
The town of Willow Creek lies at the
junction of a rivulet of that name
with the I {if?- Muddy. But the people
of that community, being born scof-

fers, have changed the name of the

Big Muddy in common parlance to

“Mud Creek,” and’ transformed by the
alchemy of popular depreciation, the
name of the town itself has shriveled
into “Wilier Crick.”

It might have been something of a
town, as towns go id the West, but
instead of pulling with his neighbors

for the success of the town, each of
its founders spent his time making

fun of the pretensions of others. When
there was talk on the part of “old
man” Mead, the primeval postmaster,
of securing the Government Land Of-
fice'for Willow Creek, the Indian
trader the saloon keeper and the
blacksmith made great sport of the
old man's ambition. A few years
later, when civilization had crowded
in with a hotel, a lumber yard, a new
saloon and a barber shop, some one
spoke of starting a newspaper; but the
laugh that went' up from Willow
Creek was the only unanimity that
greeted Editor McCray when his back
was turned. But the newspaper came,
and so did the people, and they kept
coming, until, when the “boom” of
the later eighties struck Kansas, it
found Willow Creek with about 2,000
scoffing inhabitants.

In one way or another the “boom”
seemed to bring wealth to Willow
Creek. And with wealth came some
attempts at the organization of polite
society. There were innumerable
young real estate agents, young doc-
tors, young lawyers and clerks, all
from the East, in the village; and
these, with the daughters of the early
settlers and such friends as they
chanced to make in the high school,
constituted the aristocracy of the
town. It was a vulnerable aristocracy,
and the scoffers made sad havoc with
it. Fathers, who had carried their
sweethearts—now their wives—across
the Big Muddy on their backs to and
from the dances at Jack Armstrong's
ranch, were too common, and too
voluble in Willow Creek, to permit
the daughters and sons of the »o\n
to assume very much dignity. f a
family put onhnany aifib the members
of a dozen families in town would «eP
new-comers how the would-be tash-
ionables had received “aid” from ihe
committee in the grasshopper year.

It was said of Flora McCray, who
went to boarding schoo land came
back timid, retiring and distinctly un-
social, that “she needn’t hold herself
so high. If her father would or.lv pay
back the money he stole in the school
land fraud she would be as comraoi
as anybody.” But the girl >aul no
heed to these rumors if she Pe«>d
them. She quietly tilled her small
sphere, bounded on one «ido by her
meek-voiced mother and her bus/
father, on another side by her eh arch
and her “church social.” -m a thud
side by a very brief glimpse of a veiy

big world and her memory of it. end
on the fourth side by occasional c’ay
dreams and night thong *;s, pretty
much the same as those which oorr.e
to any young girl of good.health, good
spirits and 21 years, who has never
had a sweetheart.

After the “boom” had passed, 'Wil-
low Creek saw the dress suits that had
many and many a time danced to the
sound of revelry by night in the opera
house flit away. Flora McCray pro-
bably knew nothing of the appearance
nor of the departure of these fomul
trappings. Hhe never had attended a
dance; not that she was too strong in
piety to have gone, but because no
one ever had thought of asking her.
Dancing, during the days of the
“boom,” was the chief if not the only
social- diversion in what was known as
the best society of the place. So it was
sftid that the McCray girl “never went
out.”

After a two years’ ineffectual strug-
gle Willow Creek gave it up; the
town could no longer support two
branches of society, and the “church
crowd” and the “dance crowd” merged

ito one. The union was a very sensi-
ole one, yet every one laughed at it
and said that the church people were
etting giddy, or that “the aristocracy-

had made a line ‘come down’ from its
high horse.” Os a bevy of girls who
gave broom brigade drills and milk-
maid conventions and who conducted
“toe socials” for the benefit of the
library or the temperance society,
Flora McCray made one. But it was
merely a numerical one. As a leader,
a planner and a schemer she was less
than an integer.

She had no intimates, and unless a
crowd was present or numbers were
needed no one thought of her. She
went everywhere with her parents.
Young men were scarce, and other
girls, more designing than she, never
thought of wasting masculine materi-
al on her.

When it was announced that the
entire social body of Willow Creek
was going out to Robinson's for a
“taffy pull” one Saturday night, the
rest of Willow Creek laughed. The
town people sneered at the young wo-
men who had planned the party, and
intimated that the night ride out to
Robinson’s and hack was an heroic
measure; and they laughed at old man
Robinson and his family for tolerating
people who would snub them if they
came to town, and lastly they laughed
at the young men, who would have to
pay the livery bills.

Saturday morning John Howard,
Mr. McCray's partner in the stock
business, came up from the farm on
Dry Creek, and after going over some
details of business, McCray asked his
partner to Sunday dinner, as was his
custom when the young man was in
town, and the invitation was accepted.
During the “boom” Howard had made
money. He had mingled with what
is known as the “swell set” of Willow
Creek, and though not a favorite at
the Hood of the “boom,” the very fact
that he had the social instinct made
him a necessity in society at its ebb.

Soon after leaving his partner’s of-
fice, he had learned of the plans for
the “taffy pull,” that evening. He
was urged to go, and finding that all
the “rigs” were full, and that all the
girls of his “set” were provided with
escorts, in a moment of despairing in-
spiration the young man sent a note
to his partner’s daughter, asking for
"the pleasure of her company.” His
invitation was accepted, and late I fiat
afternoon Flora McCray stepped into
a buggy with the first beau she had
ever had, and headed a long procession
for Robinson's.
*««** * * * *

Some one had stopped the clock that
night, and the young women, putting
on their wraps, guessed that it was
nearly midnight, when the “taffy
pull” at Robinson's broke up. As
Flora McCray sat alone in the Robin-
son parlor waiting to hear the grind-
ing of wheels across the graveled path
that would herald her escort’s buggy,
she went over the evening's impres-
sions in her mind. She decided that
it had been a very pleasant evening.
She had never before found herself

surrounded by the masterful atten-
tions of a young man. She was pleas-
ed with his business-like devotion to
her coffee-cup and was amused, yet
a little startled, when he piled a monu-
ment of cake upon her plate and call-
ed on every one to pass things down
his way as Miss McCray was very hun-
gry. It was a new sensation to find
herself a part of the merriment. Here-
tofore, she had been only a spectator
at such scenes. And now that it was
all over, she felt herself still a specta-
tor, and in the mood of a spectator
she smiled deprecatingly as she
thought of the courteous attentions
of her father’s friend. And thus, with
a mind isolated from the vain world
by such reflections, she started with
Howard on her homeward ride.

It was a blustering, cloudy night.
The freakish wind scurried across the
fields, pirouetted around corners,
scampered through hedges, and im-
pishly pulled the dry. straggly grass
of the roadside, till the bald, old earth
winced and shivered with pain. How-
ard was the last to leave, and as he
got into the buggy, after closing the
last gate, the rollicking wind tugged
viciously at a corner of the laprobe,
like a playful puppy. The girl shiver-
ed as Howard leaned over to tuck the
robe more snugly around her. She
slipped gently from her attitude of
passive placidity to one of uncon-
scious, yet active interest, in what ap-
peared to be the strange, new face
her companion seemed to wear in the
darkness. At first they chatted on
about the commonplaces of Willow-
Creek. Flora McCray tried again and
again to associate her recollection of
the familiar face of her father's part-
ner with the smooth-shaven face so
near her in the night. Her repeated
efforts were tantalizing. Little by lit-
tle. did the wizard of the night weave
her fancies, and then herself into the
woof of his uncanny spell. It may
have been the utter lonesomeness ot
the night that drew her close to him,
but she came, and was not afraid.

Again he reached over her, and
again tucked the wraps closer than
ever about her, and the fumbling
touches of his hands awakened the
girl’s new self to a delightful realiza-
tion of the fact that a new being had
come to her out of the darkness. She
came even closer to this new-found
presence, and almost cuddled against
the man's great coat, and snuggled
under his arm. that rested loosely
upon the cushions behind her. Their
talk, which had been growing more
and more serious, gradually stopped.
The horses jogged on in the night,
and the rattle of the harness and the
wheels beat a broken tattoo, muffled
at times by the complaining wind,
while the wizard of the dark worked
his grotesque enchantment.

“Are you cold—dear?” the young
man asked, when he felt her come
close to him. His words and his tone
startled the girl and almost broke the
spell. Flora McCray struggled a mo-
ment with the Girl in the Dark, and
shuddered in despair as a voice from
the Girl who felt a strong arm quiet
her, answered: “A little.”

Scoff your noisy guffaws with the
flapping curtains, whistle your sneers
in the dead weed stalks, and mumble
your pious warnings among the tele-
graph wires by the roadside, wind of
the Willow Creek prairies; you cannot
break the spell. Throw yourself upon
the hillside, roll over and over in your
convulsions of derision. The charm
you would dissolve Is only sweetened
when the sorcerer of the night turns
your antics into uncouth mysteries
and your cachinations into wordless
passion songs.

* ********

As the lights of the town came in
sight the young couple grew silent. A
turn In the road brought the buggy

under the white glare of an electric
light. Flora McCray was sitting up-
right with, her hands folded under
the robe, and Howard, with the whip
and the lines in his hands, was con-
sciously clucking at the horses. Each
saw the other's fact; clearly, and as
they crossed the circle of light the
man spoke:

“It must be 2 o’clock.”
The girl did not reply, and the

younc man leaned over to look out of
the buggy as if to scan the clouds.
The prospect did not altogether satis-
fy him and he said:

“It’s going to be a pretty gloomy
Sunday, I guess.”

As How ard put out his arms to help
her from the buggy she barely -touch-
ed his outstretched hand, and her de-
cided shyness surprised him. In a
bewilderment of confusion he said:

“You have made me very happy to-
night—Miss McCray. Shall I speak
to your father when I come out to
dinner tomorrow?"

The girl did not reply, but went up

the steps and into the house, w'hile
the young man climbed into his bug-
gy and beat time with the whip to

the tune he was whistlin'' as lie gave

the horsws the rein for the stable.
FloraVfcCray locked the door and

slipped the bolt as quietly as she

could. She blew out the light in the
parlor and stole noiselessly up stairs,
avoiding, as was her wont in using the
stairs at night, the creaky step at
the landing, that always wakened her
mother. After entering her room she
turned up the lightand at once began
taking off her outer wraps.

This prim, shy, old-fashioned girl

had, from her earliest childhood, ob-
served habits of precise neatness. This
evening she went about her room,
hanging up every garment that be-
longed on a hook, and folding away

every one that belonged elsewhere. To
outward view- she was a placid, me-
thodical, emotionless being—perhaps
she herself did not notice that she

avoided facing the mirror as she took
down her hair—yet strong feelings
were working within her. Just before
going to bed she started to put away

her hat. She picked it up. The vel-
vet and the ribbon seemed crushed.
She put out iter hand to smooth them.
X hot flush of recollection swept over
her, and she put the hat down. She
did not look at it again, hut blew out
the light and went to bed with her
face lurried from the guilty reminder.

And all night long Flora McCray-

lashed herself for the folly of the Girl
hi the Dark. And all night long Flora
McCray scourged her verv self for a
very impossible self, blaming her very-
modest self for an hour that she could
not explain, and putting her Hushed
face under the pillow when she re-
membered for what it had been up-
turned so eagerly In the dark. In her
abject remorse, it seemed to her that
she was the only guilty one-—the man
was only a means, not an agent in
the fancied transgression. As she re-
membered it. she had made all the ad-
vances; he had only been kind and
good to her.

The next morning all of Willow
( reek knew that John Howard had
taken lorn McCray to Robinson’s the
night before, and that he was going to
eat Sunday dinner with the McCrays
that afternoon. But the town, as usu-
ul» was divided. .One half claimed
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that the McCrays had to have all of
Howard’s money, or they would fall;
and the other half held that John
Howard was going to marry Flora Mc-
Cray to keep the old man from prose-
cuting him for running off mortgaged
cattle and reporting them as dead.
And in the whole town no one could
have been so thoroughly surprised as
was Mr. McCray when his daughter
said to him:

“Father, if Mr. Howard says any-
thing to you about me, you will tell
him—that— I—can not —marry him.”

McCray and his daughter were
walking along the narrow, rough side-
walk toward the church when these
words w-ere spoken. The mother had
dropped back and was not in hearing
distance’. McCray could only find
voice for a few exclamatory “whys”
and “wliats” before his daughter had
said firmly, “You will be sure, won't
you Father?” and was waiting for her

mother to catch up with them.
After the service the women, Flora

and her mother among them, hurried
home to attend to the feast of the
day, and the men, after lounging
around the post ofilce, sauntered home,
newspapers in hand. With this crowd
came McCray and his young partner.
For a while in their wralk they talked
very low and earnestly, and then
seemed to cheer up and be concerned
only with the commonplaces.

At the dinner table the young peo-
ple met for the first time that day.
Flora McCray felt keenly and with
a twinge of anguish that the young
man’s cordial suavity in greeting her
was only inspired by gratitude for her
generosity in releasing him from any
obligation.

She met his eye, and thought she
read there a recollection of everything
that had been. Then, as she looked
down and away, all the sweetness and
unreality of the night's ride was made
real to her. A turn of his head
brought his profile into relief, and she
thought of how handsome he had
looked out in the night, and of how
tender he had been with her. While
(he young man chatted on idly with
her father, the girl was silent, as she
always jvas, when there were visitors
at the house.

After dinner the men went into the
parlor, where they smoked and talked
alone, while the women put away the
best china, afraid to trust it to the
“hired girl.” Finally*, young How-
ard and Mr. McCray thought that the
evening mail would be in and distri-
buted. They put on their overcoats
and were in the hall, when the elder
man opened the dining-room, door
and said:

“Mother, John thinks-it’s time to go,
and 1 am going to walk down to the
post office with him.”

When the front door closed Mrs.
McCray said:

“What a nice young man John
Howard is, isn’t he?”

“Oh, yes, he is nice enough, I
guess," answered the daughter, rising
to go to her room.

As she neared the top of the stairs,

Flora McCray quickened her pace.
She ran through the upper hall. Once
in her room, she went straight to the
dresser, where the rumpled hat was
still lying. The lonely girl stood be-
fore it a moment, and then, stooping
awkwardly, touched the crumpled
velvet with pursed, uncertain lips, as
one ashamed. It may have been the
dusk in the room, or it may have
been the ghost of an ordor from a
cigar, that transported this unschool-
ed heart back to the darkness, and
the joy of a first caress. But dusk, or
ghost, or something, came to this shy
girl there, and nerverd her whole be-
ing, so that she was no longer awk-
ward, no longer uncertain, nor in any-
wise ashamed. The pretty velvet toy

she made her shrine, and in her wor-
ship she kissed it, rubbed it with her
burning cheek, and buried her face in
its sacred folds.

In Willow Creek where they scoff
and higgle ove rsordid things, in Wil-
low Creek the hard, the arid, the bar-
ren, they say—no matter what—but
in and out of the norrow ways, turn-
ing the sharp corners with the rest,

with tired feet, and timid, unsure
hands, there goes a woman whose wo-
manhood came to her as a dream—ln
the night.

Burdock Blood Bitters cures it.
promptly, permanently. Regulates and
tones the stomach.

Is it a burn? Use Dr. Thomas’
Electric Oil. A cut? Use Dr/Thomas’

Electric Oil. At your druggists.

Coughs and colds, down to the very
borderland of consumption, yield to
the soothing, healing influences of Dr.
Wood’s Norway Pine Syrup.

Only one remedy in the world that
will at once stop itchiness of the skin
in any part of the body; Doan’s Oint-
ment. At any drug store. 50 cents.

1
Mr. Critique—Yes, indeed, my house

is simply full of Titians.

Mrs. Nouvea riche —Good gracious,
ain’t there no way of killing 'em?—

rinceton Tiger.

Cowan’s Pneumonia Cure —a life pre-

server.

There’s Health
..in..

Lemon Juice.
Various experiments by em-

inent »cientißt» have proven

the great value of lemons in
destroying the germs of ty-
phoid and other fevers. Germs
of diseases are deposited in the
system by the failure ol the
bowels to act regularly.
MOZLEY’S LEMON ELIX-
IR is an ideal laxative, wade
from the juice of pure lemons,
and has no equal for cleansing
the system of all impurities.

It acts promptly on the
bowels, liver and kidneys, and
does not gripe or cause un-
pleasantness- 60 cents per bot-
tle at all drug stores.

MOZLEY’S LEMON HOT DROPS
CURE ALL COUGHS AND COLDS.

Mozley’s
Lemon Elixir

Made of Lemons.
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good!”
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f!iiiiS IF 4 ral Read What Prominent PHysiciafas Say $
Harris Lalhia. $

; jfc - /l«j £ wLfflz I have used for some time Harris Lithia Water in my family, and also j*/
| with my patients, and find it the best water 1 have ever used in catarrhal

condition of the uretus and bladder. It is also a good diuretic water. -H
) « G. G. ROY, M. D. $

(h $
Asheville, N. C. Sg

An extended clinical use of Harris Lithia Water prompts me to the statement that I
d* regard it as one of the best, if not the best, lithia water known to the profession. In the

; condition of phosphatic urine, its action is marvelous. Its action in the rheumatic and
¦ gouty diseases affords me more comfort than either the Buffalo or Londonderry Waters.

I Very truly yours, JOHN HEY WILLIAMS, M. Dr |
J i> ' The Harris Lithia Springs Co., Harris Springs, S. C.: Chester, S. C. w

I f Gentlemen —After fourteen years’ varied experience in the use of mineral waters, I $

am fully convinced that the Harris Lithia Water possesses efficacy in the treatmeht of jg
$ afflictions of the kidney and bladder unequaled by any other water. I shall continue to 5K

prescribe it freely.
,

Respectfully, S. W. PRYOR, M.D. vg
8 The Harris Lithia Springs Co., Harris Springs, S. C. Amu sr.., Ga.

.
jg

- Gentlemen: My familiarity with Harris Lithia Water warrants a testimonial jn its
favor, both as a beverage and medicinally. Used as a drinking water, I think itconserves <g

j>> the general health in a variety of ways, while medicinally it corrects indigestion in many
forms; relieves genito urinary diseases, neutralizes an excess of uric ncid in the blood and w

, <9 secretions; and is of value in the treatment of rheumatic and gouty diseases. 1 prescribe \g
j <9 it freely in these disorders, and drink it freely when occasion demands. $

‘Very truly, W, 11. Doughty, M. D. ’ w
*

/j> Savannah, Ga. 1g
I have used the Harris Lithia Spring Water for the past year in all renal troubles,

I with prompt and efficient effect. In gouty and rheumatic troubles 1 consider this water (p
| /;•> superior to the Buffalo Lithia Springs Water. I suffered from an attack of rheumatism *g

for eight months, during which time I drank the Buffalo Lithia Water constantly for four
months without any relief In November last 1 luuLa case of Harris Lithia Water sent
to me, and after drinking it for about three or four weeks, the*pain and stiffness left my j*

j limbs, and I have not been troubled since. I feel that I can safely recommend Harris
Lithia Water. . i Respectfully, R. B. Harris, M. D.
k,_

_

*

ll HARRIS LITHIA SPRINGS Oh, Harris'Spying S. C. |
| /,\ Owners of ks arris JLitS'iia Water off Marris iSprisyas ffiotcl.
I M W

marcasr«xr.x:r/rff j.rir.. .¦vmi/xarra/ra-rr
- -.cvrr. —r——-— '"T r 'T-r \ wmimnu ? rrrr rmr: . z ~*vrr vrrrranacxx # w

o Harris Lithia Spring;?. Hotel, open Jmi” to October, is an ideal Summer resort. Most W

V? famous lithia water free to guests. Write for rates, etc., to
?y * K, HOOPER, Lessee, Harris Springs, S. C. S
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ANNUAL SALE-TEN MILLION BOXES
Greatest in the World

A MILLIONROMPING, ROYSTERING AMERICAN BOYS, the
kind that eat too much pie whenever they get a chance, know that
there’s a aweet littlefragrant medicine tablet—a pleasure to eat it
—that cures that torture of childhood—SMALL BOYS’ COLIC.
Sometimes the little girls get it too—but CASCARETS Candy
Cathartic, the perfect bowel and liver medicine and preventive of
childhood’s ailments, keep the children’s stomachs and systems
always in perfectly healthy condition. Wise mothers always keep
a box handy in the house. All druggists, 10c, 25c, 50c. Be sure
you get the genuine—each tablet marked CCC. Sample and book-
let free. Address Sterling Remedy Co., Chicago or New York. 612

Whiskey and BeeriHabit
PERMANENTLY CURED BY

: '

“ORRINE,”
ABSOLUTELY SAFE , SURE fAND' HARMLESS.

Physicians pronounce drunkenness a disease of the nervous system, creating a morbid
Craving for a stimulant. Continued indulgence in whiskey, beer or wine eats away the
stomach lining and stupefies the digestive organs, thus destroying the digestion and
ruining the health. No “will power’’ can heal the inflamed stomach membranes.

“ORRINE” permanently removes the craving for liquor by acting directly on the
affected nerves, restoring the stomach and digestive organs to normal conditions, improving
the appetite and restoring the health. „ Can be given secretly if desired.

Cure Effected or Money Refunded.
Ask your druggist whom you know what he thinks of ORRINE; he will indorse

our statements as truthful in every respect. IfORRINE fails to cure wc willrefund

you every penny paid for it as cheerfully as wc took it.
Wo Sanitarium Treatment or Publicity!

No Absence from home or loss of time!
Mothers, wives and sisters, you cannot cure those who are afflicted with this mott

terrible of all diseases by your fervent prayers, or eyes red with tears, nor by your
hope that they may stop drinking. It can be done only with ORRINE. You have
the remedy—will you use it ? Ifyou desire to cure without the knowledge of the patient,
buy ORRINE No. 1; if the patient desires to be cured of his own free will, buy
ORRINE No. 2. Full directions found in each package. Pric $ I per box.

We wi *l ffladly furnish a treatment free of cost to any physician
to demonstrate that Orrine is a positive specific for drunkenness.

AH Correspondence Confidential.
For free book —Treatise on Drunkenness and how to Cure it—write to

the ORRINE CO., Inc., Washington, D. C., or call on

Tucker Building Pharmacy, Raleigh N.C.

Established 1865

Allison & Addison
Manufacturers... mjb bi a SSk

RICHMOND. VA ....
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Offer the following brands for the

Cotton, Corn and Tobacco Crops

StarPßrand
Special Tobacco Manure

“McGAVOCK” SPECIAL POTASH MIXTURE, ANC HOR BRAND TOBAC-
CO FERTILIZER, ACID PHOSPHATE.

BO #¦> O ©otash_©.w Si . | Mixture¦ —3ATENTEC r

WHATEVER MAY BE THE MERITS OF OTHER FERTILIZERS, NO

ONE CAN GO WRONG USING THESE WHIC H ARE SO WELL MADE.
ARE FULLY GUARANTEED, AND HAVE B EN SO LONG AND SO

THOROUGHLY tested. _

If in Want of Good

Fertilizers
\ for

Tobacco
and

Cotton
WRITE TO

s.w.
Travers
&Co.

(Branch V.-C. C. Co.)

BRANDS;

Capital Tobacco Fertilizer.
National Special Tobacco Fertilizer.
National Fertilizer.
Reef Blood and Bone Fertilizer.
Uanital Bone —Potash Compound.
Travel's* Dissolved Bone Phosphate.

NOTICE OF SALE OF LAND.

By virtue of the power contained in a
decree of the Superior Court ot Wake
County mado in the case of Lena W.
Tiniberlake et als ex parte in a petition
to sell land for division, I shall on Mon-
day, the 16th day of May, 1904, at. 10
o’clock a. m. in front of the court house
door in the city of Raleigh, sell at public
auction to the highest bidder for Cash
a certain tract of land situate in t.akG
Forest township, Wake county, described
as follows:

Beginning at a birch, corner of J. C.
Fcrt’s tract on Neuse river, thence up
said river with its various courses about
24 chains to the R. F. Temple corner;
thence with line of said < tract South to
line of Mrs. Fenner Young, former tract,
thence with line of said tract south to
the corner of same in said J. C. Fort's
line; thence with said line north 5* de-
grees W. to the beginning, containing 63
acres more or Jess, the same being known
as lot No. 1 in the division of Fenner
Yeung’s land, and set apart to Agnes C.
Spivey, now Agnes C. Johnson, as will
appear by reference to report of Commis-
sioner in partion proceedings ag recorded
in Clerk’s office in W'ake county, Book
37, page 554.

This April 16th, 1904.
L. H. ALLRED,

w . _

Commissioner.
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