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The portly cook stood smiling with
gracious arms akimbo regarding the
deliveryman for the grocery store with
a large concern.

“You reckon he done daed?” she
asked soberly.

“I’specs he's done gone for shuah!”
replied the deliveryman. “He done
cole clean up to hees knees when I less
him.”

“Law-de!” replied the cook. “Dey
shuah is dyin’ fas’—dat’s what dey is.

The deliveryman sighed and rolled
his eyes.

“Hit shuah is bad, sister; ycs’m, hit
sho’ is bad!” and he sighed with a
frank grief that led him to hit his
horse a whack that sounded across the
street as he walked toward the door
of the next customer.

The portly cook drew her red hand-
kerchief across her glistening brow. -

“I ain’t agwine—dat’s all dere is to
hit. Dey’ll come around atter my fifty
cents all de same. Hit jest see’ lak dey
dies fer meanness. I done tole ’em 1
ain’t a gwine. Dat’s all.”

This was revolt of a stunning sort,

and the deliveryman stopped his horse
with a remonstrant “Whoa.”

“What you gwine tell de Lodge,

Sister?” he asked in awe-struck ac-
cents. * “Es you doan’t go dey’ll find
you er dollar.”

“I ain’t a gwine!" insisted the cook,
bitterly. "You jest let ’em come atter
my dollar. I’ll show ’em!” And the
cook, with many a muttered gurgle of
resentment waddled with the dignity
of two hundred pounds to the domain
of her kitchen.

“Done cole up to his laigs!” an-
nounced the deliveryman at each place
at which he stopped. “Dey jest lies
down an’ dies! an’ me gotter pay fifty
cents and me wid twins. Yas, hit’s
shore hard on er poor man, yassir!”

This story was begun with a malice
aforethought at the wrong end from
that which first burst upon the daz-
zled view of the people of the city.

The funeral was—l had almost said —

a joy. There were at the least fifteen
chariots of grief. The hearse was an
imposing one. There was a full at-
tendance of prosperous cooks. The
route lay down the princip.al streets.
The mourners were properly draped.
The portly cook, despite her asservera-
tions of the day before, was high i.n
the front of the procession. . In fact,
she was the crowning glory of the
funeral, greater even than the preach-
er in the long coat who sat beside
her. It was easy to see that the ruler
of the Lodge was a diplomat. The
winning ol the cook was evident.
From a pole hanging drearily without
the carriage, waving sadly in the soft
wind! floated the banner of the Lodge.
As she waved the emblem slowly to
and fro that all might see, the portly
cook was the pattern of one who
takes a pride in the orthodox employ-
ments of grief. Her massive figure
was swathed in black. Her dark eyes,
set straight ahead, peered out from
behind the folds of a satisfying veil
of mid-night hue. The horses had
crape about their ears. Everybody
was a mourner, from the cynical driv-
er of the hearse, to the squirming car-
riage load of pickaninnies, jammeu
between their elders like herring in a
keg, that brought up the potent rear.
It was a funeral of parts and bought
with a price, the substitution in a
dozen homes of cold dinners for hot
by the participation of the cooks, and
to the glory of the Lodge. The high
leader in the carriage with the preach-
er and the portly cook, looked back
upon the honors of the deceased
brother with a benignant air, as one
who has labored in good deeds fills
himself with a comforting seif-pity foi
his own unselfishness One wished for
a belief in the sentient spirit world for
the hope that the deceased might see
the glory of his departure. One felt
that here was one who had not died,
however he might have lived, in vain!
It was touching to speculate on the
character of the deceased in his life.
Some venerable old sage among the
darkies, full of years and blessed with
the simple honors of his race at the
end. An old Unc Remus, one felt,
with grizzled white whiskers and the
harmless vanity of useless brass
rimmed specs, doing odd jobs about
his children’s home, telling old tales
to the brood of pickaninnies at the
end of the procession, reading his
Bible, hobbling of a Sunday to a corner
seat in church, waiting for the last as
one of the plantations who has out-
lived his day and lingers on, a quainx
reminder of a vanished and more
simple time! And now he was gone
at last, ignorant and yet wise beyond
the babbling young blacks who aired
the knowledge of their books to his
consuming pride who never read ex-
cept in the Book which he could not
decipher and yet knew almost bv
heart, a kind old uncle of the elder
aavs, going home!

Really it was quite a pathetic little
picture that I had constructed out ol
the soft spring day, from the rambling

little funeral, with its cooks and
mourners and little blacks jammed in
the last carriage winding in its trail
of dust through the principal streets.
But on that account, the picture
should have been kept intact. I had
no business in interviewing the cook.
It is disheartening, the ease with
which the bubble of sentiment may be
pricked. Who would keep true the
warm-tinted dreams must preserve the
hazy view that comes through the
lashes from half-shut eyes. And I,
with a rosy pathos built with labor
from the common circumstance of an
humble death, must needs interview
the cook, her even who held the ban-
ner of the Lodge at the front of the
procession!

She wag hot and flustered, albeit
still proud, and she was berating the
milk man when I commenced to probe
for the history of the poor old uncle
who had died, whose funeral had call-
ed forth so general an expression of
grief. Before the awful dignity of the
cook in her mourning robes, 1 felt as
one standing in the presence of a
simple tragedy of lowly souls. Sincere-
ly, ard without levity, 1 asked the
opening question:

“Did you have a good time at
funeral?”

A visible memory of the flag illum-
ined the features of the cook. Figura-
tively she licked her chops at the rec-
ollection. Instantly, however, she re-
called the Lodge, the passing of the
“member,” her own habiliments of
grief. She forced herself into a resent-
ful mood:

“Ijaw-de, Mister, you knows I doant
have no good time at er burying! I'se
or lookin’ to gc ober de ribber myself;
I done placed my sole in glory an’ de
power uv de Lord, Yassir'”

‘‘Was the dead man a relative of
yours?”

“Er what sir? Nawsir! He ain’t no
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kin to me; I doant no nothin’ about
'im—nawsir!”

“What was his name?”
“I doant know 'xactiy what 'is hame

.vuz; I r.int never see ’im even. He
jest belonged to de Lodge—dat's all 1
know erbout him.”

“Didn’tyou near any body say what
his name was?”

“Ib leives,” said the cook cautiously.
“I b’lieves dey call ’im ’Mose. Nawsir,
l doant know vhat ’is uther name was
—lie lest Mose.”

And then, by degi ses, the tale came
out. From what the interviewer
;ould gather, the deceased was a
stranger in a strange land. He had
‘belonged” only a week, he was
‘mighty bad oft” when he had “jined”
n fact. And slowly, by even more

gradual degrees, the crux of the matter
fawned trom the fearful comments of
the cook, writhing under the cross-
examination. The Lodge, 't appeared,
was in a most unexciting state of
health. Its membership had been fall-
ing away. There had not been a fun-
eral in three months. It was neces-
*aiv, as it were, to create an interest,
to furnish the membership with a spur
to patriotism. And at this sad moment
in the fortunes of the Lodge “Mose,”
mystical derelict on the current of life,
had drifted into town—l gathered on
the top of a freight car—and had ta-
ken to his bed. And then the Lodge
had taken him up. It loaded him with
attentions, and the doctor went to see
him, and he fel.t his pulse and he gave
up the case. And then the Exalted
tiuler had become possessed of an in-
spiration. He had discounted the end.
With a half dozen sisters and the
preacher they had gone to the house
where Mose lay stricken unto death.
Mose had proved complacent. He was
received triumphantly into the mem-
bership not only of the Lodge but of
the Church. Propped up in a chair
he had received his baptism from a
wash-tub. The preacher duly pro-
claimed his salvation. There had been
meetings night after night and
“speshul” services at the Church. He
was overwhelmed with gifts of food
and drink. Pie lacked at no moment
for company. His eaiw resounded with
hymns, his last moments flickered to
their passing with the accompaniment
of fervent prayers. And in the mean-
time, the Lodge had grown. Old mem-
bers caroe back; new ones came in.
Meantime Mose’s “laigs got coler and
coler” until the chill had reached his
knees. It was then that the cook had
been informed of the imminence of
the funeral. T gathered that it was the
thing to protest. Nevertheless she was
x Christian and a member of “de
Lodge.” Her duty was plain before her.
She was "er officer.” It came high, but
the fifty cents assessment for the cere-
monies had been cheerfully paid. The
dollar extra for the seat in the carriage
it the front of the procession was the
price ol the waving of the flag. The
bereaved grand-children, flocking in
the last carriage, weie s»it.p y ihc fam-
ily of “de Sccitery,” too little to be
left behind and riding by special ar-
rangement on a species of excursion
ticket.

“Yassir,” said the cook, “Brer Mose
done died mighty quick. Here today,
gone tomorrow. Prepare to meet de
Lawd'”

From the criss-cross of his way
through life, Mose had certainly won
to an enviable passage • from toil to
final rest.

They placed a tombstone, too, I
learned afterwards, probably in the
way of gratitude for the man whose
death had served to rehabilitate the
Lodge. Since then there have been
several funerals, but the debt w'as
due, and it was paid. There was some
trouble about the name. “Mose” it
seems was thought too short. It did
not chime with the dignity of the fun-
eral or the significance of the stone.
Tha preacher finally prevailed:

“He wuz a stranger an’ we tuk him
in,” said he. “It is most mispropor-
tionate dat since we doant know' his
secund name we gibs ’im one. Like
de son of Jacob, he hav renited his
people in a strange land. Dat tomb-
stone mus have dis perscription: Moses
Jacob who come into de midst on char-
ity ana went out on benevilense.’’

In the economy of the city darkies
iives there are two unknown forces.
One of them, as has been indicated.
,s “de Lodge”: the other Is “de Hall.”
Each meets cince a week and their
ways are dark and their aims myste-
rious. What goes on at “de Lodge”
is a thing to give'serious pause to
sober thought. Who would discover
aught, however, in the way of detail
would have to be a detective of mani-
fold abilities. Question a member and
there ensues an instant access of stu-
pidity. The Lodge is, and there is
the end, so far as concerns the out-
side world. Occasionally there is a
parade, more often a funeral. Before
these functions, no contract of service
nor incident of emergency can stand.
That is a brave house-holder who
would look for delayed duties on a
“Lodge night.” It does not even avail
to offer to pay the fine. Some other
penalty intervenes, one of the myste-
ries of the sect, for there is somewhere
in the woof of the order a religious
significance. Its members are bound
together with chains that hold each to
his or her unknown, intangible duty.
The organization in its crude way is
perfect. For one thing, its control of
the labor situation is complete.

“I’ll report you to de Lodge,” said
a cook, caught with a week’s supplies
in her basket and discharged by her
mistress. “Dey shan't no ’spectable
cook wuk for you all, es I kin help it.”

The mistress laughed, but time
proved the efficacy of the threat. Cook
after cook came and went. Nurses
staid a day and departed. And the
discharged cook took up . a position
across the way, in full sight of her
former mistress’s back yard. The
“hoodo” was }n fine working order.
It gave promise of being invincible.
The lady of the house seriously consid-
ered going to a hotel to live. And
then a brilliant device occured to her.
She engaged a man, an idle, good-
natured, white-toothed good to
ornament a lawn, to pose in white
apron on the veranda, to daintily
twiddle a spade or hoe like the cham-
pion golfer twirls his brassie, one to
eat hearty meals and laugh infectu-
ously at reproof and go to sleep with
the spouting hose in his hand.

Instantly, there departed the power
of the lodge. Cooks applied by the
score. There was a regular “embar-
rassment de riche” of colored help.
The lady took her pick and kept them.
On her hack porch an able, fat and
cookly cook, smiles out upon an oily
world while the idle man-servant
brings the wood from the shed for the
kitchen stove. A dainty yellow maid
tosses a head of coarse thick hair and
tells the grinning man of all work to
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“go way from here, nigger!" There is
peace in the home economy of the lady
who was put under the boycott. True
the man-servant does not work except

for the cook—and, occasionally, for
the maid—but he earns his salary
every day.

The way to fight the pow’er of the
Lodge is to employ a man.

“De Hall” is even more a thing of
evanescence than ‘de Lodge.” You
can see the latter in operation. As
least if you look on Friday nights you
can see in silhouette on the yellow
curtains of its high windows sedate

- rows of shadow-heads, symbolic if un-
translatable. But even the rite of ‘‘de
Hall” is a mystery. “De Hall,’’ it

: w’ould appear is a giddy organization
“ —lacking the religious principle. Its
i attractions depend not upon regula-

tions. but desire. There is a hint of

orgies about its meetings. If you
catch your maid sieepy eyed over the
breakfast table, with a pink paper rose
sticking in her kinky hair, be not

: alarmed. The occasion will not be re-
peated for a week at least. She has
merely been to “de Hall,” wherever
that may be.

“Are you going to the hall?” I en-
quired of my cook of the funeral.

She drew herself up to five feet one
of offended dignity.

“Now’, Mister.” she protested, “you
knows l’se got religion!"

Comments on Living Topics
(Archibald Johnson.)

We tip our hat to Mr. Andrew Car-
negie for his liberal offer to contribute
$50,000 towards a library for our State

University, provided our North Caro-
lina people will raise as much more.
Surely the friends of the University
will not back down from such a prop-
ortion as this.

**' *

The Climax of Cruelty.

We w'ere exceedingly interested in
an article in the News and -Observer
of last Sunday, written by Marion T.
Plyler, on “Sherman in War’s Last
Days in North Carolina.” The move-
ment of the army under Sherman,

Schofield and Howard, in its march
from Savannah through the
is rapidly and tei'sely told, and the or-
der of the commanding general show-
ing the motive and purpose of the
“March to the Sea” are given. The
object in the mind of Sherman was to
destroy everything in sight so that the
people not only could not give assist-
ance to General Lee, but that on ac-
count of their helpless and suffering
condition the soldiers would be in-
duced to desert and fly to the aid of
their loved ones. The march became
a reign of terror and the country was
stripped of actual necessities of sup-
port. In addition to this the hordes of
the enemy could be ti'aced on its way
through South Carolina by the fires

: that consumed residences, barns, vil-
lages, towns and cities. Sherman was
not so handy with fire after he crossed
into North Carolina,- but the pillage
and plunder and highway robbery of
his unbridled troops w’ent ruthlessly
on. It was a grim carnival of destruc-
tion and ruin and left in its wake a
sad wreck of what had been a glorious
and happy country. And the recollec-
tion of this needless and wanton cruel-
ty, more than the blood of the battle-
fields, has kept alive the passion and
bitterness of that dreadful period. To
Gen. William T. Sherman, more than
to any one or ten other men. is due
the feeling of unforgiving hatred in
many Southern hearts for their North-
ern foes. We recall, as we write these
lines an old man—-a minister of the
gospei—who plead for the Union until
the very last, and who never admitted
the justice of the wisdom of the South-
ern cause until he saw the wreck and
ruin of his counti'y by the cruel and
malignant conduct of Sherman’s sol-
diers. After that he became as bit-
ter and unrelenting in his attitude to-
>vard the North as the most furious
secessionist of 1860. This needless and
criminal robbery and arson by Gen-
eral Sherman was the monumental
blunder of the war. It was wholly un-
necessary as the sequel showed—the
plans of the march being broken up
by the surrender of Gen. Lee. It was
the most amazing folly, as no glory
could come to a great .army trampling
on a fallen foe, and it was an act of
brutality upon which the civilized
world long ago set the seal of its
condemnation and which will grow’
more hideous as the years roll away.
Only one other act of the blind passion
of the hour more deeply disgraces the
American people and that was the
hanging of an Innocent woman for the
murder of Abraham Lincoln.

* * *

Submission to Authority.

The fate of young Arrowood carries
with it a lesson that may well be pon-
dered by those who are tempted to re-
bel against duly constituted authority.
Arrowood was not compelled to enter
the naval service. It was purely vol-
untary on his part, but having done
so he should have patiently perform-
ed his duty until he could nave se-
cured an honorable discharge. No
matter how unpleasant his surround-
ings, lie had taken an oath which
bound him to his task until his w’ork
was done. We wish the President
could have seen his way clea rto have
softened the sentence of the court-
martial which deprived him of his cit-
izenship, especially in view of the fact
that he was encouraged in his foolish
course by a narow and bigoted father,
and w’e sincerely hope that he may yet
be pardoned and have restored to him
the rights and privileges of a citizen,
but even those who feel most keenly
the disgrace that the young man ha»
brought upon himself are compelled to
admit the justice of the sentence. It
is a. great thing for a young man to
learn to obey, and rebellion against
law , whether of the home, the church
or the State, is bound to yield its bit-
ter fruit at last. Punishment may not
be so swift and severe as in this in-
stance, but waiting justice which
never sleeps, is sure to overtake the
culprit and demand its due. Not long
ago there was a rebellion in one of our
North Carolina Colleges which brought
the rebels only humiliation and shame;
and it is ever thus. It is better to
wear a galling yoke which one has
placed upon his neck than to throw it
off and defy the authority he pledged
lxis honor to obey. Milton Arrowood
was safer and happier surrounded by
his wild and rowdy companions, in the
line of duty, than he can ever be free
from the little restraint which .his gov-
ernment imposed upon him and with-
out its privileges and protection. *

Spring Bulbs.

Groff's New Hybrid Gladiolus, 40
cents per dozen, $3.00 per hundred.
Plant now and at intervals till May
for a succession of flowers.

Amaryllis Johnsonii. Immense
bulbs that will bloom finely in the
garden this summer and can be lifted
in fall and potted to bloom in the
winter; 50 each; $5.00 per
dozen. Smaller bulbs at half price.

Caladiums Esculentum 10 to 25
cents edch as to size.

W. F. MASSEY,
Raleigh, N. C.

3-14-law-4t.

A DIARY' FROM DIXIE, by Mrs.
Mary Boykin Chestnut, wife of
James Chestnut, Jr., United States
Senator from South Carolina, 1859-
’6l. Edited by Isabella D. Martin
and Myrtle Lockett Avery. Illus-
trated; 424 pages. Price $2.50.

Publishers:! D. Appleton Company,
New’ York.
The stories of the War Between the

States; of biographies of the great
generals; of reminiscences by men in
the public eye; of treatises upon the
right to secede —of these and like

books there have been a multitude
during the past twenty years. But
compai-atively few’ books have been

written giving a clear insight into
things as they were during the strug-
gle. This diary was written from day

to day, beginning at Charleston when

the convention was passing the Ord-
nance of Secession, continued at Mont-
gomery where the writer went with
her husband to witness the inaugura-
tion of President Jefferson Davis, on
whose staff her husband, a Brigadier

General of the Confederate army,
served during the w’ar, and added to at

Richmond and Columbia and other
points in the Confederacy. The writer
was on intimate and social terms with
the leaders in the Cabinet, the con-
gress and the army of the Confed-
eracy, and she writes of the social
and private side of their lives—a side
that the historians neglect. She writes
of Lamar, she says: “He was invited

that when he was brought from the

battlefield suffering from “paralysis
or some sort of shock,” every woman
was “ready to rush into the Florence
Nightingale business.” Lamar sent
for her, and even Mr. Davis had hast-
ened to his bedside, she went. She
found the courtly knight as courtly

as ever. “Will men flatter and make
eyes until their eyes close in death, at

tlie ministering angels? He was the
same old Lamar of the drawing room.”

As illustrating the absentmindness
of Lamar, she says: “He was invited
to dinner yesterday; so he came today.

The portrait given of General Rob-

ert E. Lee is one of the best things
in the “Diary.” Mrs. Chestnut first
saw Lee on July 27, 186 L

“A man riding a beautiful horse
joined us. He wore a hat with some-
thing of a military look to it, sat on
his horse gracefully, and was so dis-
tinguished at all points that I very
much regretted not catching his name
as Mrs. Stanard gave it to us. He,
however, heard ours, and bowed as
gracefully as he rode, and the few
remarks he made to each of us show-
ed he knew all about us.

“To all this light chat did we seri-
ously incline,* because the man and
horse, and everything about him were
so fine looking, perfection, in fact; no
fault to be found if you hunted for it.

As he left us, I said eagerly; ‘Who
is he?’ ‘Ybu did not know! Why
it was Robert E. Lee, son of Light
Horse Harry Lese —the first man in
Virginia.”

The book is not pretentious—it is

rather just like a vivacious woman
would write to a friend. It will give
a clearer insight into the inner circle

of the Confederacy than any preten-

tious history has done and will no
doubt have a wide sale, both in the
North and the South.

Bre r Catfish, Bfie’r Bullfrog and Dr.
’Coon.

(By John Jordan Douglass, of Dunn,

N. C., in The Criterion.)

Long, long time ergo (I'se tol'),
Fo’ de man wuz in de moon,

Bre’r Catfish he tuck col’.
An’ he sont fer ole Bre'r ’Coon.

Now, ole Bre’r ’Coon, dey say.
Lived in er holler tree;

An’ he’d walk ten mile nios’ eny day
Fer ter yearn he docter fee.

An’ w’en de Catfish call, hit cum,
Sez ole Bre'r ’Coon, sezee,

“I'se gwineter git him un'er Turn;
He’s rich ez rich kin be.”

Den ole Bre’r ’Coon slide down er log,
Cl'ar ter de reedy ma’sh,

Whar er biggity bullish speckled frog
Oberseed de creeturs' cash.

“Bre’r Bullfrog,” sed Bre’r ’Copn,
sezee,

“I’se gwineter physic Bre’r Cat;
An* I jes’ rode down fer ter know de

fee—
Es I'll fling de raseul flat.”

Bre’r Bullfrog swell up big an’ say;
“Bre'r ’Coon, yo' heaht am white;

I’llmake yo’ rich de bery day
Yo’ sqush dat scoun’ul's light.”

So ole Bre’r ’Coon he slide on down
Fer de catfish cove in de creek,

Whar ole Bre’r Cat wuz sneezin’ er-
roun’

An’ mos’ too hoa's ter speak.

“Bre'r Catfish,” sez Bre’r 'Coon, “yc
see,

Dere’s des one way ter git well:
Yo’ mus’ take Bre’r Bullfrog down ter

tea
An’ ’ceive his eunjur spell.”

Den ole Bre’r ’Coon swum back ter de
hank,

Whar ole Bre’r Bullfrog sot;
An’ he sed, “Bre’rBull, w’en de moon’s

in de shank,
Swim out ail see what youse got.”

Birneby de ole Banker went swimmin’
erlong,

Er lookin’ ter de right an’t lef’;
But fus’ t’ing he know his laigs wint

wrong,
An’ he ’uz purty night drownded ter

deaf.

He slapped an’ he slosjxed, Ilk’ er grate
, big whale.

An’ he slushed wid his strong ole
a’m;

Twell he robbed Bre’r Cat ub eb’ry
scale,

An’ did him monst’ous ha’m.

Ole Bre’r 'Coon, whiles dey fout dev
fiite,

Wuz er-bustin’ in ter de bank;
An’ he ma’ked he tail wid black and

white
By techin* er painted plank.

Eber sence dat day,
De ole folks say,

Bre’r Bullfrog’s laigs him small;
While ole Bre’r Cat
Am sick ez er rat.

An’ habn’t no scales ‘t all.

The North Carolina Booklet.

The March number of the Booklet
has recently been issued. It con-
tains an interesting and valuable ar-
ticle on “The Bcotch-lrish in North
Carolina.” by Rev. A. J. McKelway, of
Charlotte, He gives a brief sketch
of these Lowlanders. so different in
ijnany respects from the Highlanders,
tells of their migrating to Ireland,
then to America. It is of the settle-

ments in North Carolina he writes
chiefly. The paper is well written and
very instructive.

In this booklet the list of subjects
for Vol. V, beginning- May. 1905. is
announced. They are as follows:

1. Genesis of Wake County. Mr.
Marshall DeLancey Haywood.

2. St. Paul’s Church. Edenton, N.
C., and its associations. Richard Dil-
lard, M.D.

9. The Signers of the National Dec-
laration of Independence, Part II:
William Hooper. Mrs. Spier Hooper,

4. .Social Conditions in Eastern Car-
olina in Colonial Times. Hon. J.
Bryan Grimes.

5. North Carolina’s Principal Poets.
Rev. Hignt C. Moore.

6. History of the Capitol. Mr.
Charles Earl Johnson.

7. Cornelius Harnett. Mr. R. D. W.
Connor.

8. North Carolina at King’s Moun-
tain.

9. Gov. Jesse Franklin. Mr. S.
Porter Graves.

10. Edward Moseley. Prof. D. H.
Hill.

11. Gov. Thomas Pollock. Mrs.
John W. Hinsdale.

12. Battle of Cowan’s Ford. Major
William A. Graham.

The subscription price is SI.OO per
year.

Hints of Spring;.

The few stray flowers
By the sheltering bowers.
The Northborne bree'/.e,
And the budding trees
All hint of one thing.
The coming of Spring;
And all Earth doth rejoice
As she sings with sweet voice:

“The voice of the rill
I tune at my will;
And stir up the cry
Os the shadfrog near by;
And brighten the night
With the brush-fire’s light;
While high in the sky
The honking .geese fly.

“But Spring has her sad days,
When the Sun’s bright rays
Are hid by the cloud
Which Winter, full proud
E’en in defeat,
Blows to hide his retreat,
As he flies, chill of soul,
To the frozen Pole.

“And then, manifold,
I scatter my gold
Wherever I will,
Crocus and Jonquil,
With prodigal hand
All over the Hand,
For I cannot deny t
That a spendthrift am I.

"Sweet hints of my coming
In honey bees’ humming,
And promises ’true
In violets’ eyes blue.
And days which delight
The winter-tired wight,
Tell of one thing.
The coming of Spring.’’

G. R. ROOD.
Milbrook, N. C.

’file April Smart Set.

In the novelette which opens the
April Kmart Set, MacGowan
Cook has struck an entirely new note
in Action. It is a story of the West,
so saturated with the atmosphere of
that part of our country and so pho-
tographic in its depiction of ranch life
that it will take high rank among the
best tales of that class; yet it is more
as a character study that “The Red
Headed Woman” will win praise. The
heroine is the most original, the most
human, the most refreshing woman
who for a long time has stepped from
printed page. There is no reader who
will not be fascinated by her vagaries
and interested in her remarkable ca-
reer.

Janies Bryce on “America Rev Hi ted."

The Outlook’s April Magazine con-
tains eight illustrated articles, besides
marty portraits, a story, sketches,
poems, and the usual editorial and re-
view departments. This issue also
has the second of the two notable ar-
ticles by the Rt. Hon. James Bryce,
M. P., author of “The American Com-
monwealth.’’ In these Mr. Bryce, un-
der the title, “America Revisited; the
Changes of a Quarter Century,” gives
with acute discrimination the views of
a statesman as to the contrasts to be
found in this country on his recent
visit, as compared with what he ob-
served when gathering material for
his great book.

The Great Horned Owl.

Silas A. Lottridge, whose articles
and pictures of birds and bird-life
have appeared from time to time in
St. Nicholas, is a teacher living in a
New Jersey town. All of Mr. Lott-
ridge’s spare time, it is said, is spent
with his feathered friends. His ar-
ticle in the April St. Nicholas of “The
of considerable study of this unfa-
Great Horned Owl” contains the result
miliar neighbor. Among other photo-
graphs reproduced are three showing
this owl with feathers ruffled in anger,
very much like a turkey-cock. These
photographs, it is interesting to know,
proved to Mr. Burroughs, the error of
an opinion he had long held—Mr.
Burroughs claiming until he saw the
evidence of Mr. Dottridge’s camera
that the great horned owl never ruffled
its feathers.

Mark Twain is cultivating an amaz-
ing memory of his boyhood doings
and adventures. His latest story is of
his earning $5. He says that at one
school he attended there was a strict
rule against marking the desks; Any
boy discovered mutilating a desk must
be punished—being offered his choice
between paying $5 or taking a public
whipping. The irresistible combina-
tion of a shiny-topped desk and a
brand new knife in his pocket was
too much for Mark. He succumbed
to the temptation and whittled away
until the teacher caught him. The
punishment was set for the following
day. and Mark's father, thinking it a
pity the lad should be publicly
whipped, gave him a lecture and a $5
bill. The boy thought it over care-
fully. and when the time came, with
the bill in his pocket, went up and
took the whipping.

Warren's Educational Progress.

(Warren Record.)

A petition from the citizens of por-
tion of Sixpound and Hawtree town-
ships was presented to the county
commissioners Monday, and they or-
dered an election to be held for a
special school tax In said district.
Fletcher Bobbitt was appointed regis-
trar and W. P. Rodwell and Fred King
judges of election.

IN THE LITERARY WORLD.
A strong appeal to culture

and refinement is repre-

sented in the artistic ex-
cellence of the

Henry F. Miller
Pianos
of
Boston

A successful union of ex-

perience. science, ski I It'd

creative genius and am-

bition has resulted in the

production of a piano of

unquestioned superiority;

a universal favorite

among those seeking the

best in piano construc-

tion.

For catalogue and prices

see

DARNELL (&

THOMAS

Raleigh
N.C.

CORRECT PREPARATION ofPRESCRIPTIONS
All prescriptions sent to us are pre-

pared correctly in every detail —pure,
fit's11 drugs used—all compounding
done carefully anil correctly, precisely
according to the physician’s directions.

PRESCRIPTIONS BY MAIL A
SPECIALTY.

Bobbitt- Wynne
Drug Co.

Malaria Cured and Prevented
Mecklenburg Calcium Chloride Water hag lieen tested and found
to be very valuable therapeutic agent iu the prevention and cure of
malaria. The fact, lias been well established that persons drinking
Mecklenburg Calcium Chloride water arc prooft against malaria. A
prevention is better titan a cure anti now that spring is coming on
strengthen your system against malaria with Mecklenburg Calcium
Chloride.
For sale by all leading druggists in the United States. Write for
testimonials, pamphlets and literature.

Mecklenburg Mineral Springs Cc
CHASE CITY, VA.

TANNER PAINT AND OIL COMPANY
MMilfMtvmof PAINTS. GRIND VRH OP LMADim Gold* ta OR, foM

lime of BruhM wad all Pthitwn’ iiypiifn.
VOX imn •MTWMOWm. T’*

JiK .

A TAKES THE PEACE OF CALOMEL

fm PRICE 35 CENTS. AT ALL DRUGGISTS.

For sale by ALLDRUGGISTS.
-

~ Z3

Electrical: Supplies.
We carry a large lino of Electrical Supplies for every brunch of

business.

Elegant and up-to-date (itlings for dwellings a Specialty.

We do work aiiywiiere in the State.

Call and see our supplies, or write for prices.

Raleigh Construction Company
II W. Hargett St., Raleigh, N. C.

Eczema Cured.
Testimonial from M. S. Davis, president Louisburg Female College,

Louisburg, N. C'.

Louisburg. N. C.. April 0, 1905.
Mecklenburg Mineral Springs Co.. Clmse City, Va.

Gentlemen:—l feel it due to the cause of suffering humanity to make
the following statement of facts, with tile hope t hat others similarly afflicted
may profit by my experience:. About two years ago I was taken with eczema
in a very aggravated form. The disease first appeared on my face, neck and
arms, and gradually extended hi other parts of my l»odv. The skin on my
face and neck became tldek and rough, attended by an itching sensation
that was, at times, almost insufferable. I sought the lK*st medical aid to lie
had. hut found only temporary relief. My suffering became so intense that I
was forced to give up all business. At length I resolved to try the efficacy
of the Hydrlatic Baths and Chloride of Calcium water of Chase City. I
arrived at the Mecklenburg Hotel on March 10, 1905. and remained there
about four weeks. During that time I took twelve hot. baths, drank a
glass of hot Calcium water every morning before breakfast, anti took siv
or eight more cold during the day. Before the end of the four weeks every
vestige of the eczema hail disappeared. My skin was perfectly smooth ami
natural and my general health was never better. I take pleasure in recom-
mending the Chloride of Calcium Water of Chase City to all who are
afflicted with skin diseases.

With many thanks for courtesies received while at the “Mecklenburg.”
I am

Yours very truly. M. S. DAVIS.
Mecklenburg Mineral Waters for sale at all first -rings drug stores.

For prices, testimonials, etc., write Mecklenburg Mineral Springs Company.
Chase City. Virginia.

SSO POSITION.
PAY TUITION AFTER POSITION IS

SECURED.
The first ten who clip this notice

from the News and Observer and send

DRAUGHON’S
PRACTICAL BUSINESS COLLEGE,
Cor. Wilmington & Martin, Raleigh,
Columbia or Knoxville, may, without
giving notes, pay EVERY CENT of tu-
ition out of salary after good position
is secured. If not secured no pay re-
quired.
COURSE BY MAILFREE.

If not ready to enter you may take
iessons by maid FREE until ready,
which would save time, living ex-
penses, etc., or complete at home and
get diploma. D. P. B. C. Co. lias
$300,000.00 capital, 17- bankers on
Board of Directors, and TWENTY Col-
leges in THIRTEEN States to back
every claim it makes. Established
SIXTEEN years. Clip and send this
notice today.

ENGRAVED
Wedding Invitations

and Visiting cards Altuosl as
Cheap as Printing. Write us.

Tlie Bell Book and Stationery On.

Richmond. Va.

For Alderman

Fourth ward, first division. L G.
Rogers will apr>reclate*your support in
primary election April 20. 1905, city
lot. 9 a. in. to 8 p. m.
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