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1 patiently, swinging a tomahawk furious-
ly in his powerful right hand,

j “Iwill die,” replied Thornhurst firmly,

j with his eyes upon the pile of tinder
| that was to feed the flames about his
; body. ‘‘l will not betray my own blood
; even for life's sake.”

The scowl deepened on the Indian’s
bronzed face, but he laid his weapon
aside; no sound escaped the circlet of

j warriors that surrounded him. Perhaps

j a feeble wave of admiration for the
I white hero flowed through their slug-
| gish souls—for even a savage may feel
j the warmth of that gulf stream of pa-

j trlotism which flows through the greater
sea of human kind—and silenced them
with a sensation strange to their innate
cruelty. At any rate, Wanchese motion-
ed the Indians to return with the pris-
oner to his teepee. So Edward Thornhurst
was more firmly bound with thongs of
deer skin, carried hack to his prison and
left to contemplate his fate. And it
was by no means a pleasant one for a
man of four and twenty—or of any age,
for that matter —to face. The memory

o fthe past night’s treachery rankled in
his breast. “What part had the fair
lionise de Longueville in that devil's
work!" “Had she kept tryst with him
only to betray him with a kiss?” What
interest could the Indian Wanchese have
in his capture?” These questions fairly
buzzed in Thornhurst’s brain as he lay
or. his back and gazed at the ridge pole

of Wanchese’s teepee. Suddenly the
thought flashed over him that it was
Gaspard de Vincent’s scheme to torture
him not only with captivity and awaited
death at the hands of the Indians, but

i also with the thought that Louise de
! Longueville had been a traitoress. He
| remembered also that Gaspard de Vin-
cent and Wanchese had been much to-
gether on the voyage. There was some
hidden mystery which he could not solve
—some machination of the wily French-
man and the no less wily Indian to de-
stroy the colony. He groaned as he
thought of the fate that awaited the!
innocent and unsuspecting victims of j
their treachery. But what could he do I
to avert it? A babe in its cradle was ,
not more helpless than he as he lay '
there in his bonds. Without he could
hear the peculiar, animal-like cries of the
Indians as they prepared for the expedi-

tion against the handful of Englishmen

on the morrow. Then he strained madly

at his fetters until they cut into the
fltsh, but to no purpose.

Several times during that long, awful
day Indians came and peeped in upon him
like beasts gazing upon a beast, and
once a maiden, slender and graceful,
stared at him a moment with something

of compassion in her great dark eyes,
then went on her way in heathenish for-
getfulness of his suffering. He cursed j
her for her cruelty, though he knew not I
why, except, perhaps, that cruelty seem- I
ed incompatible with her strange wild i
beauty.

At last night settled down upon the
Indian village—a dark, fearsome night,
hurtling with horrid sounds—and Thorn-
hurst gave himshelf over to despair. The
Indians, confident of his Inability to es-
cape, and anxious to obtain sleep against
an early rising on the morrow, had neg-

lected to provide a guard for him. (The

reason why they had chosen that especial
time to attack the colony was because
Manteo, the friend of the English, was
to leave that morning to hunt in the
wt st).

The hours dragged slowly by and final-
ly quiet reigned in the village of Wan-
chese. The moon, rising up over the
forest, dropped a lance of silver light
through the solitary crevice in the teepee
of the prisoner, revealing the pathetic
hopelessness of his white face. Suddenly

a shadow vacillated in the dim light as
though it wrestled with itself, then, with
two rapid gleams of a knife bent over the
prisoner—and he was free! He saw at a
glance that his deliverer was the Indian
maiden who had stared at him during the
past day. Forgetting his perilous posi-
tion, he started to speak his gratitude
aloud, but she quickly placed a finger on
her lips, and pointed in the direction of
the river. ‘‘Go, pale face, go!” she whis-
pered in broken English, “Avoea make
free.” But the white man sto<xl silent,
gazing incredulously into the Indian’s
beautiful face. It was as if some lovely .
enchantress of ancient Egypt stood be-
fore him. Then she took him gently and
timidly by the hand and led him to the
river where a canoe was riding gracefully
on the moon-lit W'ater that smote the
shore at th" foot of a great cypress. As
a realization of what she had done swept

ever him, Thornhurst, with an impulse of
gratitude, sought to kiss her, but she
sprang from him like a frightened doe ,
and disappeared among the shadows of .
the village* Then he entered the canoe
and, taking up the paddles, sent it swift-
ly down the stream. The desire to warn
the colony ran hot in his veins, as did
also his purpose to unmask Gaspard de
Vincent. He clenched his teeth and
bent manfully' to his task as the thought

of what Louise de Longueville had doubt-
less suffered on account of his absence
rose in his mind. He had determined not
to connect her with his capture.

With the current in his favor, he swept
onward like an arrow- At last, the fa-
miliar shore of Roanoke appeared in the
distance, and, running his boat into an
eddy that made toward the shore, he
soon landed and started for the fort. He
had not. gone far, however, before his
practiced ear caught the sound of voices
speaking In low. confidential tones. They

were familiar to him, though he could
not for the moment determine their own-

ers. Being wary after his former ex-
perience in that spot, he crept nearer

and halted behind a large tree. Peeping
cautiously around it. he discovered, by
the light of the moon, that the speakers
were a man and a woman seated on a
log In front of the fort. He was just on
the point of hailing them wh«n be heard
the woman say: “Are you sure the In-

dians captured him as we intended. Gas-
pard?" Thornhurst grasped the tree and
stifled a groan. It was the voice of
Louise de Longueville. Recovering him-
self. he stepped hack within the shadow
of the trees that fringed'the shore, and
silently approached the figures from the,
rear. Noiseless as the tiger creeps upon
his prey, he crept upon them till, with a

mighty spring, he leaped into their midst
and, seizing Gaspard de Vincent by tin
shoulders, hurled him violently to thi
ground. Louise de Longueville, with t
scream of terror, fled toward the fort.

k The huge Frenchman, recovering fron
his terror at the suddenness of the at-
tack, arose by a superhuman effort, ant
grappled with his assailant, and, being £

] more powerful man, forced him backward
toward the log. Maddened by the erueltj

• and injustice of his treatment, Thorn-
, hurst, put forth all his strength, and, b\

a dexterous turn, managed to throw the
• Frenchman heavily over the log. The

sound of the struggle had by this time
attracted the nearest sentries and alarm-
ed the fort, from which several colonists
row rushed to the scene, and seizing
both, awaited explanations-

“Behold the traitor —behold the spy!”

gasped Thornhurst. “Behold the man
v.ho conspired with Wanchese to capture

! me and destroy the colony!"

With a cry of rage they turned upon
the Frenchman as if to tear him limb
from limb. One more desperate than his
fellows, pointed a pistol at the traitor’s
breast, but Edward Thornhurst seized
the would-be executioner's arm and
caused the ball to whistle harmlessly
through the air.

“Men,” exclaimed Thornhurst,” I have
suffered more at the hands of this de-
mon, de Vincent than any of ye. But
let us spare his life on one condition:

( That he reveal why he entered into such
an unusual conspiracy."

The others gave reluctant acquiescence
and de Vincent, in a snarling, complain-
nig tone, told how he with the woman,
had been hired by a secret agent of
Spain to bring to naught England's col-
onization Schemes in Virginia. When he
came to that part of the nara-
tion where Thornhurst was captured by
two of Wanchese’s spies for the purpose
of being frightened into securing for the
Indians an easy access to the fort, the
colonists could scarcely restrain their
anger, hut mindful of the promise made
to Thornhurst, led the prisoner manacled
into the fort.

CHAPTER 111.
Through the forest, softly, silently as a

shadow, an Indian maiden sped on her
way. With tireless feet she spurned the
dtw-wet earth for hours, her guide the
instinct of the wild wood, her light the
moon beams shimmering faintly through
the somber trees. Onward she swept;
post pine trees and cypress; past dells
aglow with fox-fire; past mighty oaks
gray-bearded with hanging mosses, till

I she paused in a village, whose cone-
| shaped teepees stood out blac k against

j the sky. Then she crept to the largest
one and smote lightly upon the dried

| folds of deerskin, crying, “Manteo,
' Manteo, go the English—go save the
chief with the yellow hair!” Then
Manteo, the ever-wakeful, hearing, as

he thought, the voice of a spirit, arose
and came forth, the wrinkles of his
strong face showing clearly in the moon-
light.

“What do you here, O daughter of
Wanchese, when all but Manteo and the
moon sleep?” he asked kindly.

“The English—Wanchese kills the Eng-

lish when the moon sleeps!” she cried in
a note of agony. “Go and save them,
Manteo—save!”

Manteo regarded her a moment medi-
j tatively, then gave a shrill cry, and, one

| by one, the braves tumbled out of their
! teppees to answer his call. His instruc-
tions were few, but quickly understood,
and not more quickly understood than
obeyed- Hasting to the river, they en-

tered their canoes, and soon strong arms
with rhythmic splash of paddles, bore
them steadily ownward to the rescue of
the Englishmen. In the foremost canoe,
with Manteo, sat Avoca, the daughter of
Wanchese, silent and straight, her eyes

fleshing like jewels—her one thought, her
one purpose—to defeat her father, to
save the yellow-haired pale-face.

It was morning when they reached
Roanoke, and the roses of the dawn had
not yet faded from the horizon, nor the
purple from the sea rolling gently in the
distance. About the fort was no appear-
ance of life, but the Indians knew that
death awaited him who ventured there
with no better signal than the show of
peace. So a conference was held to de-
termine who should approach tho fort.
Manteo immediately announced that ho
would take the duty upon himself, since
having been in England, he knew some
English. He had hardly finished when
Avoca spoke:

“O mighty Manteo, great chieftain in
war, and greater yet in peace, let me this
danger take! Thy people have need of
thee; thy fife must not be sacrificed.
Mine own people are from me now
estranged, I am but a woman, and —

death —if it come to that—the great

Spirit awaits me. Avoca must go!” So
saying in her own soft dialect, and with-
out waiting reply, she sprang from the
group of astonished Indians, and ran
speedily toward the fort. They watched
her progress breathlessly, thinking each
moment to see her fall pierced by a shot.
But no sound canto from the fort; the
slim graceful form arrived safely .under
the very mouth of tbe cannon protruding

through the wall. At last the great

door swung open and a solitary figure

came forth. He took the maiden's hand
in his, and after standing thus for a mo-
ment, they turned and approached the
distant group of Indians- Very proudly

he walked with the graceful figure at his
side, and Manteo, straining his dim old
eyes, to see this strange sight, noted that,
Avoca’s companion was the chief with
tho yellow hair.

Hours later, when Wanchese arrived,
he found the fort deserted save by a
man in irons and a woman who stood by
and taunted him with his failure. But
away toward tbe north tho canoes of
Manteo, full freighted with their cargo

of red men and white, lapped the golden

waters of tho Roanoke, and still hand In
band, as any lovers might have gone, sat
Edward Thornhurst and Avoca.

Wilson, N. C., April I s . RWL

GOOD ADVICE.

The most miserable things In the
world are those suffering from Dys-
pepsia and Liver Complaint. More than
seventy-five per cent, of tbe people in
the United States are afflicted with these
two diseases and their effects: such as
Sour Stomach. Sick Headache, Habitual
fostiveness, Palpitation of the Heart,
Heart-burn, Waterbraah, Gnawing and
Burning Pains at the Pit of the Stomach.
Yellow Skin. Coated Tongue and Disa-
greeable Taste in the Mouth, Coming i.p
of Food after Eating, Low Spirits, .e-tc.
Go to yoiir Druggist and get a bottlF- of
August Flower for 25 or 75 cents. Two
doses will relieve you. Try It. / ,

Night reigned in Virginia. The prime-

val forest, unbroken save by the fort
and a few straggling huts on the Island
of Roanoke, stood mantled in shadowy
folds. Myriads of stars glimmered down
upon the other world and a full-orbed
moon, whirling up like a silvery wheel
from the distant sea, slowly eclipsed them
with a greater glory. Ever and anon
the sharp yap of a fox. or the querulous
hoot of an owl reverberated through the
surrounding swamps, whore numerous
prowlers of the night pursued their vari-
ous ways.

The solitary sentry at Fort Raleigh
paused a moment, held his watch to the
light of the moon, and, shouldering his
musket, continued his monotonous beat.
He was a handsome man, as women es-
teem it, being tall, well-formed and with
a certain merriment lurking in the depths
of his honest blue eyes. His mouth and
chin, now somewhat roughly delineated
beneath a week's growth of yellow beard,
were scarcely strong enough for a phil-
osopher, or soft enough for a philan-
thropist. And, in truth, Edward Thorn-
hurst, with the blood of his Saxon for-
bears flowing warm and strong in his
veins, could have been, by all physiolo-
gical laws, only what ho was —a lover of
life. He had not passed twice along the
stretch of sand that fringed the shore
when the flicker of a white robe betwixt
him and the dark outline of the fort be-
spoke the approac h of a woman. He i
halted, and, leaning on his musket, await-
ed her with fluttering heart and a flush
of pleasure mounting high upon his
bronzed cheeks

‘‘Am I late, mon ami?” she queried,
with a soft French accent, as she swept

gracefully to his side and placed a
tremulous white hand upon his arm.

“Yes, you are always late, though you

come an hour before time, my little
Louise ”

“Ah, mon chore ami, you must learn
to wait—patience, patience—it conquers
the world.”

“And the heart of a maiden, Louise?”
he said, drawing her to his bosom, “the
heart of the sweetest of all maidens?”

“Sacre bleu! but you are sudden, mon-
sieur,” she exclaimed with mock satire
flashing from her great eyes- You Eng-

lish make love by storm. You are worse
than we French.”

But the sentry, disdaining her impotent

effort to disengage herself, continued: "I
love you 1-ouise, above all earthly treas-
ures. Though we are beleagured by the
sea on one hand and savages on the other
hand. I swear to make you happy with
my love —to live for you—to die for you ;

‘‘Alas, that you love mo, since ‘twill 1
bring bitterness and pain. Gaspard de
Vincent has sworn to kill you, and in la
belle France his word was death. 'Tis
well to love but ‘tis better to be wise.
Ne e est pas?” She hesitated a moment,

then continued. “Let me treat you with
outward coldness so ns to deceive Gas-
pard, ‘till monsieur Le Gouvemeur shall j
return with the ships—the heart shall be j
warm within.” The beautiful woman

paused and gazed anxiously in her com- :
panions face.

“Think you 1 could offer you my love

if 1 were afraid to defend it? You do l
not know Edward Thornhurst; you do not
know his contempt for a coward Let !
Gaspard de Vincent come against mo if

he will. He will find no lackey to lick
liis boots, 1 warrant "

“Pardonncx moi, mon ami; I was only

thinking of your welfare and of the
colony. The Indians may attack us at
any moment. We cannot afford to weak-

en ourselves by strife. I am only a wo- i
man, but I can foresee the danger that
threatens us. Death stares us in the j
face—till Monsieur Le tiouverneur re- J
turns with aid.” The sentry suddenly

bent over and pressed his bearded lips

to her mouth intercepting further speech.

“Go your ways, little prophetess,” he

said softly, “and forget your sorrows. I
will keep watch in Virginia this night j
with the seal of love upon my heart.”

She darted from him with a musical
‘*au revoir” and sped toward the fort. ;
Presently he heard the good natured old
warden opening the door, and gazed long- j
ingly upon the palisade mat protected
Sir Walter Raleigh’s colony from hostile
savages. As he turned his eyes from tne j
scene, shadows fell swiftly athwart tne

sand at his feet and, before he could
raise his musket, he was seized by power-
ful hands and forced backward. With a j
mighty effort he sought to wrest himself '
from them and, failing in that, raised his
voice to give warning to the colony, but
rough hands stifled the sound in his
throat- Then the light of the moon faded

from his vision, and he knew no more.
11.

The sun was mounting up over the tree j
tops that looked down upon the village

of the Indian chief, Wauehese, hard by j
the yellow waters of the Roanoke. The
gray treepees had long taken on the
semblance of life, and the painted war-
liors were now beginning to assemble in
o large tent in the center of the village

known as the council chamber. Present- I
ly, to the harsh rattle of a “tom-tom,” ;
two braves emerged from the teepee of j
Wanchese with a white prisoner walking j
unsteadily between them. His face was |
pale from loss of blood, some of which j
was still visibly clotted in his light har. ;
When they entered the council chamber, ,
the bucks, hideously besmeared and bo-
feathered, began to dance about them, ut-

tering weird cries and pausing at inter- 1
vals to prod the prisoner with sharpened
sticks.

Finally, an old Indian, with many :
feathers in his head-dress, arose from a

deer skin upon which he had been sit-
ting. and made a signal for the dancing j
to cease, at the same time motioning the •

two braves who held the prisoner to come
nearer.

“Pale face," said he in broken English,
•‘you in hands, Wanchese White men
trust you no trust Frenchman. Morrow
bad Wanchese fort; no lead him. burn,

fire." The Ipdian pointed significantly
at a bundly of pine-splinters In a distant
corner of the tent.

Then Thornhurst began to understand
his situation. He was to bp used as a
decoy to lead his people info death. The j
horrible butchery of these heartless sav-
ages rose red before hlin.

“How! how!” continued the chief im-
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HE CURES
THE SICK

Makes the Lame Walk
and Performs M dern

Miracles Which As-
tound and Mystify

the Dec ors.

‘ I Want the Sick to Write
Me,” Says the Great Healer

Tell the People Mv Services
are Free, So are the Servi-

ces of My 2o Eminent
Specialists.

Tell them They Can Be Curec
At Home: That lAm Giv-

ing /My Great Discovery
To the World, That Ail

May Be Well and En-
joy the True Bless-
ings of Perfect

Health.

PROF. TIIOS. F- ADKIN.

“My ambition in life is not money,”

says Prof. Adkin, the great healer, who

is daily curing men and women of the
very worst diseases after learned doc-
tors have pronounced their cases hope-
less. His method of treatment is some-
what mysterious, but the fact that he
cures the sick when all else fails, when
the doctors lose hope and science des-
pairs, is demonstrated beyond contro-
versy. No matter whether you hqve
Consumption, Kidney Trouble, Rheuma-
tism, Catarrh, Dyspepsia or simply an
ordinary cold or fever, they are all alike
to Prof. Adkin. He cures them all, he cures
you quickly, painlessly, permanently at
your own home. He also tells you a se-

cret method by which you may keep your-

self in perfect health. Without exagger-
ation, it can be safely said that Prof. Ad-
kin is the most interesting remarkable
and wonderful physician healer of the
age His only talk, his only thought
is How to cure Incurables, to bring

hope to the hopeless, joy, sunshine and
happiness to the miserable and suffering.

He is truly carrying on a grand work.
He is president of one the largest healing
institutions in the world. He employs
twenty eminent physicians and special-

ists to assist him with his work. He
spends thousands of dollars every year
in giving free advice and help to the
sick. No matter where you live, the ser-

vices of the best specialists may be
yours. All you have to do is to write a

letter to Prof.' Adkin describing your
case, and he will immediately diagnose
your disease and explain the proper home
treatment for your speedy recovery. This
will not cost you a single cent. No mon-
ey is asked for this service, none is
taken. If you are sick and want to make
a donation for the carrying
on the work, such will be thankfully re-

ceived. Prof. Adkin will also send every

sick person who writes him, within the
next thirty days, a free copy of his won-
derful new book, entitled “How to be
cured and How to cure others.” This
book is highly endorsed by leading phy-
sicians, it contains invaluable Information
in regard to diseases and what to do in
cases of emergency. It should be in
every home. Remember it costs you
nothing if you write to Prof. Adkin now.

Mrs. C. A. Brownell, of Dane, Okla-
homa, writes: “I was tortured for
months by terrible pains in my head,

and this, together with loss of sleep,

began to effect my mind. Your treat-
ment has done wonders for mo. I sloop

well nights and those terrible pains in
my head are gone. ThanK God, hope has
taken the place of despondency and I
have a new lease of life.

Alex. Moffat, of 338 Brown street,
Rochester, N. Y., writes: “When I ap-
plied to you for treatment I was as I
might say a physical wreck, suffering

from pains in the chest and stomach,

also poor digestion and on the verge of
nervous prostration- I had tried most
everything and had about given up when
I tried your treatment. My pains have
gone, my nerves are strong and 1 feel
like a new man. I wish you success in
your noble work.”

Mr. J. N. Purdy, Purdy’s, N. Y., writes:
”1 have been suffering from severe stric-
ture and bladder trouble for over three
years. I was given up by my phyisician

as incurable- My uryne had to he drawn
from me and the scalding and burning

was Intense. My suffering was almost
unbearable. I took advantage of your

offer, and to my great astonishment I
was relieved the second day. Your cures
arr certainly wonderful.”

Mrs. M. A. Lynch, of 1522 Girard Avo.,

Los Angeles, Cal., writes: “Two months
ago I was almost prostrated with In-
somnia and general debility, from which
l had suffered sixteen years. r could
sleep at most only two or three hours
out of the twenty four. I suffered with

severe headache and neura'Jgiaj. rotild
scarcely endure a sound. I feel like a

new being. The results of Vftaopathlc

treatment in my case have certainly been
wonderful.”

If sick be sure to write Prof. Adklu
at once for free help. Be sure to state

tho leading symptoms of your disease,

how long you have been sick. etc. Your
letter will be treated with the strictr t
confidence and receive immediate atten-

tion. Address Prof. Thomas F. Adki.i,

office 413 G.. Rochester, N. Y.

A young mon who undoubtedly knows

whereof he speaks defines the chaperon

as a press censor.

CURE
Sick Headache and relievo all the troubles Inci-
dent to a bilious state of the system, such as
Dizziness, Nausea, Drowsiness. Distress aftor

eating, l'ain in the Side,, kc. While their moat
remarkable success has been shown lu curing

Headache, yet Carter’s Littlo Liver Pills are
equally valuable in Constipation, curing and pre-
venting this annoying complaint, while they also

correct all disorders! oltbo stomach,stimulate the

liver and regulate tliobowels, ilven ifthey only

“

HEAD
Ache they would be almost priceless to t hose who
suffer from this distressing complaint; but fortu-
nately their goodness does notend here,anil thof*
who once try them will lind theso littlopills vai n
able in so many ways that they willnot be wiN
ling to do without them. But after alluck head

Is the bane of bo many lives that Imre is where
we make our great boast. Our pills cure itwhile
othors do not.

Carter's Littlo Liver Pills arc very small and
very easy to take. One or two pills luakoa dose.
They are strictly vegetable and do not gripo or

purge, but by their gentle action please all who

use them. Invialsat iFi cents ; five for sl. Sold
by druggists everywhere, or sent by mail.

CARTER MEDICINE CO., New York.

Small E Small M Small &

-j-•H-frifr'H1*s* ?Jufn?'
*
*•

Cheaper Fuel f
..

* •

We have bought a large
**

| stock of ..

{Anthracite Coal ;;
Splint Coal f

| Steam Coal *

•J* v
•• at reauced prices and offer enstometa

**

the benefit of them. X
~ 4>
~ We trill sell for cash Anthra-
.. cite Egg, Stove and Nut Coal at y
“ $9.00 per ton delivered. Seasoned ?

pine or oak wood cut for stoves 4*
< * or fire places at $3.00 por cord. 4«
|

*

Long wood, $2.50 per cord dellv- ?

¦. ered. 4,
4* Grain, Hay Chops, etc., low in 4>

proportion. T

I Jones & Powell f
t Raleigh, N. C. f4 March 10,1903. ?
4» *>

4-44*4* d-d-44 MF*F4*4- 4* 4>4> •{.4.4. 4*4 4*

Large Stock.
Highest Grades,

Foreign Portland Ce-
ment at Newport

News and Wilmington.

Write for Prices,

Southeastern Lime and
Cement Co.,

C>*rt<*xt«n, S. C., teutiaira Afuti.

Prepared
FOR

Prompt Dispatch of

Private Work
For several years past we have had the

contract for two-thirds of the State
Printing and Binding.

In the contract for 1903-4, recently j
given out, for sufficient reasons we bid
for only a small part of the Book-work-

The whole contract has been awarded
another house.

We are now prepared for the prompt i
execution of Private Orders. Having up-

to-date facilities for turning out a large

amount of work wo can assure our custo-
mers of prompt and quick attention to

all Printing and Binding, whether large
or small orders.

Records and Briefs for the Supreme (
Court and the Federal Courts. Cata-
logues, Books, Pamphlets, printed on
short notice.

Hdwards & Broughton
Printers and Bindois, j

Raleigh, N. C. 1

Awarded the
I

FIRST PRIZE

¦ FAMOUS CABLE
'

PIANO
'

At the Weldon Fair.
| The finest Piano sold by
any manufacturer in N. C.
A large display of CABLE
PIANOS will be carried in
stock at our permanent
Branch House in Durham,
N. C.

Prompt attention given
all mail orders.

Insist on seeing the
CABLE, before you make
a purchse.

THE CABLE CO.,
M, T. Langley, Mgr.

DURHAM. N. C.
SALE OF VALUABLE LAND.

j By virtue or a decree of the Superior
! Court of Wake County, N. C., entered at

the February term, 1903, of said court in
the case of E. B. Barbee and C. B.
Barbee, trustees of G. B. Alford et al vs.
George W. B. Utley et al, I will offer for
sale to the highest bidder for cash, at
public outcry, at the Court House door,
in the city of Raleigh, N. C., on Monday,
tho 4th day of May, 1903, at 12 o’clock m.,
the following described tracts of land,
situated in Holly Springs township, Wake
county, N. C., and bounded as follows:

First Tract: Known as the old field
tract, described in mortgage to G. B.
Alford, dated March 7th, 1892, containing

fifty acres more or less, adjoining the
lands of G. B. Alford, N. G. Burns et al,
and known as thaj tract of land conveyed
to G. W. B. Utley by J. W. Adams and

‘ wife, beginning at J. C. Hunter’s corner.
J formerly Marshall Bennett’s line, run-

> ning south 89 poles to Wheeler's line,

‘ thence with said line 96 poles to the

l road, thence north 89 poles to a stake,

i Tassmore’s corner, thence with Hunter’s

| line to the beginning.
’ Second Tract: Situated In said town-

ship and known' as the house tract, be-
ginning in Isaac Hunter’s old line, run-
ning south 64(4 poles to a stake, thence
east to the Apex road about 108 poles,
thence with said road northward about

j 70 poDs to a corner In the Easter Ann
Uogger’s line, thence west with Mrs.
Traywick’s line to the beginning, con-
taining 46 acres or thereabouts.

Third Tract: Situated in said town-
ship, containing one acre, conveyed to

; G. W. B. Utley by Mrs. P. K. Traywick,

’ | adjoining the Traywick land on the north

-1 end. The said deed from Mrs. Traywick

j is hereby referred to for description.
| Fourth Tract: Situated in said town-
ship and known as the one acre lot cou-

j veyed to Pink Utley by G. B. Alford, em-
; bracing the T. L. Cates old house, where
| Jobe Taylor now lives, more fully de-

j scribed as follows: Beginning at a stake

jin the north and south line of G. B. Al-
I ford’s land on the new road, running

west 12 poles to a stake, thence south 13
poles 8 links to a stake thence east 12
poles to a stake in the north and south
lino of a 3V/a acre tract, belongin to said
Alford, thence with said line north IS
poles and 8 links to the beginning, con-
taining one acre. It being the same lot
that was conveyed by T. L. Cates and
wife to G. B. Alford by deed registered
in the office of the Register of Deeds of
Wake county, in book 90, page 502.

W. B. JONES, Commissioner.
March 13. 1903.

ADMINISTRATOR’S NOTICE.

Under power conferred by judgment in
a special proceeding in Wake Superior
Court, entitled A. G. Lowery, adminis-
trator of the estate of J. N. Lowery, de-
ceased, et al against Calvin Keith, et al,
I will sell at public auction, for cash, to
tha highest bidder at the court house of
Wake county, at 12 o’clock in. on the

i 20th day of April, 1903, the following de-
scribed tract of land, lying and situated
in said county in New Light township,

j bounded and described as follows: Bo-
gins at a stake on the bank of Neuso
River, nearly opposite the mouth of a
gut on the south end of a fish dam, S.
E. Law’s corner, formerly a beech;

thence with her line, formerly a line of
marked trees, the lino course being
south H 1 w., 36 2-3 poles to a stake for-
merly a persimmon tree, James Dew’s
corner; thence with his line 5.2825., 99 1-5
poles to a stake and pointers, formerly

a hornbeam, on the bank of Neuso River;
thence up the various courses of tho
same about 5.45 poles to the beginning,
containing 144 1-5 acres, said and ex-
cept tho dower interest of the widow of
J. H. Lowery in 48 acres thereof, which

have been set apart to her in a special
proceeding in said Superior Court, which
see for a particular description o said
48 aferes.

A. G. LOWERY, Com.
3-10-1. d. s
March 18. 1903.

NOTICE
To Water Consumers

AH Water hills are due
and payable at the office of
the Wake Water Co., iis
W. Morgan St., on or be-
fore Wednesday, 15th inst.
All delinquents will be cut
off after that date.

E. B. BAIN, Supt.
4-10-5 I.

For Whooping Cough use
CHENEY’S EXPECTORANT
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