
In these cold hearted latter days,
when a good American is held to ac-
count by public judgment and the
press if he so much as “parts his
name in the middle’’ in official signa-
ture, young Roz St. Quentin, of South
Carolina, late lieutenant of cavalry,
C. S. A., now disabled through the loss
of his arm in battle, would hardly
have ventured to confess the full ex-
tent of his prenoms and patronymic,
Charles Felix Rozelle St. Quentin, hap-
pily called Rox for short, was what his
parents had burdened him with for
life. But then they lived in a romantic
age, among a dreamy, half-awakened
people, in an old house grown over,
like the Sleeping Beauty’s in the
wood, with leaf and thorn and flower,
with hundreds of slaves to do the bid-
ing of their only son, and red camei-
ias blossoming in the dooryard as but-
tercups do in the North Country. Roz
grew up like a j*oung prince in his own
esteem. When the family turned out
of this home at stated intervals dur-
ing the year it was to journey in their
own carriages and boats to a still
more wildly isolated and overgrown
old mansion among rice fields on the
coast. Wherever Roz had moved he
had considered it a sort of royal pro-
gress—so many black faces had bowed
before him, so many rich, soft voices
had acclaimed him and praised his
looks and words and doings. The St.
Quentins were kind masters, rich and
liberal to their slaves, and there were
few of the dark shadows underlying
life on their plantations that were
presently to gather and blacken and
close in like a pall over the Southland.

Roz had “found himself” first when
they sent him away from his tutors
to the University of Virginia. While
in that ancient and honorable seat of
learning, to which he had come with
the assurance of a young cockerel pre-
pared to crow, he had suffered dis-
illusionment on many points. The
simple and manly young fellows there
in training to make the leaders of the
struggle soon to come knocked him
about until they considered he had had
enough, and after that took him into
their secret societies and friendships
for the gallant fellow that he was.

Then the war suddenly blazed up
like a prairie fire, consuming in its
course every young heart far and near.
The girls, who knew nothing what-
ever about the issues of the strife,
talked themselves hoarse adjuring the
men to defend their country from the
vandal’s tread. They had never met
any of the vandals, and had heard
only the side of the burning question
that theft' politicians and rabid slave-
holders intended them to hear. It was
enough for those ardent eager young
spirits, cradled in idealism. The ex-
citement of making battle flags and
bandages, of singing battle songs, their
chorus swelled by a ring of stalwart
youngsters in new gray uniforms, clus-
tered around the piano like bees, car-
ried these Confederate lassies cheer-
ily into the fight; and. whether mis-
taken or not, the same impulse kept
them up through the four long years
of shock and sorrow, peril and priva-
tion. to the bitter end, and went with
them Into the longer years of strain

o come.
But it was one thing to be an ar-

lent patriot mounted upon one’s own
charger and riding into a fight with
the thrill of battle in one’s veins,
thought Roz, and quite another to find
one’s self lacking a left arm, landed
high and dry in a Richmond lodging
house, at the beginning of the last
winter of war. He had come out of
the hospital with a bullet wandering
around somewhere inside of him, in-
capacitating him for any return to ser-
vice, and an empty sleeve, of which
he was forever reminded by a thous-
and little tiresome things that cropped
up in the life of every day. The sur-
geons had told him that with care he
might live out the ordinary span of
life, and an old friend of his father,
a chief of one of the bureaus of ad-
ministration in Richmond, had taken
companion upon his aimless existence,
obtaining from him a small clerical
position that would insure occupation
and keep his body and soul together.

For in addition to the loss of his
arm poor Roz had parted with both
his good parents since the war began,
and with their death and the disinte-
gration of the labor system on the es-
tates his revenues had almost entire-
ly ceased. Some day, given a miracle,
they might come up again, hut mean-
time Mr. St. Quentin was as poor as
the poorest but for his pittance from
the department.

Thus after the glories of his youth
his earthly kingdom had now come to

he one room, with two icy cold closets,
built into a balcony at. tli“rear of the
handsome old dwelling in Grace street,

now let out to department clerks, offi-
cers’ widows and refugees in general.
It was rather a good room, with a high
inantlepiece of white wood carved with
garlands and lyres and shepherds’
pipes; a loft'" ceiling in white stucco
a carpet of Brussels, not yet worn to

holes (covering the whole floor, when
most people were satisfied with a
meagre square), and a set of furniture
in French walnut, including a book-
case and a folding screen The latter

had made it possible for Roz to cut off
the corner where he slept, on a sol-
dier’s cot. Ills washing things were
kept in one of the refrigerated clos-
ets. and in the other a few cooking
utensils and stores answered the calls
of his still healthy apptite when it
could not by any possibility be induced
to hold its peace. The landlady had
it Iso left him two sets of window cur-
tains of red moreen, and when his coal
had not run out and a fire licked the
old Colonial chimney back Roz had
good reason to feel himself the star
lodger as far as surroundings were
concerned.

At an ordinary time Roz St. Quen-
tin. as generous and sweet tempered
a youth as Never drew breath, would
have taken keen interest in different-
iating between the occupants of the
various rooms, for nobody had a floor.
He would have speculated about their
characters and antecedents, their traits
and externals, and would have ended
t>y making friends among them, since
there were few mysteries in Richmond
-oclety, and everybody knew every-
body else to the remotest grandfather
or sixteenth cousin.

But the truth is the poor lad was
sick at heart and sore to the touch
rtver his calamity of body and wreck of
prospects—and something else It was
as if a pin had pricked the iridescent
bubble of his life and hopes. In the
hospital, nerved by the greater suf-
fering or some around him, cheered
by the surgeons and nurses, who took
delight in him. and the visit of broth-
ers in arms who came breathing words
of cheer. St. Quentin, of South Caro-
lina had kept up his courage splendid-
ly. But this dreary grind of solitude
caged in his room, alternated with

desk work he despised, had told on his
spirits to an appreciable extent. He had
become morbid, short of speech, al-
most surly. And here it was barely
December and there were months
more of it ahead!

By this time in our narrative it fs
in order for those interested in the
mainspring of masculine action to
“c’nerchez la femme.” She was not
far away in St. Quentin’s case, since
Miss Letty Linden had the reputation
of more hearts on her string than any
girl of her day in Richmond, and was
constantly in evidence, walking from
Franklin street, riding out on horse-
back in the environs of the town, at-
tended by a staff of officers, or bril-
liantly swirling in the mazes of the
“starvation parties’ with which the
young people tried to trick themselves
into the belief that grim visaged war
was not always clo-e at hand He had
know the charmer since his univer-
sity days, where she had come as a
giii of sixteen, merry, pretty, her head
turned by men’s attentions, ;o be pres-
ent at one of the commencements.
Letty had begun by laughing at St.

Quentin’S lordly ways, his belief in
his own supremacy and the fabulous
origin of his family. Then she had
grown interested in him and had al-
lowed him to correspond with her. For
him there had never been any other
woman since the first. Sne really did
him enormous good, reducing him to a
normal level and restraining his self-
conceit. After he “found h mself ’ and
jecame es other men. and later on.
when the tail's of his brilliant daring

as a soldier kept coming in like suc-
ceeding waves to her feet. Hetty's
heart —which really existed, suite of
numerous doubts to the Contrary—till-
ed with pride in her posse.-sion. She
new that she had him bound hand and
foot, and some day she meant to let
him know that she returned bis love.

And so it had gone on (Lettv ac-
credited as a fiance to sundry other
men in the meantime) until St. Quen-
tin's unhappy wounding, his long
fight for life and his return to exist-
ence a maimed sind ruined man.

Os course Letty had gone to see him
in the hospital, had supplied him with
dainties, wrung, Heaven knows how.
rom her mother’s exhausted kitchen;

had seen that he had flowers and llt-
ile three-cornered notes in envelopes
which the Richmond girls regarded ,as
he acme of epistolary elegance. Roz

nad enough of these notes to fill a
small pasteboard box which he kep*
under his pillow night and dry, the
nurses respecting the soldier’s reli-
quary, as they were so often called
upon to do. They were masterpieces in
their way. Ivght, graceful, a. trifle
artificial in style, as Southern women
of that day were inclined to write: full
of sympathy, abounding in inspiration,
but never “committing" their writer.
Miss Letty Linden was. in fact, past
mistress of the art of composing cor-
respondence that might be safely read
upon battle fields, and through prac-
tice had reached perfection. When
she thought Roz St, Quentin was going
to die she showed much natural feel-
ing—stayed away from a starvation
party where she had promised to be
in a tableau, and went to early morn-
ing service for a week.

When he finally emerged upon the
world of the active and living Letty,
on seeing him in her mother’s drawing
room for the first time in the guise
of a caller, was horrified beyond
words, i-'he thought he had actually-
lost ail his beauty, his fire, animation,
everything that had attracted her to

I him. St. Quentin, abnormally self-
conscious, recognized this too quick-

I !y. The blood rushed to his temples.
He saw her stare, waver, balk, close
her extraordinary self-possession, her
ready speech fail her, and in that in-
stant the love for her that had nerved
his soul for four long years fell slain.

She had made strenuous efforts to
recover him as a friend if not as a
lover. But he would have all or noth-
ing at her hands. He had gone into a
she!!, had drifted away from her gay
companions, and now in these winter
days did not care whether he lived or
died-

One evening, late in December,
when he came back fmm his office,
tired, dispirited, more ill than usual,
cold ;ind generally out of sorts, to
climb the single flight of stairs leading
to his room, he saw in the passage
ahead a girl struggling to lift a heavy
covrod basket from before the door of
old Major Clymer, next beyond him,
and deposit it at his door.

The gas jet in the hall below showed
him that this was a lady and St. Quen-
tin's instinct prompted him to hasten
to her relief. He sprang forward with
; n apology, took the basket front her
hand and, the effort proving 100 much
for him. staggered against the wall.

“Mr. St. Quentin! I am so sorry,”
cried the strange young woman, thor-
oughly alarmed. “This hamper was
'eft by mistake for us, and I got the
bouse boy to bring it up to you. since
your name was on the card. I feared
he would do something stupid, as he
always does, and it seems l was right
in coming after him —-Oh. please, you
are ill—may I open your door and help
you in ?”

Too forlorn to say her nay, Roz gave
her his ey and walked dizzily into his
quarters, she following. As he dropp-
ed upon his chair he saw, dimly, a pair
of soft, dark eyes fixed upon his, and
then knew nothing, since he fainted
dead away.

"When consciousness came back Roz
found himself upon his couch, with

women in evidence about the
room. The other, whom he had not
seen before, was an older, sadder,
to ore faded replica of the first. They
were moving noiselessly, putting lit'-
tle touches here and there, kindling
the lire built in his grate, shading his
reading lamp, and as be stirred the
younger lady, coming swiftly t u his
bedside, cried out in joy. “! knew it
was exhaustion. 1 have seen it so
often in the hospitals.” Said the elder,
softly, “Poor hoy! To think we had
noting to give h ! m but that poor wa-
termelon brandy. But he'll be all
right now.”

“You are feeling better. Mr. St.
Quentin?” asked the mother, coming
to sit beside him. “1 am Mrs. La-
cretelle, and this is my daughter
Mareelite. She ran down to tell m»
you were ill. and we have taken the
liberty to stay with you till you re-
cover. If you feel badlv at having
strangers invade your premises, please
understand that I knew you when
you were a boy. My dear husband
took me once on a visit to the St.
Quentin plantation, your father being
his great friend. How long ago !t
seems! All who were there are gone,
except ourselves. We often wanted
to speak to you. but didn't dare, you
seemed so broken up. Please, please,
let us help you now.”

St. Quentip could not answer for the
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LAST CHRISTMAS W CONFEDERACY.
By MRS. BURTON HARRISON, in New York Herald.

boyish tears that filled his eyes. He
saw that the fair, pale face of Mar-
celite. with its masses of black braids
too heavy for the flower-like head,
was shining with divine pity, and no
sense of shame oppressed him for
this revelation of his helplessness. A
little later he was again sitting up.

haloed with such a sense of comfort
and eompaationship as lie haul not
known in years. His room, somehow,
was transformed. It fairly glowed
with light and cheerfulness. Maree-
lite owned to him that beside their
own subterranean apartment his
quarters seemed palatial. Soon, after
the candid fashion of the day, when
poverty was no shame ;nni all Con-
federate hardships were common
proper’-- in talk, the two young peo-
ple were chatting merrily of their
difficulties in getting food, the price
of eggs and butter, the weeks since
they had tasted coffee and the like.
St. Quentin, guiltily conscious of a
denuded ham bone in his cm-board
and some corn bread to be toast;*
over, longed to ask them to sup with
him, yet dared not.

When they rose to go, on seeing
him restored to his usual strength,
the host rose with them. As he
turned toward the door he stumbled
over the forgotten basket, the source
of their blessed invasion of his baili-
wick. Marcelite’s hand was stretch-
ed out to steady him from falling,
her sweet voice, with its birdlike trill,
exclaiming anxiously:—

“That tiresome basket! But por-
haps it is something you need? Some-
thinr you were expecting?”

“No such good luck. There is abso-
lutely no one to send me anything f
need,” he said. “It has, however, a
wholesome country look. Here's my
name on it. all right. Miss Lacretelle,
do you think I might ask you to help
me cut the cords?”

Marcelite's eyes shone as she knelt
beside him. She was girl enough to
be excited by the mystery and hungry
enough to feel her appetite agreeably
titillated by the hamper’s contents.
For there, under a clean, coarse cloth,
lay a roast turkey of portly size, pest-
ling to a baked ham strewn with
cloves; there were sweet potatoes and
apples and beaten biscuit,; jars of jel-
ly and loaves of cake; a pat of butter,
and dear knows what other lorgotten
ecstasies of good fare! And xn one
corner to itself a little bag made of
blue domestic, containing chinquapins.

“I know now,” stammered poor
Roz, who had clutched the homely old
fashioned trifle and gazed at it with
softened eyes. “It is my old nurse
who has sent me these. The good

soul has wandered away from Caro-
lina to live on a gentleman's planta-

tion in Henrico county. How she
must have saved to procure ail this
for me! And how did she ever con-
trive to get the hamper into town
without its being sacked en route *

The dear soul! Her bag of chinqua-
pins revealed her. Never did she let
me visit her of late years without
carrying off one of these. But I can’t
imagine why it all comes to-day.”

“Surely, you haven’t forgotten to-
morrow is Christmas Day?” asked
Mrs. Lacretelle.

“I tried to forget with alt my might.
I try not to think of family festivals.
And now that I urn so richly en-
dowed. what can I do with all this
stuff? I could not consume it in an
age. Unless, indeed, you ladies would
be good enough”—he went on. hesi-
tating. as he looked from mother to
daughter—“to come and share it with
me?”

“We three Vould make positively
no impression on that monster tur-
key,” said Mareelite, judicially. ”1
know, since I am our housekeeper.
BesiJes, if we for once ate all we
could, it would be so dreadful getting
back a "ain to where we are now.

But in spite of herself her eyes
gleamed lovingly upon the royal fare.
In a moment, with one consent, the
three were sampling biscuits and ap-
ples and little cakes. There had
never*been anything like it before.

When the two ladies, who had been
going to bed supperless, for obvious
reasons, finally crept down stairs, a
plan had been proposed by them am)

accepted by St. Quentin that he
should, on the morrow, give a feast
to his fellow lodgers in the house.

That he knew none of them was to
his discredit. Mareelite told him
laughingly. The ladies Lacretelle wer«
on terms with everybody. Old Major
Clymer, his next door neighbor, was
their very good friend. He had come
to dine with them last Sunday, fetch-
ing his own round of spiced beef and
carrying it away again. He would be
perfectly delighted to lend his room
for the overflow of St. Quentin’s be-
longings. The Lacretelles would
lend an extension table they owned
(kept in the entry outside their room
because there was no place /or it) and
sliver and linen, too. Poor creatures!
these furnishings were an empty show
when food was not. And. by good
luck, a friend in Prince George’s had
sent them for Christmas a box of
evergreens, prince’s pine, holly and
crow’s foot, laurel and arbor vitae.
They would spend all to-morrow tn
decorating St. Quentin’s room, except-
ing the time they were at church.

It came to'pass as Mareelite had
planned. Roz lent himself to the
scheme at first reluctantly, then with
the growing fervor of youth on holi-
day thoughts intent. His objection
to a closer acquaintance with Major
Clymer had been based uoon the fact
that the good little Major—-persona
grata in the drawing rooms of Rich-
mond —was in the habit of often sil-
ting and gossiping with the Lindens,
who styled him “an old dear.” But
even that disability was overcome by
the Major's whole sou led acquiescence

In the plan proposed. He himself
was bidden to dinner with a friend to
eat Confederate duff stuffed with
dried apples under tin* guise of a

Christmas pudding. But his friend
was good for a bottle of marvellous
old Madeira, and, in any case, the Ma-
jor couldn't throw him over Tor (he

flesh pots of Egypt offered by Mr. St.
Quentin. Ttoz should have the room,

the Major's six forks and eight glasses
and the Major’s blessing.

All day the Laeretolles. the house-
boy Seip. impounded with promise of
a, reversion of the feast, and one arm-
ed. but now light hearted Roz labored
over their preparations. The invita-
tions, one and all. had been given in
person and accepted. On the stroke
of six the fellow lodgers trooped from
their cold rooms (for was not here a
chance to save a fire?) to the second
floor corridor, which they overflowed,
joyously giggling.

What quaint attempts at evening-
toilets revealed themselves! Rusty
coats, worn linen, smooth hair and
sharp shorn faces filled up the meas-
ure of wliut tlie men could do. But
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the omen!. Little rosy department
clerks, for the most part, bedecked
with an astonishing array of modish
finery that, until one came close upon
it. looked quite like the real thing!
Such pitiful makeshifts worn so dash-
ingly. with such unconquerably merry
spirit, were surely never seen. As the
guests crossed the threshold a chorus
of “oh's” and “ah’s” went up to
heaven. St. Quintin’s room, with its

| white walls and stucco ornaments, its
green garlands and glowing fire, above

' all. its table in the centre upon which
that lordly turkey and his companion
ham forced themselves upon publ-.o
view, was a wonder unbelievable. They
talked —how they talked! They ate
-—how they ate! When a chair or a
knife or folk was lacking somebody
vanished and returned with it. Good
fellowship sprang into growth on the
moment. St. Quentin, loaded with
kind words and sentiments, was hero
and lord over all. Mrs. Lacretelle,
who consented to sit opposite him, felt
a glow in her maternal heart when
she saw the poor boy expand in this
human warmth and cheer. She and
Mareelite had been for weeks watch-
ing him from afar, longing yet not
daring to show their sympathy with
him.

Mareelite, who had cherished a se-
cret cult for the handsome, forlorn
young man, beamed as if she had in-
vented and were responsible for him.
But a certain shyness kept her from
looking too much his way.

All of these good people knew they

were on the edge of a crevasse into
which at any moment their hopes and
fortunes might plunge to annihilation.
They had all suffered for their cause,

some more, some less, and life Tn the
Confederate capital by that last
Christmas had become a terribly seri-
ous thing. But, impoverished, press-
ed upon, staggering to its end. their
Confederacy was held up on all sides
by the spirit of such as they and the
starved, ragged armies who were
never out of their thoughts!

And here occurred an interruption
to his Christmas feats Roz St. Quentin
was not likely to forget. A tap at
the door which he went to open was
followed by the appearance upon the
threshold of—Malor Clymer escorting
Miss Letty Linden!

| “It’s my fault, every bit of it.”
puffed the fat little Major. “1 put

Miss Letty up to it. I told her you’d

enjoy a ‘surprise.’ Though I must

say I'd a lot of coaxing to do before
she’d hear of it. 1 told her Mrs.

Lacretelle was playing hostess —Miss
Linden, Mrs. Lacretelle. Now, Miss
Letty, if you don’t enjoy this im-
promptu treat as much as I shall you
aren’t the jolly girl I take you for.
Chairs, plenty of ’em. I’ll share with
Captain Meems, and that extra one
can be slipped in 'next, to St. Quentin
for Miss Letty. You’ll never believe
that my friend, falling ill at the last
moment, sent me a couple of bottles
of his Madeira that I've left outside.

Miss Letty’s mother made me stop to
carve their goose, hut I said I’d got

to come bn here, and so Miss Letty”—

Roz hardly knew how he came to
bo sitting beside her, she more radiant
than ever from her walk in the frosty

air. He understood when his wits
came back to him that she had risked
this coup for the purpose of bringing

him into her net again. Miss LeMy

was famous for her stratagems undet
the guise of sweetest innocence. Her
eyes shone, her bronze hair caught

the candle light, her ripe lips curved
like rose leaves when she smiled on
him. She might have turned a strong-

er head than his.
But Roz, by some strange trick of

fate, remained cool under the assault
on his brain and senses. His oia
courtly manner was there, and, as she
noted with quick appreciation, his re-
markable good looks had returned
under the magic of the hour; but she
felt with a sudden stabbing of the
Heart that she had lost her control of
him. Such was the glamour of the
occasion when the Christmas saint
consented to preside over this poor
Confederate banquet that critical Miss
Letty forgot it was in a two pair back
in a Richmond lodging house —forgot

that tne guests were an assorted lot
in age, condition and attire, although

gentlefolk all, united in bonds of mu-
tual understanding—-forgot that the
knives and forks and spoons did not
match, the dishes were at sixes and
sevens, the food served anyhow! She

seemed to see the old Roz of her early
imagination at the head of his ances-
tral board, the lord of many acres
whom she had always intended to end
by marrying so soon as the success
of Confederate arms should guaran-

tee her a return of his ancient glories.

She repented having toyed with him.
having been repelled by him in his
’hour of utmost need. Her love cume
back. or what she regarded as such —

and she looked at him meekly, almost
appealingly.

But Roz St. Quentin was of the
obstinate type of man, and he had no
idea of playing fast and loose with
her. Nothing that he could show
Letty in the way of a host's courtesy
was lacking. But it stopped there.
He knew he might need her some day.

that when to-morrow should come
and with it the cold gray of after.
Christinas reality—when he was alone
again, and poor and hungry, his arms
might stretch out toward her image.
But he knew also the dream was fata,
to his peace. lie would never indulge
in it again.

When Letty saw that her ctince
was lost the pretty creature gathered
together her wraps and wits and
called on her gallant Major to escort
her from the spot. Roz went with
them to the door below, stood bare-
headed offering his one hand, and
thanked her in all courtesy for the
honor she had done his feast. While
the Major was nulling on his thread-

bare overcoat of gray Letty took
courage and under the gaslight of the
vestibule hazarded her final thro v

“It was because 1 was good to my-
self i came, Roz,' she said, laying her
haiKjl ufion his arm. “If you knew
how I have suffered since you gave

me tip! If you would only, only try j
in*' once again!”

St. Quentin’s pulses beat like made
at lu r touch. He wanted to lake her ;

in his arms and tell her lie forgave. :

But at that moment a step sounded '
behind them and he saw another girl
glide by and disappear in the region j
of the basement stairs. It was Mar-
eelite. beginning one of many jour-
neys back to their own poor quarters
in the process of putting St. Quentin’s
room to rights. !

He followed her in thought.. The
idea of this exquisite gentlewoman
condemned to live in such a vault!
Her cheerful unselfishness under it,

the change she had suddenl.\ created
in his own life, completely distracted ,
his attention from Letty Linden.
Awkardly, stupidly, he tried to ap-
pear as if lie had not. wandered from
Letty’s shrine. He actually forgot
what she had asked him and what he
was going to say.

Nothing more refrigerating had
ever happened to a Richmond belle.
She crimsoned, compressed her lips,

looked ready to cry with vexation, and
when the Major came up with puffing
apologies for having detained her,

fairly jerked out her good nights and j
raced the old man off.

Tiius ended St. Quentin’s Christmas
party. When they came to clear the

table there was not u single morsel.
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left. It was as if locusts had passed

over the land. But everybody felt
happy and cheered. It helped to pre-
pare all of them for the gloomy new
year, dragging on till interrupted by
the crash of their hopes in April.

And so the night when Roz found
Marcelite tugging at his old nurse's
hamper in the hall was the dawning

of a new day in which Letty Linden
had no part.

After some years of effort to build
up his shattered fortunes it was to her
who had gone with him hand in hand
through the bitter struggle that St.

Quentin looked fox- the best reward of
life.

He and Marcelite had been married
half a dozen years when they again
met his old charmer at the White Sul-
phur Springs, where Miss Letty Lin-
den had continued to be an attraction,
and. viewed at a little distance, she

looked almost as pretty as of old.

YE PEDAGOGUE.

Corn Cracker Happy in llis Number

Ten Shoes.

(Special to News and Observer.)
Patterson Springs, X. C., Dec. 25.—

Your uncle is still in charge of his
school at this place, and beats rule
ever 92 pupils, with the help of an
assistant.

He still wears No. 10 shoes, iroi.-
gray tresses.; and his wardrobe looks
like the discarded plumage of a hobo.

He boards with Geo. Patterson, Esq.,
who was for a time the geniai host
of Patterson Springs, then a famous
summer resort. Such being the case,
he knows how to cater to those who
enjoy culinary comforts, and is more-
over. celebrated for fat hogs, fast
horses, and unbending devotion to
Democracy. Out of toe goodness of
his compassionate heart, he took me
in as a boarder. But he feels like
he was in the storm centre of a grass-
hopper plague, or in the line of the
devastating army worm’s march.

Some of his friends told him that
as music hath charm to soothe the
savage breast, it mivnt allay my un-
holy appetite. Prof. Howlett, of Vir-
ginia. is an adept in playing the forte
piano, and was invited to come and
furnish some soul-inspiring music. I
was enjoined to turn up my fiddle and
play for him to accompany me. Sev-
eral guests came in to hear the nim-
ble-fingered son of the Old Dominion
discourse sweet music. In three quart-

ers of an hour I claimed to be in tune
and the concert was formally opened.

He asked me if I knew "Washington
Post,” and of course I didn’t. I sug-
gested that I had a speaking acquaint-
ance with “Life on the Ocean Wave.”
He looked like he was sorry l was not
on or under the ocean wave, but told
me to move immediately on the works.
The works were assaulted Avith great

vigor, but medium melody. The pro-

fessor enjoined me to modify m; touch,
and get in exact tune. In ten minutes
he declared I was worse out of tutu.-
than ever, and politely put the violin
in Line.

He asked me if I knew any of
Wagner’s selections, but of course 1
didn't. lie spoke of “overtures,” "ian-
cers,” “quadrills,” "two steps,” but I
didn't know anything but "Black-eyed
Susie,” “Aunt Jinnie There’s a Bug on
Me.” "Jimmie Suttentaller” and Cap-
tain Hass-a-Jenks Marine.” We com-
promised on. John Howard Payne’s
immortal ballad, "Home, Sweet
Home,’’ for the benefit of those who
nad never heard it. Some, after hear-
ing my effort, execrated the memory
of the illustrious exile, others said
he meant well, but all decided they
never wanted me to desecrate his
memory again by m.v unholy rendition.

To oil the waters, the professor
tuned his own violin. He didn’t take-
more than a minute, and so mo of them
asked me as to probable cost of his
instrument. I told them two dollars,
or maybe two and a quarter. The
professor said it cost one hundred
and ten dollars, and that knocked me
off my feet. My fiddle cost 99 cents,
new, with the bow thrown in.

The next morning it was anxiously
hoped there was some diminution or
my unholy and unseemly appetite, hut
disappointment was in every counte-
nance. I told them I had a cold.
They asked how long a cold generally
lasted me. The answer was they gen-
erally lasted till the close of my
school, and that my rule was to feed
a cold.

Mr. Patterson, therefore, has the
sympathy of all his friends.

As to society matters, we have a
matrimonial epidemic. On next Wed-
nesday night a popular couple are to
he united in wedlock and from out
to four, marriages are to be solemn-
ized for each day throughout the
holidays. Leap year is always prolilie
of nuptials, and it may be the faiT
sex then assert themselves.

On account of my immense feet,
iron-grey tresses, rasping liddle, an 1
desolating appetite; if I gel there it
will be in the role of unbidden guest.

John Steams, th<- hermit, avoids
society, while I crave it and am de-
barred.

Maybe I can go lo Casar. or to
< ’herry Mountain, for Stearns won't let
me visit hi in, and everybody else here
is going to partake of the festivities

1 shall boa pilgrim to (’herry Moun-
tain, and thence a wandering minslre.
lo (’esar There 1 can play rny favorite
elect ions, drink coni whiskey, smoke

a e<»b pipe; ami no eriticism if von
don’t put on a clean shirt every two
or three weeks.

In the meantime here’s the compli-
ments of the season to the manage-
ment of Nows ami Observer, also, to
Patterson Polkville and
s 111> 11) v. i also extend compliments of
season in Copt. Barksdale, if he did
tell me tie was glad to dump me any-
where, when I requested him to dump
me at Washburn, a flag station. He
Invited me to eat lunch with him and
I accepted. No wonder he wants to
get rid of me.

M. L. WHITE.
Corn Cracker.

Loy< lives on hope, therefore few j
cases of hopeless insanity cun lie at-
tributed to it. J

THE CITIZENS NATIONAL BANK

OF RALEIGH, N. C„ GREETS ITS

FRIENDS AND PATRONS WITH

TIIE BEST WISHES OF THE SEA-

SON.

Coupon Payment
The December coupons from the Full Paid Certificates will be paid o»

presentation at the Commercial and Farmers Hank on ami after Friday

December 23. 1001.

Investment Certificates are issue cl every month. Loans on real estate

or on stock of the company made pro mptly.

GEORGE ALLEN. Secretary.

, , - —¦ ¦- ~ ' r.~n a
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jjjjjj This Month’s Comfort
New arrivals of fresh Cereals, Mince

Meat, Plum Pudding, Can Fruits an"

Vegetables of all description.
New goods off the Quest selection ar-

riving dally.
, .Call and examine our varied stock
and learn our prices and yon will soon
see that you will save cioney by deal-
ing with os.

J. R. Ferrall & Co.

WHAT SANTA CLAUS OFFERS.

is worth considering Holiday time.
In scarfs, umbrellas, canes, bags,

gloves and many another thing "mere
man” wants we have such a plenitude
in style, shape and size that every
wife, sister and sweetheart in Ralelfc.
will find “just the thing” formal
relative or friend. Tha "raevo ntn.’

will endorse mart*
here.

J. W. BROWN, President. F. P. BROWN, Secretary.

ESTARLI SUED 1836.

H. J- Brown Coffin House
(Incorporated.)

EMBALMERS AND FUNERAL DIRECTORS,
Hargett and Salisbury Streets,

RALEIGII, N. C.
’Phones: Raleigh and Interstate, 142. Bell. 336.

WE HAVE TWO LICENSED EM BALMERS—THEIR SERVICES 08*%
EN OUT OF THE CITY WHEN REQUIRED.

WE WILL BOND YOU
Don’t embarrass yourself by seeking a personal Imuul. Be oil the safe side

and entrust the matter to the

American Bonding Company
OF BALTIMORE, which has assets of over $2,500,000.00, and oilers the best
facilities.

We are authorized to execute prompj.v and for a reasonable eoin{M>nsntion
almost any kind of Surety Ronds for officers, executors, guardians, em-
ployees. buyers, contractors, manufacturers and all persons in positions of
trust. .<¦

We want reliable agents in ail county seats and important towns in which
we are not at present represented.

R. *5. RANEY, General Agent, RALEIGH, NORTH CAROLINA.

“Twas the Night Before Christmas.”

A Tool Ches
We have In stock a large assort-

ment of TOOL CHESTS, not toys, but
good, well-made carjieiiter’s tools in
Oak Chests,, $1.25 to $5.00.

A Safety Razor
j See our well selected stock of Razors.

“AHFight” Cooß
Stove or Favorite Steel Range.

Carving Set
and Knives and Forks.

With a Double Barrel

Shot Gun, Pistol
or Pocket Knife.

I’LL GIVE MY BOY

IT’S ABOUT TIME
DAD GOT

j. I

SISTER. ALWAYS DID
WANT A NEW

MOTHER WANTS A

UNCLE JOE WILL
BE DELIGHTED

i

Hundreds of USEFUL CIIRIBTM AS PRESENTS to be found in our
large stock of HARDWARE ami,ITU NISIIING GOODS. WE GIVE
GREEN TRADING STAMPS. * _J

_
, %

Hart -Ward Hardware Go.*
Raleigh, N. C.

The People’s Storage and Mercantile Co.
313, 315 ami 317 W iliniiigtou Street.

RALEIGH, N. C.

?

Owing to the downward tendency of cotton, those who are unwilling to

lake present prices, can, by storing their Cotton with our Company, get
liberal CASH ADVANCES upon bills lading or Cotton in store. When re-
ceipts fall oil", wc may reasonably expect higher prices.

THE PEOPLE'S STORAGE AN D MERCANTILE COMPANY
»!• •!. THOMAS, President. Raleigh, N. G»

b. W. BKIiWUK, Secretary-Treasurer. ' y
,
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