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HOW THEY MAKE THE DEVIL
SKIP ARODND THE STUMP

The Sheep Shearer and Sunday Trains“-~How the

Calf That Aaron Made Got Into the
Court House.

I noticed a few weeks ago that the
grand jury of Franklin county had
indicted Seaboard Air Line Rail-

. waj for running freight trains on Sun-
day. and I suppose they did so in pur-

suance of the charge of the presiding
judge. If the law is against the run-
ning of freight trains the grand jury
did right of course, and if the law is
not against it, it ought to be. for, rail-
roads have no more right to do busi-
ness on Sunday than has the man who
half-soles shoes, to support himself
and family. The law would soon pick
him up. “awl and end,” and run him
into the court, and make him answer
to the charge of violating God’s holy
commandment. “Remember the Sab-
bath day to keep it holy.” But what
can you do with a railroad?

A corporation has no soul, and is
not. tfierefoi’e, supposed • to be ac-
countable. It has no conscience,
neither sense of shame; it fears not
God. neither regards man; but does
as it pleases, when it pleases, and as
much as it pleases; having no regard

for tired human nature that ought to
have a day of rest and relaxation.
Hard-worked operatives are not re-
sponsible for tfye labor they are re-
quired to do on the Sabbath. They
are simply trying to get in reach of
the next hoe-cake, and they would not
be compelled to such a life, but for
the fact that aggregated capital and
monopolistic combinations have so
narrowed the field of labor as to make
it a necessity for men to sell their
manhood and almost renounce their
religion in order to feed themselves
and families. Freight trains laden
with “perishable” matter, as for ex-
ample, fruits and vegetables, and also
with horses, cattle, sheep, chickens
and other kinds of poultry, are allow-
ed to run on the Sabbath day; and
there is reason in that; but, when we
see dozens of trains, every Sunday,
each with from '4O to 50 cars, going
north, south, east and west, we b on-
der at the amount ,of “perishable”
matter the railroads do manage to
pick up; where they find it and where
they are carrying it. They say (though

I do not vouch for all “they say”),
that a railroad don't want hut one
cabbage as an excuse for running a
train of 50 cars on Sunday, loaded
with lumber, coal, oil, guano, mer-
chandise or any other kind of freight.
One car loaded with perishable mat-
ter and 49 with other things, looks a
little like whipping the old boy around
the stump.

I am reminded of the church mem-
ber who, having been arraigned for
drunkenness, and having made his
confession and received forgiveness,
most solemnly and unreservedly prom-
ised the church and pastor that he
would drink no more, except when he
sheared sheep. Os course the church
and pastor agreed to that, supposing

that sheep shearing would occur not

oftener than once, or. at most, twice

a year. But it was soon found that

the brother was as drunk as usual,
though he declared he had not drank
a. drop since he sheared sheep. The
brethren thought it strange that the
old drunk should last so long, and
that his breath still had the odor of
whiskey on it. Every day he was
drunk, but every day declared lie had
not tasted a drop since sheep-shearing.
They decided to put a spy out on him,
and very soon discovered that the
drinking brother had a sheep tied up
In the barn, and near by was a jug
of whiskey; and, a half dozen times a
day, he'd go to the barn, clip off a
lock of wool, and take two or three
stiff drinks; so, it turned out lie was
shearing sheep a half dozen times a
day, and telling the truth, literally, in
saying he had drank nothing since
sheep shearing. I dare say, if the
matter were looked into, those “per-
ishable property trains would turn out.
in many cases, to be a shearing of the
same old sheep, or words to that ef-
fect.

A man asked me the other dry, how
it is that law-makers and lawyers,
who, in their speeches, make it out
such a flagrant violation of law and
such a cowardly thing for a poor fel-
low, who hasn't any better sense, to
tote a pistol, can strut around with
their own hip pockets loaded with
guns? When I answered I didn’t
know that they did, he said: “You' I
better not “sass” one of them if you
don’t want to hear something pop.”
I gave him my word I wouldn’t —and
I won't. I am getting along ia years,
and I’ve never thought I needed a
pistol; in fact, I’m afraid of the things.
There’s some sense in having a double-
barrel shot gun handy, ready for busi-
ness when robbers or burglars disturb
your slumbers; but, when a fellow has
his eyes open and the sun is shining,
he ought to be able to keep out of
scrapes, on his good looks and good
behaviour.

What a horrible thing is murder!
To take the life of a human being—-
that which cannot be restored —and
plunge a whole community into grief.
Poor Cain! How miserable he was
always, after he. in a fit of passion,
killed his brother! The blood of the
murdered man erieth unto God from
the ground, and the conscience, that
is not dead, is ever >~eing goaded by
remorse. I wish all the pistols were
buried in the Pacific ocean and it was
a hanging matter to Nmake another.
If big men tote them, little men, boys
and fools will tote them too and. as
in the case of selling liquor, the deal-
er is just as apt, and quite as ready
(for the money), to sell to the one as
to the other. , And since Caucasians
tote them. Africans must tote them,

also. And so it comes to pass, in times

of peace, we are armed and equipped
for war. A pistol like a mortgage is a

reflection and a stigma. In my pocket
a pistol as a reflection upon my cour-
age. and a stigma upon my morals:
publishing to the world that I am
afraid of men. and, in heart and in
purpose, a murderer, if provoked or
attacked; and that I am still abiding
in that old faith —“an eye for an eye
and a tooth for a tooth.”

Speaking of lawyers, I have often

wondered if the lawyer, who knows his
client is a rascal and his case is im-

moral. as well as a violation of law,
really sympathizes with his •client and
rejoices, if, perchance, the verdict is
in his favor; when the rascaJ escapes
and the innocent lias to suffer? Law-
yers have to undertake some very bad
cases, and it seems but reasonable to
suppose they can hut loathe t he situa-
tion, and feel a hearty contempt for

the beings with whom they have to be
even professionally associated.

While that may be true as a general

rule. 1 have seen, or, at least, known
of instances in which lawyers, in or-
der to gain their cases and qpeure
their fees, assailed the characters of
people whom they knew were upright

and innocent; even subjecting timid
and shrinking females to most cruel
and embarrassing cross-examlr ations,
for no other reason than to break the
force of an honest, truthful state-
ment; to the end that the wrong
might prevail instead of the right. A
conscientious, high-minded lawyers
will not descend to such methods. He
will not brow-beat, nor try to intimi-
date a witness; and in the long run,
liis gentlemanly deportment and just
treatment of witnesses will gain for
him a far better standing as a man
and a lawyer.

At this point I am reminded of an
anecdote I have either heard or read,
some time in my life, which illustrates
what I am writing, concerning the
proper treatment of witnesses. The
story was as follows:

A lawyer had a very bad case, but
he thought he might probably clear
his client, if he could break down the
testimony of a country boy who had
told, in a straight forv aid way, a very
damaging story, in the way of evi-
dence, against his client.

With a great deal of dignity and a
self-righteous air that was intended
to be appalling, even to the court, tlie
lawyer arose and said: “May it please
your Honor, I have my doubts as to
Whether that country urchin, who has
been allowed to testify in this ease,
understands the nature of an oath;
and especially am I in doubt as to his
mental capacity to be a witness in a
case of so much importance; I there-
fore pray your Honor to allow me to
ask him a few questions. “Certainly,”
said the Judge.

.

Turning to the boy and bestowing
on him a contemptuous, withering
scrowl, he asked: “Boy, who made
you ?”

"Moses, 1 speck,” answered the boy.
“Stand aside,” said the lawyer in a

tone of triumph, and turning to the
Judge and also to the jury, he said:
“May it please your Honor,
tlemen of the jury, I have shoWtTyoW,
by asking only one question, that that
boy is not a competent witness —duu't
even know who made him.” Just
then the voice of the boy piped out:

“Mister Jedge, can 1 ask that lawyer
a question?”

“Certainly,” said the judge.
“Well, then,” said the boy, “who

made you, Mr. Lawyer?”
The lawyer, affecting a great deal of

pity, mixed with sarcasm, replied:
“As Moses made you, I guess Aaron

must have made me.”
“1 heaPn as how old Aaron made a

calf once, but who’d a thought the
derned fool would ever a found his
way into a court house?” the boy re-
plied.

The judge decided the boy was a
competent witness, and, on his evi-
dence the jury gave a verdict against
the lawyer’s client.

I have great admiration for the
legal profession, and without an ex-
ception. I think highly of all the law-
yers that I know; and will add, con-
sidering the rascalities with which all
lawyers have to contend, and the bad
atmosphere, morally, they are com-
pelled to breathe, and the bad com-
pany they are obliged to keep, much
of the time, I guess they do, as Tom
Rhodes used to say of himself, “about
as well as mout be expected, consider-
in’.”

Who was Tom Rhodes? He was a
man, of my boyhood days, who had a
gold mine; or thought he had, which
was all the same to him, so far as his
feelings were concerned. He imagin-
ed he was rich, and like other rich
men, he gloried in his riches, and
therefore talked of nothing but his
gold mine. He pretended to have a
little farm, but lie paid so little at-
tention it, it yielded him next to
nothing; but, all the same, he kept in
good spirits, and looked forward to
the time when he would dwell in a
palace, and his daughter, Narcissa,
would ride in a coach and four, dress
in silks and satins and have more
beaux than (as he expressed it) “any
of the gals in the neighborhood—not
exceptin’ Dr. Jones’s darters.” He
spent most of his time digging holes
in his field, and breaking rocks,
“sarchin’ for speciments.” And when
ho came out to old Pleasant Springs
or the Red Meeting House, on Sun-
day. to preaching, he generally had
his coat pockets so full of rock£ that,
as he walked, his half bent posture
would remind you of a peddler with a
pack on his back. The men, seated on
logs near the church, seeing him com-
ing. would begin to frame questions
to ask him about his mine, and to
make up stories to tell him, pretend-
ing like they had heard this or that
man, who was skilled in mining, de-
scanting upon the immense value of
his mine. Soon he'd begin to unload
his pockets, and from then until the
preacher went in and began to sing
“Children of the Heavenly King,” Tom
would be explaining where he found
this, that and the other “speciment,"
and relating what John Cullers and
(’apt. Stevens (he meant McCullers
and Stephenson), and others had said
about the value of each rock, and the
pveritable w’calth of his mine; provid-

ed his “speciments” turned out to be
gold. When the others started into
the church Tom would begin to re-
load his coat-tail pockets, and when
he went in, he put on the air of a mil-
lionaire, and didn’t like it at all if the
preached had too much to say about
rich men, “they that have riches.”
e.tc. Thought that was a personal hit
at him. He dug so many holes in
the woods, as well as in his field, that
people’s hogs and cattle were con-
stantly falling into them; and, so, his
mining operatibns finally became a
nuisance to the community. About
which time, the gentleman from whom
he purchased the land, seeing that he
would never pay for it. required him
to move off, wTiich he did; but always
felt and said that he had bebn cheat-

ed out of his fortune. Tom was about
a fourth or fifth cousin of mine, and
as his gold mine was a failure, I never
claimed kin with him very much. I

don't know how it would have been, if
his ising-glass had been gold and he

had become a millionaire. I might
have treated him as a double first-
cotesin, and paid court to “the beauti-
ful and accomplished Miss Narcissa.”
There’s no telling. I knew a cose once
which convinced me that, with some
young men, at least, money is of first
importance.

Some years ago I knew a man with

three daughters who went barefooted
all summer; plowed and chopped cot-
ton, and even hauled logs to the

saw mill; mauled rails, put up fences
arid did everything that had to he

done on a farm. In short, the father
made field hands of them. But. for

all that, the girls had some pride and,

hard worked as they were they tried
to make themselves look tidy at
church on Sunday. Os course they
were uneducated and so grew into wo-
manhood. A few turns of the wheel
of fortune made the old man a large

land owner, and put twenty-five or
thirty thousand dollars to his credit.

Then he built a fine house and furn-
ished it, and bought a piano for his
horny-handed girls; and a carriage

was substituted for the old cart the
girls used to ride in, and then —Yes.
it was not long before the very young
men, who a few years before had seen
those girls barefooted* plowing mules
or chopping cotton, mauling rails or
hauling wood, were hanging around
them at church, carrying them home
on their buggies, and sitting on the
porches with them till bed time, on
Sunday night. “Mary Jane” was now
Miss Marie; “Polly Ann” was Miss
Pat tie and Harriett was Miss
Hattie. What made ail that change?
The old man’s bank aceount. The
young fellows who used to make fun
of Mary Jane. Polly Ann and 'Harriett
Jones, when they were plowing mules,
and their coarse dresses were tucked
up nearly to their knees, had come to
think, since old Jones had acquired

broad acres and stored up his thou-
sands in cash, that in all the country
there were no such girls as Misses
Marie, Pattie and Hattie Jones.

No, I can’t tell how it wrould hava
been, or what would have happened,
if Tom Rhodes’ gold “speciments" had
been sure enough gold, and Narcissa
had become the petted daughter of a
millionaire. I am sure of one thing,
she would have had plenty of beaux;
for, as molasses draw’s flies, so will
money draw boys.

I don’t know w’hen I have enjoyed
anything more than I did the fine ad-
dress delivered by Col. Theodore F.
Davidson, the 10th inst., on the life
and character of General Robert B.
Vance, who, in addition to the many
valuable services rendered by him to
his county. State and country, as citi-
zen, soldier and legislator, and the
still more valuable service given to
home, Sunday school and ohut'ch, was
a life-long temperance man, and aided
largely, immediately after the war, in
building up the Friends of Temper-
ance; of which order he was the Presi-
dent in 1867-8, and for which, as long
as he lived, he never ceased to work.
1 shall always hold in memory our
first meeting. He had been reading
my paper and was. of course, familiar
with my name, but had no more idea
how I looked than l had of how he
looked. He had made up his mind, no
some fellow; and I had formed the
doubt, to see in me a portly, hand-

opinion that General Vance was an
austere looking man, of martial bear-
ing, whose very presence would make
the air chilly. When he wrote me
that he was coming to the Grand
Lodge of Masons, and desired to get
board with me, wife and I held a coun-
sel, and came to the conclusion that
our house and our fare would not at
all do, for the entertainment of so dis-
tinguished a man, and our opinion
was that we ought to write to him and
assure him of our high esteem, but to
fjay to him frankly, we did not think
our accommodations would satisfy
him. But we did not so write; finally
concluding we would let him come,
and we’d do the best we could for
him. He came. I met him at the
door. He announced his name; I
gave mine. “And this R. H. Whita-
ker!” he exclaimed, in evident disap-
pointment. “And this is General Ro-
bert R. Vance!” I answered, with
equal disappointment. I really
thought, as I saw him, at the door, in
his long-tail overcoat, a pair of sad-
dlebags on his arm, and a slouched
hat pulled well down on his head,
that he was some circuit rider, or, per-
haps. some member of the Grand
Lodge from a neighboring county.
“Where’s Sister Minnie?” he asked,
and before I had recovered from my
pleasant disappointment, he was in the
sitting room, perfectly at home, and
everything was as easy as.an old shoe.
He remained with us for a week, and
I am sure that we could not have en-
joyed each other more if we had been
raised together, from boys. From
that visit, to the day of his death, he
called upon us whenever lie came to
Raleigh. He was a pleasant speaker,

and did good whenever he spoke, for,
in addition to the strength of the ar-
gument he was making he hail a fund
of humor upon which he drew, that
always made his speeches spicy as well

as strong. We were horn very near
the same date, and, of course, 1 can
not hope to remain very much longer
here; but the Spring time of the life
eternal will be so sweet to those who
knew each other in this short life,

should they be so fortunate as to meet
beyond the skies. ?

When these sketches are put in a
book I intend to give a page to Gen-
eral Robert B. Vance, the first Presi-
dent of the Order of Friends of Tem-
perance in North Carolina, together
with a portion of Col. Davidson’s most
admirable address.

If the readers of these sketches de-
sire to have them in book form let
them so state, on postal cards. The
book will contain not less than four
hundred pages, and have a dozen or
more full page illustrations. It will
cost $1.50 bound in cloth. A number
of orders have been received; but. un-
til at least two hundred persons notify
me they will take the hook I cannot
risk its publication. Let me hear from
you at once, if you wish to book pub-
lished.

R. IT. WHITAKER.

MILK MIXTURES

for babies are many times dangerous in
that the milk mav become tainted. Bor-
den’s Eagle Brand Condensed Milk is ab-
solutely safe, being rendered sterile in
the Diocese of preparation. As a general
household milk it is superior and always

available.

Gowan’s Pneumonia Cure. External,
powerful, harmless and rapid.

OPENING #f the SUMMER SEASON
The Celebrated Line of
Pianos Manufactured &;

sold by .

The Cable Co.
MASON & HAMLIN

This instrument is celebrated the world over as rep-
resenting the best in piano manufacture.

CONOVER
A piano noted for its beauty of design, pure and lasting
quality of tone', and the excellence of material and work-
manship entering into its construction. We also osier

The Famous “Cable”
Kingsbury

Wellington and
Dekoven Pianos

Send for handsomely illustrated catalogue of these instruments.

The Cable Method of Selling
This is something that will interest you. A postal card addressed
to us will obtain for you information on the subject of purchasing a
piano that will open your eyes.

WE WILL EXPLAIN TO YOU HOW TO GET THE
HIGHEST GRADE OF GOODS AT THE LOWEST
FRICES AND ON THE MOST REASONABLE TERMS.

Address

The Cable Co.
Raleigh, N. C.

Following its Annual Custom

The Cable
now offers in the State of North
Carolina Special in d ucements
during the summer months to pur-
chasers'of pianos and organs. Special
inducements from the Cable Company
mean the offer of a special discount
and an enormous saving to the cus-
tomer.

Backed by Its Millions Capital
The Cable Company sells the highest grade pianos
and organs at prices within the reach of all . . .

Our Liberal Credit System
will enable you to own a piano without feeling that
you are paying for it

Investigate
Send us a postal. We will explain how you can own

a piano, inquire about our special discount to
churches, colleges and music teachers. We
have correspondents who will write you and
answer any questions.

The CABLE COMPANY

Did You Ever Inquire About

Our Reasonable Terms?
Any person, even of Moderate
means, can obtain a piano
from us. Our liberal credit
system makes it easy.

We Build the Finest Organs in the World.

Mason & Hamlin
a,ld Chicago Cottage Organs

i

Have No Superiors and Few Equals.

Don’t Forget
That we make just as liberal terms in the

sale of organs as we do for pianos.

Take Our Word For It
Investigate to-day

We know that you willbe interested. Address

j The Cable Co.
Raleigh, N. C.

Wo will send any piano wc advertise to your home for trial
FREE of any expense to you.

A. W. CHANDLER, Mgr.,
Distributing Point Raleigh, North Carolina.

The Cable Company ® y
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