresh thoughts, in new and
appropriate setting are worthy of a wide
circulation. The Author ought to publish
a volume of his poems.

Dr. Lyman Abbott has written a series
of essays on the subject, of Death and
Immortality, which were published in book
form by The Outlook Company on March
28. “The universe of God’s house. This
living. In His house are many rooms,
living. In his house are many rooms.
Death is only pushing aside tfee por-
tiere aud passing from oue room to an-
other.” This is the idea upon which rest
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[those practical and helpful chapters on
Immortality. Dr. Abbott expresses in

simple form the feeling of the present

age regarding the life of the world to

come. He profoundly believes that im-
mortality is not a future condition but
a kind of life, which is essentially the
same whether before or after death;
and he clears away many perplexities by
indicating how immortality may be, in-
deed ought to be, a present achieve-

ment. Out of his wide experience Dr-
Abbott has learned of the hopes and
fears, the doubts and longings that con-

front men as they think of life beyond

death; and he writes with these in mind.

The book is uniform in typography and
binding with Mr. Mabie’s “Parables of

Life.”

Rather a new departure for St. Nicho-

las will be the article in the April issue

on "Training for luterscholastic Athle-
tics," by G. W. Orton, whose words of
warning and advice carry the weight of
an active athlete, a holder of American

and world championships. In the April

chapters Mr. Orton will tell the boys

what to avoid and what to work for in
sprinting, middle distance and distance
running, and high and low hurdle Jump-

ing. In the May number Mr. Orton will

take to pole-vaulting, throwing the ham-
mer, broad-jumping, high-Junaping, and

other seasonable sports. The illustra-

tions will be from photographs ot notable

athletes —photographs whose life and

action delight the boys.

‘‘A Prairie Winter” is the title of a

little volume which will be published by

The Outlook Company on April 15. It is

written by a girl who lives on a prairie

farm in Illinois, and the commonplace

routine of whose daily life is made bright

and joyous by her delight it' nature and

the beauties of the outdoor world. She

writes with charming simplicity of the

beautiful things that are all about her

as she works and lives.

In the March Atlantic is an important

paper upon the question of franchises by

George C. Sikes, who serves as-secretary

to the Municipal Voters’ League of Chi-

cago, which has accomplished such nota-

ble civic reforms. Mr- Sikes is unusually

well qualified to deal firmly with this im-

portant question. His vigorous and rea-

sonable discussion of the ways and

means of reform should be read by every

one concerned about the future welfare

of our cities.

The Literary Outlook.

Brand Whitlock. Both Noted Lawyer and

Writer—A View of Yellow Journalism
Who J. P- Mowbray Was— Joseph Con-

rad’s Work.
(By HERBERT BREWSTER.)

It is not often that a man may be-

come famous in two widely separated
fields. Brand Whitlock is one of the fqw

who are coming to that distinction. In

his home city, Toledo, Ohio, he is known

as one of the best criminal lawyers in

the State; the book world knows him

only a« the author of "The Thirteenth
District” and as a writer of short stories.

It is in this latter field that Mr. Whit-

lock engages attention. He is the kind

of a writer who v’rites only because he

has & story to tell rather than because
he thinks he must tell a story. His pro-

fession brings him into touch with life

as few professions can. The other day

he was engaged on a case involving over
two hundred thousand dollars, when a
woman came to him with the request

that he try to rescue her waywrd daugh-

ter. Mr. Whitlock dropped his impor-

tant case at once and a reunited family's

happiness was his reward. It is just

this sort of thing which makes all of his
friends love him, and it is such experi-

ences that give him his hold on life when

he comes to express the thing in a
story.

Not long ago Mr. Clarence S. Harrow,

one of the leading yawyers of Chicago,

made Mr. Whitlock a most tempting

offer to join him in liis Chicago firm.
“Icouldn't take It,” said Mr. Whitlock

afterwards, “because I'm doing some real
good here and I’m able to write here

when I feel I must write.”*
Sometime during the summer Mr. Whit-

lock will complete his second novel, a
story of life in a small Ohio town, which
will be brought out this fall.

E. W. Townsend in his last book, “Lees
and Leaven,” knows, of course, what he
is writing about when it comes to telling

of journalism as it is practiced, so the
following description of yellow’ journal

methods may be taken as a fair peturei.
Young Paxton, who had made a reputa-

tion as a poet and humorist on the
White River Advocate, comes to New
York with his sister Grace, tempted by

an offer fro mhe yellow Chronicle.
Howard’s first visit to the Chronicle

was an experience. He found chaos in
the reporter’s room.
“I don’t think 1 could do very much

work out there,” he said to Carson, the
managing editor, and that worthy's re-
ply was, with an assurance that the
special writer should have a room to
himself somewhere:

“Oh, that’s the boiler shop! The kind
of work we do out there would come
to a standstill if we kept things quiet.
The theory is that nothing here must be
allowed to fall into a rut, and if men are
allowed to wrork under normal conditions
their work becomes normal. We want
abnormal work; we want men who are
putting the news, the local matter, the
features, the' surburban stories into
shape to be under a pressure of excite-
ment, to be a bit rattled, a little insane,
in truth; for then they are likely to he
seized with novel—startling—fancies as
to the manner and form their work
should take.”

Carson went on: “Some men can’t
stand it: they break down in health or
go wholly Insane. A little insanity isn’t
a bad thing. We’ve had lots of stunning
features suggested by men we were
nursing along to keep ’em from going
wholly mad. But wo don’t subject our
special editorial writers to that strain.”
Concerning the editorials, Carson explain-
ed that the deadly commonplace was
wanted. "That style,” he said, “carries
an air of profound wisdom to our clas*
of readers.” Howard got more light on
the Chronicle's methods from Turnbil!,
one of the star reporters.

“Have you made a long engagement

with the Chronicle?” asked Turnbill, at
the dinner table.

“No length of engagement has been men
tioned,” Howard answered.

“A contract without a time limit.”
“A contract?”
“I don’t want to appear inquisitive;

but have you no contract?”
“N-no. ur correspondence was tetjH

graphic," and he repeated the sense of
the message he had received from Car-
sen.

“Turnbill inverted the glass from which

he had been drinking and spilled its re-
maining drop of wine on the floor. ‘Not

worth that!’ he said. '

And this is the training school of some
of our modern novelists. '4

A few days ago the newspapers chron-
icled the death of Andrew C. Wheeler,

better known as "Nym Crinkle” and up

to that time, his identity with “J. P.

Mowbraw” was never known save to his

publishers. The statement cgmc like a
startling revelation- Mr. Wheeler had

earned a just fame as “Nym Crinkle” and

had retired from active newspaper work

to a country home in Rockland county.

New York. Then one Ol his friends, the

editor of a New York paper, asked him

to write some papers on Nature. Thus
began the “Journey to Nature,” signed

“J. P. M.” The essays were brought out

in book form and so many inquiries came
to the publishers that Mr. Wheeler told

them to say that J. P. M- was J- P- Mow-
bray, a retired Wall Street broker. Then

he wrote “Tangled up iu Beulah I>and

and other publishing firms began to write

to Mr. Mowbray for articles- Mr. Wheel-
er, however, kept the secret of authoi-

ship and. shortly before his death, com-
pleted another J. P. M. book, “The < ou-

quering of Kate.” This story will be is-

sued in two or three weeks, 'there is

little doubt now but that Mr. \\ heeler

will be remembered as “J. P- Mowbray

long after "Nym Crinkle” is forgotten.

One of the very best books of the

spring season, among all the works of

fiction thus far brought out, is Mr Jos-

eph Conrad’s “Youth.” The volume is

made up of three novelettes, "Youth,

“The Heart of Darknerr,” and “The

iEnd of the Tether.” Marvelous in Eng-

lish are these three tales of earth s wa-
terways, so good, indeed* that very like-

ly they will not be popular. It used to

be said that nothing was so good for a

young writer as to read Stevenson Now

one might almost say instead, read Con-

rad. The breath of the sea. the spirit of

adventure, the enthusiasm of youth

which lives in all men who look forward,

are in these stories. Mr. Conrad is a
native of Southern Poland, a fact which

makes his wonderful command of English

more astonishing. His father was a noted

critic, and poet, and was, for a long time,

editor of a patriotic review’ at Warsaw’.
The son did not stay long at home. The

sea claimed him and one cannot doubt he

went through all the adventures which he

now relates in his books. The English

critics look to Conrad as the coming

great writer of their tongue. It is to be
hoped that we may make his better ca-
quaintance here.

George Ado is acquiring w’ealth so rap-

idly through his two comic operas, “The

Sultan of Sulu" and “Pretty Peggy” that

he will probbly give up writing his fables
and stories. “In Babel” is the title of his
last collection of talent. The volume will
appear in a month.

Triumphs of 1902.

Seldom if ever in any one year of the
history of the world have so many im-
portant events of universal interest tak-
en place. America, England, Germany

and France have each participated. The
President of the United States welcomed
and entertained H. R. H- Prince Henry

of Prussia at the White House, Edward
the VIII.was crowned King of England

and Emperor of India, the German Em-
peror had his American built yacht,

“Meteor,” christened; France had the
unveiling of the Rocharnbeau Statue,

and at all functions attending these
celebrations Moet & Chandon’s Cham-
pagne was used exclusively. This in-
deed is an unparalleled record, which is
proof positive of the superiority aud
popularity of the renowned brand of

Moet & Chandon White Seal.
la wk—l3wks.

It may be easier to coax a woman than

it is to drive her, but it’s more ex-
pensive-

SMOKE “La Josephine” and “Young

Frits.”

MRS. RATH’S RARY
Jired Mother’s Touching Story of

Anxiety and Suffering.
Cuticura Brings Blessed Cure to Skin

Tortured Baby and Peace and Rest
to Its Worn Out Mother.

It is no wonder that Mrs. Helena Rath was taken sick.
Single-handed, she did all the housework and washed, cooked and
mended for her husband, Hans, and their six children. After a
plucky fight to keep on her feet, Mrs. Rath had to yield, and early
in 1902 she took to her bed. What followed she told to a visitor,
who called at her tidy home, No. 821 Tenth Ave., New York City.

“I hired a girl to mind the chil-
dren and to do whatever else .she
could. I couldn't stay in bed long.
Sick as I was, it was easier for me
to crawl around than to lie aud
worry about my little ones. So
I got up after a few days, and let
the girl go. I had noticed that she
had sores on her face, hands and
arms, but I paid no attention to that
until Charlie, my youngest, began to
pick and scratch himself. lie was
then ten months old, and the girl
had paid more attention to him than
to any of the others. Charlie was fret-
ful and cross, but as he was cutting
teeth, I didn’t think much of that.
Even when a rash broke out on his
face I wasn’t frightened, because
everybody knows that that is quite
common with teething babies. Sev-
eral of my others had it when little,
and I thought nothing about it.

“ But the rash on Charlie’s poor
little face spread to his neck, chest,
and back. I had never seen any-
thing quite like it before. The skin
rose in little lumps, and matter
came out. My baby’s skin was hot,
and how he did* suffer ! He wouldn't
eat, and night after night 1 walked
the floor with him, weak as I was.
Often I had to stop because I felt
faint and my back throbbed with
pain. But the worst pain of all was
to see my poor little boy burning
with those nasty sores.

“I believed he had caught some
disease from the girl, but some of
the neighbors said he had eczema,

and that is not catching, they told
me. Yes, I gave him medicine, and
put salves and things on him. I
don’t think they were all useless.
Once in a while the itching seemed
to let up a bit, but there was not
much change for the better until a
lady across the street asked me why
I didn’t try the Cuticura Remedies.
I told her I had no faith in those
things you read about in the papers.
She said she didn't want me to go
on faith nor even to spend any
money at first. She gave me some
Cuticura Ointment I think the
box was about half full and a
piece of Cuticura Soap. I followed

the directions, bathing Charlie and
putting that nice Ointment on the
sores.

“I wouldn’t have believed that
my baby would have been cured by
a little thing like that. Not all of a
sudden, mind you. Little by little,
but so surely. Charlie and I ;both
got more peace by day, and more
sleep by night. The sores sort of
dried up and went away. 1 shall
never forget one blessed night when
I went to bed with Charlie beside
me, as soon as I got the supper
dishes out of the way and the older
children undressed ; when I woke
up the sun was streaming in. For
the tirst time in six months I had
slept through the night without a
break.

Jt/

“ Yes, that fat little boy by the
window is Charlie, and his skin is
as white as a snow flake, thanks to
the Cuticura Remedies. I think
everybody should know about the
Soap and also the Ointment, and if
it is going to help other mothers
with sick babies, go ahead and pub-
lish w hat I have told you.”

MRS. HELENA RATH. »

The agonizing, itching, and burning of the skin as in eczemß;
the frightful scaling, as in psoriasis ; the los? of hair, and crusting
of the scalp, as in scalled head ; the facial disfigurements, as in
pimples and ringworm ; the awful suffering of infants, and anxiety
of worn-out parents, as in milk crust, tetter and salt rheum, —all
demand a remedy of almost superhuman virtues to successfully
cope with them. That Cuticura Soap, Ointment, and Resolvent
are such*stands proven beyond all doubt. No statement is made
regarding them that is not justified by the strongest evidence.
The purity and sweetness, the power to afford immediate relief,
the certainty of speedy and permanent cure, the absolute safety
and great economy have made them the standard skin cures, blood
purifiers and humour remedies of the civilized world.

CUTICURA REMEDIES are sold throughout the civilized world. PRICES: Cuticura Resolv-
ent, 50c. per bottle (in the form of Chocolate Coated I’ills, 25c. per vial of CO): Cuticura
Ointment, 30c. per box, and Cuticura Soap. 250. tier tablet. Send for tlie great work, “Humours
of the Blood. Skin, and Scalp, and Bow to Cure Them,” 04 pages, 300 Diseases, witliIllustrations,
Testimonials and Directions in all languages, including Japanese and Chinese. British Depot,
27-28Charterhouse Sq., London, E.C. French Depot,s Kuede la Paix, Paris. Australian Depot,
K. Towns & Co., Sydney. POTTER DRUG AND CHEMICAL CORPORATION, Sole Pro-
prietors, Boston, U. S. A.

The North Carolina Hot Springs!
The Mountain Park Hotel.

HOT SPRINGS - - - -N.C.

Hot mineral drinking water and baths, with temperature rang-

ing from ninety-six to one hundred and ten degrees. Strongly Alka-

line, and Nature’s Specific for Rheumatism, Gout, Sciatica, and all

kindred troubles. There are no cases which they will not greatly re-

lieve. and few which they will not positively 6ure, if faithfully used.

These springs are in the grounds of the

MOUNTAIN PARK HOTEL

a hostelry with accommodations for three hundred guests, and New
Modern, Elegant. Situated in a park of one hundred acres, on the
banks of the French Broad River, thirty-five miles west of Asheville,

on the main line of the Southern Railway, surrounded by some of
the grandest mountains east of the Rocky Mountains. No humidity,

no fogs. A delightful home for the pleasure-seeker, an Eden for the

rheumatic. No healthier, no more delightful place in the world
Write us for lllustrted Booklet, with analysis and testimonials.

HOWELL COBB, Prop.
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