
THE HYMNS OF OLD
How Dear to the Heart

Those Melodies.

A Writer Grows Reminiscent and Tells
of Strains That Thrilled Him

in Childhood's Happy

Days.
(Special Correspondence.)

Washington, Aug. 18.—I wish to say
a few words upon a subject concern-
ing which I know nothing technical,
and therefore have no right to ex-
press any positive opinions—the sub-
ject of popular hymns. What I write
is in the nature of reminiscence more
than criticism.

Before the great civil war in the
“good old times” when men held oth-

ers in bonds, themselves bound to
Christ for the discharge of sacred
obligations, both to servant and to
society, the negroes were very fond of
“hyme cliunes” and could sing them
with unction on all occasions. Often
in my boyhood did I hear their melo-
dious voices raised in praise of our
common Maker. They liked such
“white folks” hymns as “On Jordan’s
Stormy Batiks” and “There is a Foun-
tain Filled With Blood.” But they
also delighted in curious hymns and
sacred rhymes of their own composi-
tion, and these they sang when they
were going about their daily work, as
well as at church on the Lord’s day.
The plantation negro of the happy
days of African slavery in North Car-
olina and Virginia was the jolliest soul
thatj ever lived on this earth. I do
not believe there are any thoroughly
happy and at the same time thorough-
ly respectable negroes existing in any
large numbers any where now. Free-
dom has given unrest and unfitness. I
would not restore slavery in any quar-
ter of the enlightened world, but I
have no illusions as to the blessings
«d freedom to such a race as the
African.
%

_

- must not ramble from my topic
of popular hymnology. When I was
a bov in old Granville, the northernportion of it. among the tobacco
planters who came from Soutjiside
Virginia, and who were mostly Pres-
byterians, like the Venables, the Mor-
tons and the Daniels, or else Episco-
palians, like the Gregorys. I heard
some good singing both at Shiloh and
at Little Grassy Creek. The pastor of
the former congregation in those days
(now in the enjoyment of his reward)
was the Reverend Edward Hines, who
lived near Sassafras Fork, the present
Stovall. My father resided at “The
Fork.” Little Grassy Creek was the
oldest Presbyterian church in that
section, and was for a while minis-
tered unto by Rev.' Mr. Ferrell, if I
do not misspell the venerable man’s
name, who lived somewhere on Tar
River. A dilapidated red church,
witli a place for a bell, but no bell,
tuid a tangle of bushes and unkempt
trees in front-and all around it. The
communion days were impressive. I

recollected that one of the elders was
Mr. “Sandy” Cooper, father of ray

fchool mates, Jinrmle, Dave and Jolin-
lie Cooper. The congregation who

were members in good standing in any
Protestant church, came forward and
sat around a long and narrow table,
where the elements were handed from
person to person by the elders of the
church. It was all very primitive,
very s< riptural, and made a powerful
impression on the mind of the son of
Methodists and grandson and nephew
of Methodist ministers. Here the sing-
ing was excellent — ;not quite so loud
as at old Midway, where the Metho-
dists held services, but strong and
clear. Mr. Hines’ favorite hymns
seemed to be the old familiar ones
used at country churches of all de-
nomination. One of those was my
mother’s prime favorite—-
“There is a fountain filled with blood.

Drawn from Immanuel’s veins,
Where sinners plunged beneath that

flood,
Lose all their guilty stains.”
Not only did Mr. H. draw Metho-

dists to Shiloh, he sometimes joined
them in their meetings. He was a
popular and admirable man whom
we all loved.

At the Methodist meetings there an 1
elsewhere in North Carolina that fa-
vorite of my own, “Coronation,” was
frequently sung. To mention all of
the popular church songs of the day
might be tedious. Watts, the Wes-
leys and their compeers were the
people’s preference as hymn writers.

It has seemed to me in my middle
and later life that while these old
favorites have lost not a particle of
their power over my spirit, a different
sort of hymns have acquired a strong
influence over my imagination and
feelings. One of the lamented and
saintly Bishop Atkinson’s invariable
hymns, for evening service, was Lvte’s
beautiful “Abide with me, fast falls
the even tide.” Surely never lines
written to be sung in a place of wor-
ship have had a truer power to soothe
the human spirit and place it in sym-
pathy with the Divine Spirit since the
royal Pslamist sang. The Litany
Hymn, 56 of the Protestant Episcopal
collections, has always, with its plain-
tive refrain. “Hear our solemn litany,”
seemed to me one of the best com-
positions in existence for church wor-
ship. As a Presbyterian, I have never
had any objection to a litany.

The favorite hymn. I think, of one
of my brother's, and one frequently
u.Jed. was that, the first line of which is
“Awake, my Soul. Stretch Every
Nerve.” Others were "A Charge to
Keep I Have,” “Children of the
Heavenly King.” “Come Thou Fount
of Every Blessing.” “Jesus, Saviour
of my Soul,” 'From Greenland’s Toy
Mountains,” “Come, Holy Spirit.
Heavenly Dove,” attd that universal
favorite. “Rock of Ages.” A little
later than that day I derived great
pleasure from reading in the autholo-
gies the boy poet Chattel-ton's sublime
production written, if I do not forget,
in his fifteenth year:

“O Thou whose thunder shades the
sky.

Whose eye this atom “globe surveys!”

But I never heard it sung'. Bishop
Muhlenburg’s glorious hymn. “I would
not live always.” contains some of the
most comforting and at the same time
thrillingly poetical lines in all Eng-
lish hymnology. Such thoughts as
‘‘The few lurid mornings that dawn
on us here.” and

“Where the rivers of pleasure flow is
the brightest plains.

And the noontide of glory enternajly
reigns.”

along with the superb metaphor, “And

the smile of the Lord in the feast of
the soul.” always made me. at least,
regret that he had not written much
in the same fine vein. I am one of
those who think a good hymn most
certain poetry; no mere jingle of
rhymes with answer. David was not
simply a devout song-writer—he was
a great poet. The first hymn I ever
memorized was assigned to me by my
Sabbath school teacher. Mrs. Eliza-
beth T. McCutchon. of Thomasville,
who Hon. Abram Venable told me
once was truly a mother in Israel, as
1 know she was. It was. “Religion
is the chief concern,” etc.

A hymn on the Crucifixion, begin*
ning. “ ’Tis midnight and on Calvary’s
brow,” was occasionally sung at the
most solemn of the Methodist Protes-
tant meetings, many of which 1 at-
tended when I was a child. The last
time I heard this was at Fulton, Davie
county, on the Yadkin river, in 1862,
My uncle, the late Rev. Dr. Cicero F.
Harris, of Guilford county, was in the
pulpit as officiating minister. At the
time he was president of the North
Carolina Conference of that church, t°
which so many members of my fam-
ily belonged and in which my grand-
father and four uncles were ministers.
The camp-meetings and other pro-
tracted meetings of that denomination
were, in my boyhood, attended by
large nurubbers of people, many hearers
having been from other churches. The
singing was always with spirit and
was often very good in quality.
Among the strenuous singers of those
days was Newton Hicks, long gone to
his eternal reward —but why name
iffimes. where so many sang the songs
of scion.

In my Sassafras Fork days one of
the most popular of all the churches
in the country side of North Gran-
ville was Big Grassy Creek. Hundreds
upon hundreds were accustomed to
go to this Baptist tabernacle over on
the Townesville side at the Virginia!
line were two or three churches be- I

I longing to th. .etlmdists, but I never
attended any >f these except one—-

i one time. In fact, I was never at, Big
Grassy at all, though it was within
seven miles of my home. Rev. Mr.
Devens was then the pastor of Big
Grassy. My father frequently attend-
ed there.

Ah, those were great days. “We
' ne'er shall look upon their like again.”
The big-heartedness of the people, the
zeal and love of the preachers, the
contentment of the slaves, the —but it
is gone and we must humbly bow our
heads in submission to the divine
voice. If it had been best for us, God
would have continued those days. His
will, not ours be done.

CISCERO W. HARRIS.

If you have a friend that drinks
whiskey send The Neeley Institute
his name and address with the request
that they send him a copy of “The
New Man.”

COL. FRANK BENNETT.

Unities M. Wall of Anson Appointed to
Succeed Him as Chief of Ord-

nance.
Headquarters N. C. Division,

United Confederate Veterans,
Durham, N. C.. Aug. 16th. 1904.

General Order No. 26.
Paragraph 1. The Major General

commanding the North Carolina Di-
vision of United Confederate Veterans
announces with sorrow inexpressible
the death of one of the truest Con-
federates and one of the bravest men
who wore the gray—Lieutenant-Col-
onel Frank Bennett. Chief of Ord-
nance of this division, who after a
long and heroic struggle with incur-
able disease has “crosed o’er the river
and is now resting under the shade of
the trees” with his immortal leaders.
Lee and Jackson.

Paragraph 11. Volunteering at the
outberak bf the war he fought

throughout to the oiul with a bravery
that could not ho surpassed and with
a constancy that nothing could swerve,
his armless sleeve attesting his valor
and sufferings. Xu one will be more
missed at our reunion, which he al-
ways attended and at which is com-
manding figure and impresive person-
ality was an Inspiration and his pres-
ence a benediction. May God rest his
soul in pence!

Paragraph 111. Comrades Humes
M. Wall, of Anson Camp No. 846, U.
C. V., is hereby appointed Chief of
Ordnance with rank of Lieutenant-
Colonel, as the successor of the lam-
ented Bennett.

By order of
J. S. CARR,

Adit. Gen’l. and Chief of Ptaff.
IT. A. LONDON,

Major-General.

The Keeley Institute has worked
wonders. No observing man can deny
this. Do not imagine therefore that
yours is a hopeless case..ft is not.
Write The Keeley Institute at Greens-
boro, N. C.. for a copy of “The New
Man.”

_

Till-]ELEPHANT AND OCTOPI S.

The G. O. P. and the Trusts went to
sea

Tn a beautiful pea-green boat.
They took some money and plenty

of honey
Wrapped no in a treasury note.

The G. <). P. gazed at the star above
And sang to a small guitar,

“O lovely octopus, my love, my love,
What a beautiful creature you are.

You are.
You are.

What a beautiful creature you arc.’’

The Octopus sighed to the O. O. P.,
“How charmingly sweet you sing.

Come, let us be married; too long we
have tarried.

The campaign is in full swing.”
So they sailed away to Oyster Bay

To the land where the sagamore
grows

And there in a. wood a candidate stood
With a ring in the end of his nose,

His nose.
His nose,

With a Federal Ring through his
nose.

“Make ready, dear Ted, for we've
come to wed

With your beautiful Federal aiing.
It will bind us together in all kinds

of weather.
While you as a bangle may swin.

So they married and dined on Boodle
and Pie,

Which they ate with a Dingley
spoon.

With the bangle dangling from the
Ring,

They danced by the light of the
moon,

The moon.
The moon.

The beautiful campaign moon.
—L. B. Ely, in St. Louis Republic.

Do not be content with your con-
dition if you are continually fighting
an appetite for drink or drugs. Try
for better things bv sending to The
Keeley Institute at Greensboro, for
a copy of "The New Man.” It costs
nothing.

There is no sense or necessity of
putting it off from day to day, but
save time, trouble and money by
writing today to the Keeley Institute.
Greensboro, N. C., for a copy of
“The New Man.’
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PRESSOR'S PHENOMENAL POWER
WORKS MIRACLES OE HEALING

The Blind Made to See-TheLame to Walk
AND HOPELESS INVALIDS RESTORED TO HEALTH WHEN GIVEN I P

TO DIE BY DOCTORS.

No Disease He May Not Cure
Slop* Pain. Heals Sores, Removes Cancel's ami Tumors, Makes Crooked

Bones Straight, and Performs Marvels That I’pset Modern
Medieal Practice and Defy Explanation. /

Woman’s Startling Statement
SAYS SHE WAS RAISED FROM THE DEAD BY THIS MAN’S MYSTE-

RIOUS MIGHT.

Remarkable Offer of Free Service.
To tile Sick and Alllieted —t tires Them In Their Own Home As Easily As

Though They Called in Person—Physicians Invited to
Send Him Cases Prenounced Incurable.

Rochester N. Y., Aug. 18. —The al-

most miraculous cures of hopeless in-

valids made by Prof. Thomas F. Adkin
of this city, have been of such a start-
ling character that they have aroused
wide-spread wonder, admiration and
curiosity. Time and again he has
taken cases pronounced hopelessly in-
curable by the medical profession and
restored the patients to life and
health in a most phenomenal man-
ner.

There is considerable mystery at-
tached to his method of accomplish-
ing these marvels, as it is known that
he does not use the drastic drugs and
medicines that doctors depend upon.
He claims to have discovered that a
certain law of nature has peculiar
properties heretofore unsuspected, .and
that by the application of this law
there is no disease he may not cure.
And it is a matter of proof that with
the mysterious power this discovery
gives him he has made the blind see
and the lame walk. He has revived
the fiickering sphrk of life in bodies
on the very verge of the grave, and
restored to health men and women
given up to die by doctors and spe-
cialists. He seems to have absolute
control over human life and the dis-
eases that attack it. Notwithstanding
what might be considered a most fa-
vorable opportunity, lie does Hot ex-
tort money from those whom he
treats, saying:

“Carnegie chooses to give libraries:
I prefer to give life and health. I am
not a millionaire, but I am well able
to afford to give my services free to
the sick and afflicted. My discovery
is my own, to do with as I please, .and
I could charge every patient a thou-
sand dollars if I wanted to. But I
don’t. And I know of no law to com-
pel me to take money for restoring a
man to health. I do not care what
the disease is. I am just as ready to
cure what the disease is. I am just as
ready to cure consumption, cancer,
paralysis, Bright’s disease or any one
of the so-called incurable diseases as
I am to cure rheumatism, stomach
trouble, catarrh, blood disorders or
any other ili that tiesh is heir to. I
am just as ready and willing to give
my services free to a poor man as I
am to a rich man. When it comes to
a question of life or death, sickness
or health, the amount of money a
man lias makes no difference to me.

“A prince or a pauper, I treat them
just the same. To me, as to the law,
all persons are equal. 1 see and ad-
mit of no difference between patients
as far as lam concerned. If 1 choose
to help all who are ill without pay
there is nothing to prevent my doing
so. And I may as well tell you right
here that I mean to keep on curing
any one who asks me of any disease
they may have just as long as I am
willing and able. What other men
do, what they fail to do or what they
charge makes no difference to me. I
feel that it is my duty to car y out
my own plans in my own way, how-
ever much it costs me. I cannot bear
to think of men and women and little
children continuing to suffer and die
when I have the power to save them
and restore them to life and'health so
easily and quickly. And- there is no
disease I may not cure.

“You think that a broad statement?
Well, maybe it is; but no broader than
the truth. I know the wonderful pow-
er I have because I have tested it in
thousands of cases. You know con-
sumption is supposed to be incurable.
Well, not long ago I had a young
lady as a patient. Miss H. L. Kelly,
of Seal Gove, Maine. The doctors told
her that she had consumption and
could not live, that her case was in-
curable. And to them it was. The
poor girl was in despair, thinking her

day's were numbered. But I cured
her in spite of all the doctors said;
made her lungs heal and grow strong,
and put tlie Mesh back on her wasted
body. Ordinary medical treatment
seldom, if ever, cures cancer. The
surgeons may cut it away again and
again, "but it comes back every time
and brings death with it. But I cure
it, and I do not have to resort to the
butchery of the knife, either; I do not
have to cut flesh and scrape bones.
My treatment is easy, gentle and gives
no pain, but llie disease disappears.
One of my patients—Mrs. M. W.
Noien, of Covington, Ga.—was having
her life eaten away by a cancer. She
saw nothing but a terrible deatli be-
fore her when I took her case; but I
cured her, entirely and permanently.
Paralysis is another supposedly in-
curable disease. A Mr. R. A. Wallen,
of Finey, Mo., had been paralyzed for
over four years and nothing the doc-
tors could do gave him any relief. That
did not discourage me. I took the
case in the face of their verdict, and
today the man is walking around as
well as you or I. So it was with Mrs.
L. A. Phillips, of Trawick, Tex. She
had been bedridden for five years, in
twelve different hospitals and under
the treatment of various doctors, who
all failed to cure her of complication
of diseases from which she was suf-
fering, including kidney trouble, ca-
tarrh of the bladder, gravel, female
weakness, ulcers, chronic indigestion
and extreme nervousness. The medi-
cine that doctors gave her did her
no good, hut my treatment did. I
cured her, and she says ‘I raised her
from the dead.’ These are only ran-
dom cases from the many hundreds I
have cured, and 1 mention them mere-
ly to show you that it is a mistake
to say that any disease is incurable.
They may have been ineuiabl; bet’cie
I made my discovery, but they are so
no longer.”

“Ijhit how do you make these mar-
velous cures? What is this power
that you possess?” asked the reporter.

"It would take too long to tell you,
but here is a copy of a (took I have
written describing my discovery and
method of treatment. 1 do not sell
it. I had it printed for distribution
among my friends, and patients and
those who might be interested in this
study of a new science. To them I
am glad to give it upon request. If
reading the book does not satisfy you
and you want to know more of how
I cure any disease tell some one who
is sick to write to me. I will go even
further—tell any one who is attacked
by any disease, no matter what it is,
to write to me telling me the name
of their trouble or their principal
symptoms, age and sex. addressing
Prof. Thomas F. Adkin, Box 968 J,
Rochester, N. Y., and 1 will prove my
power to do all that 1 claim, and I
will give the proof without charging
a cent for my services.”

“Do you mean that any one can
accept this offer?”

“I mean it for any one who is ill,
from any cause,,and who feels that
tlie doctors do not understand the
case, or who does not want to pay
doctors’ and druggists’ bills."

“But how about those at a distance
—can you cure them, too?”

“Just as easily and just as surely
as though they came to my office.
Whether they live one or a thousand
miles away. It’s all the same. A
letter to me does just as much good
as a personal visit.”

“And they do not have to inclose
any money?”

“Not a single cent. Simply write
to me and ask to be cured.”

“But it seems strangs ”

“Strange or not, I mean just what
I say, as any one can find out by writ-
ing to me.”
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Mantels ®

Interior
DECORA-

TIONS • S|, it
This is a very imgortant feature in your Jnierior Decoretion and should be selected with care.

The best way is to come to our show rooms and see the mantels just as they will look in your rooms. We

have a large and beautiful line to select from, and every mantel is so arranged as to give you the same efiect as it

would in your own room. If you can not call, we will be pleased to hnve our salesman call on you. with a large

line of photographs showing exact reproduction of the mantel itself.

Our Line of Wall Paper and Interior Decorations
Is all that the heart could wish for. Our salesman, who is an expert decorator, can give you some valuable

suggestions in this line. Correspondence solicited.

Weathers Mantel
&Decorating Co.

11-13-15 West Harget Street, Raleigh, N. C.

Wanted to buy 50.000 Bushels choice wheat to manufacture into

North State Fancy Patent
And

Oak City Flower
for which we'll pay highest market prices Cash.

For Young Women Only
Any young women in Raleigh who desire to
do some pleasant soliciting among their
friends in a contest for a free ticket to St.
Louis and Return, and with some other re-
ward certain, will kindly address at once

Box 483 - - RALEIGH, N. C.

Get only the Best Fertilizers.for your Spring Crops. .Our Brands
arc unsurpassed for

/
*

Cotton, Corn and Tobacco
Write to | I. ,

r

Old Dominion Fertilizer Co.
t (Branch V.-C. C. Co ) \ $ 31 Zl i) '

NORFOLK, - VIRGINIA
A few of our Leading Brands are

Old Dominion Soluble Guano. Planters’ Bone and Potash.
Farmers’ Friend. Royster’s High Grade Acid Phosphate.
Fanners’ Friend High Grade Fertili- O. ,D. High Grade Bone Phosphate,

zer.
Osceola Tobacco Guano (lias no equal.)
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