
FIGHTINGTOTHEEND
Capt. A. D. McGill Writes

of Last Day of the

War.
On Saturday night, April the Bth,

1865, after many wearisome marches
and continuous fighting since leaving

the trenches at Petersburg, Grimes’s
Division went into camp about five

miles from Appomattox. About sunset

and before halting for the night, we
heard the thunder of artillery in our

front. The sound of artillery was fa-
miliar to our ears. We heard it un-

ceasingly on the left of our line of

march and as incessantly in our rear,
but to hear the sound of guns in our
front, plainly indicated that we were
being surrounded, and that we should

soon be called upon to crown a glori-
our career by a glorious death. *

We were informed, however, that

we might sleep that night—which was
welcome news to men who had scarce-
ly closed their eyes in sleep for eight
or nine days and nights.

We did not take long to prepare sup-

per, for we had nothing to prepare. A

lew of the boys had a handful of corn,
which they parched and ate; but by

far the greater number lay down on
the bare ground weary and supperless,
but faithful and brave.

I was fortunate in having a tea cup
full of corn meal and about an inch
square of fat meat, which I had car-
ried through all the toilsome marches
and dreadful scenes of that retreat
without an opportunity of cooking it.
In camp that night. I could not find
in our brigade a frying-pan, oven,
spider or any other kind of cooking

utensil; so I thought for a while that
I should be constrained to carry my
handful of meal and my square inch
of fat bacon for a while longer. But
at lhst I found a long handled shovel,
in which I made up my dough and
baked a little cake of bread about the
size of a biscuit, though not nearly

scenes at Appomattox—the boys of
’6s—are rapidly crossing over the river
to rest, we trust, under the shade ot
the trees. Very soon the last of that
splendid army shall have passed from
earth to join their comrades on the
eternal shore.

A. D. McGILL.
Fayetteville, N. C., April 9, 1905.

GENERAL STONEWALL
JACKSON'S DEATH.

Not Fired T'pon by Pender's Men—
General Fender's Son Makes a

Correction in the Interest
of Historical Truth.

(Norfolk. Va., Landmark.)
Norfolk. Va., April 4.—ln Mr. Thos. E.
Watson’s recent book, “Bethany,”
page 361, he makes the statement
that General Pender's Brigade was
the one that “probably fired the fatal
volley” that killed General Jackson.
This statement was first made by
Fitzhugh Lee in his biography of
General Robert E. Lee. Both of these
statements are entirely incorrect, as
will be seen by the following articles
which appeared in the Richmond
News, of October 11, 1894. All other
historians had up to this time re-
mained silent on this most deplorable
incident, having a tender feeling for
those who were so unfortunate, and
Dr. McGuire well says “no good could
come of saying so.” Yet it remained
for Fitzhugh Lee to break this silence,
and in doing so make a statement in-
correct, and one that any would-be
historian should have investigated be-
fore doing so.

W. D. PENDER.
Article From Richmond News.

Glasgow, Va.. Sept. 29.. 1894.
My Dear Sir:—General Lee directs

me to say that he has not with him
the date upon which he based the
statement that General Jackson was
killed by a portion of General Pender’s
Brigade, but is almost certain that he
took it from an account of the
"Wounding and Death of Jackson.” by
Dr. Hiintqrr McGuire, his chief sur-
geon, who amputated his arm. etc.
The General says he is satisfied, how-
ever, it is a mistake, and that it was
Lane’s Brigade. lane had five North
Carolina regiments—the Seventh and
Thirty-Seventh North Carolina on the
right side of the road, the Eighteenth

and Twenty-eighth on the left, and
the Twenty-Third North Carolina in

A. D. McGill, Cumberland County.
Member Monument Committee.

C. B. WATSON, Winston-Salem, N. C.
Member Monument Committee.

so thick. I then fried the bacon,

which turned out to be all grease and
which I ate out of the shovel. This
was my last cooking experience in
Lee’s army.

We .did not steep- long. About,
twelve o’clock, I received orders from
regimental headquarters to get my
men ready to move at once. Weary,
hungry and footsore, the gallant boys
were harder to arouse than usual, but
we were soon on the march again—-

whither we did not know. At day-

break we reached Appomattox and
when it was light enough for us to see,
we saw dead men and horses, a sure
indication that we had reached the
scene of the conflict. Line of battle
was formed and about sunrise our lint,

advanced. On reaching the crest of
the first rising ground, the Federal
artillery opened upon our advancing

line. We drove the enemy steadily
back, capturing at least part of the
artillery in our front. One of the
guns was turned half over in a ditch,
as 1 remember seeing it, when I pass-
ed. ,

We advanced so far that the enemy
attempted to close in on our right; but
a battery of our artillery, which mov-
ed forward with us, checked the move-
ment and we began to fall back. The
enemy seeing us moving to the rear,
again advanced; their advance was
checked by Cox’s Brigade. Cox’s
brigade again took up the movement
to tlie rear, tow'ard the Court House,
the withdrawal being covered by a line
of sharpshooters. I had the honor
to he ope of this last line of skirmish-
ers, in charge, of the sharpshooters of
the 30th Regiment.

After retiring some distance, word
was passed up the line from the left
to cease firing, that General Lee had
surrendered. I told my men not to
cease firing until we received orders
from competent authority. In a few
minutes thereafter a staff officer came
galloping up the line from our left
and informed us of Lee’s surrender.
Wo then ceased firing and assembled
northeast of Appomattox Court House.

In a short while after the surrender
took place; we had more Yankees
than rebels in our midst. There was
the utmost consideration and good
will. We had nothing to eat; General
Grant sent us coffee and crackers in
abundance. There was no demon-
stration of rejoicing; no firing of sa-

* lutes; no cheering. It was a beauti-
ful Sabbath day, and, after the sur-
render, as quiet and peaceful as a
Sabbath in Scotland.

On Monday, April 10th, we were ail
paroled. Oh Tuesday our troops were
marched to Appomattox Court House,

where we found the “boys in b;ue’
drawn up in line. For the last time
the men in gray formed line in front
of them. They Saluted us with their
arms and flags; we then stacked arms,
broke ranks and turned our faces
southward toward home. I left Ap-
pomattox with my little company of
twelve men—all that were left of one
hundred and sixty-six!

We walked all the way to our
homes; the people all along the way
were kind enough to give us plenty of
food.

We reached North Carolina, at Rox-
boro, In Person county, where the good
people of that town stopped us and
gave us a splendid dinner. I have a
warm spot in my heart for those peo-
ple yet and hope some time to be able
to thank them again in person.

Forty years have passed since that
9th of April. Time has blotted out
many thlr gs from the memory of us
all: scenes have changed and the Ap-
pomattox of today is unlike the bat-
tlefield of forty years ago, where that
heroic eight thousand received permis-
sion to go to their homes and “there
remain undisturbed.”

The great leaders on both sides, the
principal actors in the sad close of
that drama, have passed away; the re-
maining participants in the closing

front of these four regiments as skir-
mishers.

He thinks Jackson was first fired
upon by a portion of the Thirty-
Seventh North Carolina on the right,
and afterwards bv the troops on the
left of the road. •

In an address delivered several years
ago before the Society of the Army of
North Virginia, he so stated; hut
seeing Dr. McGuire's report after-
wards, and thinking he ought to
know, changed it. The General says
he had the highest admiration for
your father as a soldier, and believed
that had he lived he would have been
a corps commander.

Yours very truly.
H. M. REED.

Secretary.
When Dr. Hunter McGuire’s atten-

tion was called to the above.,he said:
“General Lee makes two mistakes

in his letter. First, in saving that
Jackso* was shot by men in Pender’s
brigade, and second, that I made this
statement in my account of the
‘Wounding and Death of Jackson.’ J
did not say so.

“Rhode’s division was In front that,
evening at Chancellorsville and after
driving the enemy for several miles,

became so disordered and mixed up
with the second line (Colston’s or
rather Jackson’s old division) that
General Jackson ordered Rodes to the
rear to reform his men. At the same
time he directed Hill, whose division
was in the rear and in column, to
march to the front and form in line in
front of the position occupied by
Rodes. While this change was being
made, Jackson, with several of his
staff, rode out towards the enemy’s
lines to reconnoitre.

“He went so far forward that he ran
into some Federal pickets, who fired
at his party. He then turned and
rode rapidly towards his own lines;
by this time the change that he had
ordered was completed, and Hill's di-
vision was in front. The men of Hill’s
division did not know that Jackson
and his party were between them and
the Federals. They supposed that
there was nothing between their lines
and that of the enemy, and when they
heard a number of horsemen coming
at a gallop up the hard turnpike road,
they naturally supposed it a charge of
cavalry, and fired. At this time Jack-
son was shot.

“It was not men of Pender’s bri-
gade. but of another brigade in that
division, commanded by as noble
gentleman and as gallant a soldier as
any in the Confederacy, and made up
of men who on that, as upon every
other field in which they were en-
gaged, always displayed conspicuous
courage.

“This was Lanes brigade, but no
good can come of saying so.”

Battle Flag of The 33rd.

(Fayetteville Observer.)

Dear Major Hale: —Give me space
in your valuable paper to jot down i

few war notes.
Forty years ago today at nine o’clocl

the writer escaped from Fort Gregg

at Petersburg, with the colors of the
regiment, which you remember well.

I will never'forget, as I was leaving

the fort the whole of the Federal line
of soldiers fired at me and my col-
ors.

The officer in command of the Fed-
erals ordereel his men not to fire or

1 the color bearer.
You still remembered how our met

cheered as I entered the Confederate
lines with our battle flag, yourseb
among the number.

| This fort was occupied by a detach
ment of the Washington artillery frorr

i New Orleans, having four guns, ever}

! gunner in the fort being among the
killed. Total number killed in the
fort was about three hundred.

; I surrendered those colors on the 9th

of April at Appomattox court house.
Va.. between Hancocks corps of Fed-
eral soldiers. As the government at
Washington is returning those old bat-
tle flags I would like »to get possession
of mine if possible.

I am writing this to substantiate
what has been said of N. C. troops,

“First at Bethel and last at Appomat-

tox.”
Fort Gregg was named after the

lamented General Gregg, who was
killed at the battle of Fredericksburg

in 1563. General Gregg was from

South Carolina.
Yours truly,

J. W. ATKINSON.
[The order given by the command-

'er of the troops who had overrun Bat-
tery Gregg, not to fire on the escaping
color bearer, was “Don’t fire any more
at that boy—he is too brave to be
killed in this way.”—Obs.]

A STORY OF PATHOS.

A North Carolina Working Woman’s
Experience in the War.

Seeing that it was wished that the
sisters and wives of the Confederate
soldiers give an account of the way

they had to live in time of the war I
write the following: My mother was
a widow with four boys and three
girls. The oldest girl was married. I
had three brothers that enlisted at the
first of the war, and also my brother-
in-law. They served through the war.
and my younger brother ran away and
went in a short time and was there
till the end. He was wounded, but

thank God they all got back. Out-

house was burned the first year of the

war and everything that we had. My
mother was a weaver. She had to
make our living by the loom. I was
only eleven years old, and one sister
was younger. We had our wood to
chop in the woods and carry- it on out-

backs. My married sister and myself
would carry a half bushel of corn
apiece to the mill on our back and the
mill was three mile from home. Later
on in the war and the times got real-
ly hard. We had to pay SIOO for a
bushel of wheat and tote it to the mill
to get biscuit for Sunday morning.
Our coffee was parched meal. Oh,
how good those Sunday morning
breakfasts were, with biscuits and
parched meal coffee swetened with
sorghum, better than anything I ever
get now.

I had to card and spin four cuts of
yarn a day and fill the mills for my

T rejoined, “My tongue any rate is
not a prisoner and I shall not hesitate
to denounce this robbery,” as the terms
of surrender expressly provided that
the private property of all the prison-
ers should be respected and not dis-

e then demanded “Hand me that
strap to which the glass had been at-
tached.” and which was still across my
shoulders. 1 said, “Iwill not.” He be-
ing on horseback and I marching by
his side, then reached over and en-
deavored to seize the strap, and detach
it.

I said to him, “Take your hands
away and do not touch me, I will not
submit to your putting your hands on
my shoulder. You have your soldiers
around you and I have not the power
to resist this further robbery.” I then
quietly unclasped the strap and handed
it to him.

In doing this I demanded, “What is
your name, sir?” He said, “I am Col.
M. B. Birdseye, of Ouandago county,
New York State.” I took a pencil from
my pocket and wrote his name and ad-
dress on a memorandum book, saying

to him in close of our controversy, “I
have a very tenacious memory, I al-
ways remember my friends, and I do
not forget my enemies. I propose to
remember you, sir.” This memoran-
dum I carried in my pocket for more
thna ten years. I have never seen this
man since the events related, nor heard
directly lrom him, until the receipt of
the letter atached hereto. Some years
after the close of the war I was travel-
ing on a Pullman car, and there sat
near me, a gentleman of pleasing ap-
pearance, with whom I engaged in
Conversation. He was evidently a Ger-
man. He told me he had served in
the Northern Army as Adjutant of
Custers Division of Sheridan’s corps.

In the course of conversation I told

him of my experience with Col.
Birdseye of that command. He de-
nounced the man as a scoundrel, and
said he knew him well, and inteded, if
he ever met him, to express his opinion
of the transaction.

1 will remark here that the Colonel’s
example was promptly followed by the
rank and file of his regiment, for that
night every man of my two battalions
was robbed of his watch and other
personal property.

Whether it was his conscience which
moved him or the denounciation of
the former adjutant of Custer’s Divi-
sion, 1 know not, but on March the
29th, ulto. 1 received the letter at-
tached hereto:

Fayetteville, N. Y., Mar. 27, 1905.

Colonel J. W. Atkinson-, Wilmington,
N. C.:

11. A. LONDON, Pittsboro, N. C.
Member Monument Committee.

W. T. JENKINS, Littleton.
Member Monument Committee.

mother and also carry wood and wa-
ter. So I did not get to go to school.
I hael to learn what I did at home at
night. 1 would take a piece of lead
and melt it and run it in a reed and
make a. pencil of it to write with on
such brown paper as I could get. My
married sister and myself would walk
nine mile to Charlotte for sewing
which was done on soldiers clothes and
carry them home and then carry them
back. In strawberry time we would
stoop in the sun all day and pick ber-
ries and cap them and carry them
to Charlotte for 5c per quart.

It looked hard, so very hard, and
my poor brave brothers fighting ah
the time for the rich' man’s negroes
and we at home slaving and starving
through it all. Then such a few of the
poor ones now get pensions. My older
brother is seventy-four, and he has
never had a pension until this year,
and then got only $14.00. It seems a
shame to me that North Carolina
should pay such a little to a man who
has been through so much for her.
What I have written is every word
of it the truth. My spelling may
have to be corrected, as I did not have
time to get an education. I had to
work while my brothers fought. i
worked and slaved so hard as a little
girl that I broke my constitution down
and have never had any health since.
And I still have to work so hard. I
have never known what it was to have
as much as SIO.OO in all my life. If
the rich women could only know what
ct hard time we poor women have who
have to almost get out of the cradle
to go to work, and to work until the
grave opened for us, I' am sure that
they would have more feeling for us
and that our lot would not be quite so
hard.

When I look back upon the dark
time of the war I can see onlv one
bright spot. That was when the home-
spun dress for which I had worked
so hard to card and to spin and to
weave and to dye and to make, was
finished, and I in it on Sunday morn-
ing at Church. Then I felt so proud
and so happy. But as I said I wanted
to tell the exact truth and I must add
that those Sunday morning biscuits
also made me very very happy. They
came so seldom and were so good.

My family name was Benfield.
mrs. mary McConnell,

Webbs, Lincoln County, N .C.

A CASE OF CONSCIENCE. -

\n Interesting Incident of the War
With as Equally Interesting Sequel

(Wilmington Dispatch.)
In the Spring of 1865 a battle was

ought, at Sailor’s Creek, Va., between
Sheridan’s Cavalry, supported by
Wright’s corps of artillery, and Gen-
¦ral Ewell’s corps of the Confederate
Yrmy.

General Ewell, being largely out-
numbered, after a gallant fight, surren-
lered his entire corps. I commanded
wo hatallions of artillery attached to
Swell’s corps, and these thus became
prisoners of war. We were placed
xnder guard of the Second New York
Cavalry. In marching from the battle-
ield, as prisoners under guard. Colonel
lidseye, commanding, observed a
tandsome “Field Glass” suspended by
i leather strap across my shoulders,
ind asked me to let him look at the
?lass; I at once, without hesitation de-
ached it fromthe strap and handed it
o him. He admired it so much and
tept it so long that I became, uneasy
md said to him politely. “Ifyou have
tnished looking at my glass will you
oblige me by returning it.” He replied,
‘I do not intend to return it.” I in-
Ugnantly answered, “Is it possible that
he great United States government
las a man of the high rank of Colonel
vho is capable of commiting high-way
•obbery?”He said, “You shall not
ipeak to me in that way.” To which

My Dear Sir: For many years 3
have been trying to locate Lt. Col. J
W. Atkinson, whose name is on a
“Field Glass’’ that has hung in my din-
ing room for nearly forty years. This-,
glass was handed me by the officer who
inscribed his name on it on the night
of April 6th, 1565, at "Sailors (.’reek,
Va.”

The writer was Colonel commanding

the Second New York Cavalry and
with his regiment guarded several
hundred Confederate prisoners that
night. The Colonel Atkinson. I am
seeking, was a Lt. Col. of the Nine-
teenth Virginia Battalion as I remem-
ber his telling me at the time, and if
my memory serves me rightly, was one
of several officers with whom 1 shared
coffee and hard tack that night.

Ls you are the officer that gave me
thh glass I shall be most happy to re-
turn it to you. I recently learned of
your address through the kindness of
General Custis Lee.

In about ISSS I made an effort to
locate you through General J. B. Gor-
don, whom I met at Gettysburg. Await-
ing your reply, I am most respectfully

M. B. BIRDSEYE.
To this letter I have replied, asking

Col Birdseye to send me my glass by
express. At same time I took th<
liberty of refreshing his memory about
the circumstances of his having my
property in his possession and to as-
sure him that I was not “one of sev-
eral officers with whom ho shared cof-
fee and hard tack that night.”

I should have been indisposed to ac-
cept his hospitality or any other favoi
from him. J. W. A.

"So
Columbus, Ohio, May 19, 1903.

Some four years ago I was suffering
from impure blood and a general run-
down condition of the system. I had nc
appetite, was losing flesh, and had an all-
gone tired feeling that made me misera-
ble. I began the use of S . S. S., and
after taking seven or eight bottles my skir
was cleared of all eruptions and took on a
ruddy, healthy glow that assured me that
my blood had been restored to its nor-
mal, healthy condition. My appetite was
restored, as I could eat anything put be-
fore me, and as I regained my appetite
I increased inweight, and that “tiredfeel-
ing” which worried me so much disap-
peared, and I was once again my old sen.

I heartily recommend S. S. S. as the
best blood purifier and tonic made, and
strongly advise its use to all those in need
of such medicine. Victor Stubbins.
Cor. Barthman and Washington Aves.

Wheeling, W. V., May 28, 1903.
My system was run down and my joints

ached and pained me considerably. Ihad
used S. S. S. before and knew what it
was, so I purchased a bottle of it and have
taken several bottles and the aches and
pains are gone, my blood has been cleas-
ed and my general health built up. I can
testify to it as a blood purifier and tonic.

1533 Market St. John C. Stein.sss If you have any
symptoms of dis-
ordered blood
write us and our
physicians will
advise you free.
Our book on

blood and skin
diseases sent free

The Swift Specific Company, Atlanta, 6a.

IPPOMATIOX AND ROBERTS’ CAVALRY.
Roberts’ cavalry brigade, composed

of the 4th and 7th N. C, Cavalry regi-

ments, were up to the 28th of March,
1865, on duty on General Lee’s right,
not far from Dinwiddle Court House.

I do not know the strength of the 4th

Regiment, hut the 7th had present for

duty at that time about 315 men and
officers.

When the retreat from Petersburg
began, Roberts’ brigade became the

rear guard on one of the roads, used
by General Lee’s army, in its west-
ward march, and was constantly en-
gaged in fighting and skirmishing
with the enemy over every mile to
Appomattox.

The fearful hardship, and the awful
fatigue endured by the men in that
command from March 28th to April
9th, 1865, can never be forgotten by
those of us who underwent that terri-
ble strain on human nature.

The constant fighting and want of
rest, sleep and food —caused many of
our best men to drop from actual phys-
ical inability to keep up and they were
captured. Our losses in killed and
wounded were very heavy and when
we reached Appomattox on the morn-
ing of the 9th, the 7th Regiment had
present for duty less than 50 men out
of a total of about 315 two weeks be-
fore.

About ten o’clock p. m. the Bth of
April we went into camp about one
mile east of the court house, apd at
4 o’clock a. m. the 9th we mounted
and marched through the village and
were placed in line of battle on the

tion reign supreme over the spot
where a proud and gallant young na-
tion died.

E. J. HOLT.
April 10th, 1905,

’Hie Czar.

(By A. Maurice law in the April-June
Forum.)

There is no more unhappy wretch ir.
all this wide world thah Nicholas 11.,
Czar and “Autocrat of all the Rus-
slas,” as he grandiloquently calls him-
self. There is no man for whom one
must entertain more profound pity
or more profound contempt. Were
Nicholas a Nero or a Charles 11., his
unrestrained passion or his love
of pleasure would command a certain
respect, if not exactly admiration.
Nicholas Is neither: he more nearly

resembles that king of France con-
temptuously nick-named le debon-
nalre, who, full of good intentions, was
of a nature too vacillating to be able
to carry his good intentions into ef-
fect, arid whose complaint nature fin-
ally brought him misery and to his
empire dissolution. Nicholas is a
ruler who means well, who takes life
seriously, who would like to see his
people contented and prosperous, but
who accomplishes nothing because he
has no stability and no strength of
character. He is a man without a
mental compass; there is no polariza-
tion in his mind; there is nothing to
hold him on .a set course. He swings
from point to point, like a ship with
rudder gone, at the mercy of every
passing slant of wind or rippling wave.

' ''

'i; i
9 Vj O \

GENERAL W. K. ROBERTS.

right of Grimes's division of infantry.

We were about one-third of a mile
west of the court house and a large
open field in our front. About sun-
rise a Federal battery in front of our
left flank opened on us. I think the
battery was not over 900 or 1,000
yards distant, and was in open ground
—about 50 yards from the woods—-

pn its left.
General Roberts at once gave us

;he command: “Draw Sabers —forward
trap march —charge!” and our little

band of tiged and hungry men, not
wer 100 in all, moved as promptly as
he command was given, and with as

much spirit as did the "gallant six

hundred at Balacklava.” Down a hill
into a bottom, across some ditches, up
another hill and we had a battery of
four pieces of artillery and about fifty
prisoners. The air was thick with
bursting shells, hissing grape and can-
ister, but there was no faltering.

Little did we think that was to be

the last battery to be stormed and
captured by an army which had taken
so many, but such was the case.

We carried our captured men hack
\nd reformed our broken ranks,
ready for more work. About that time
we discovered a force of dismounted

men going down a. rail fence at the
of the field. General Roberts or-

dered the 7th to charge them; we did
30 with drawn, sabres and moved at a
gallop over the same ground we
charged over in our first charge. We
reached a point about 50 yards of
ihem when the Yankees quit running

and got on their knees behind the

fence and poured a continuous fire

with Spencer repeating rifles into our
small force. We returned sabres and
unslung our carbines and gave them
a volley.

About that time my horse fell, shot

in the heart, and seeing the impossi-
bility of capturing or killing the ene-
my we fell back. I ran out on foot and
got out safely, but my clothes were
oierced with two Imlls.

When I got back to the brigade
General Lee had surrendered, and the
war was at an end.

As soon as General Roberts knew

>f the surrender, he and a few of
the men made their escape.

I could not leave, as I was too tired
to walk and had no horse.

I was the ranking officer left in
Roberts’ and Barringer’s brigades, and

as such, by orders of General W. 11.
F\ Lee, our division commander, I
gathered the men belonging to the
two brigades, went into camp about

>ne-half mile east of the court house.

We rested and slept and rested and
dept some more till Monday evening,
he 10th, %vhen I marched the two

brigades to a spot near the court house

md stacked our arms. In the mean-
time, rolls had been made of every
man, his name, rank, company and
regiment and on Tuesday evening I
reported in person to Major General
Lee, who signed my parole and gave
me a blank for each man in the two
brigades—which I signed and we at
ance began our march for home.

The troops in the two brigades lived
ill over the State, and as we reached
roads leading in the direction of their
homes, squads would bid us good bye

and take the road leading homeward.
[ reached home the 17th April.

Forty years after the above events
l was again on the field at Appomat-
tox. The changes in the landscape

are few; otherwise it is very different.

In 1 865 two hostile armies were in
deadly conflict, the booming cannon,
bursting shells, the hiss of grape and
canister, the rattle of the deadly En-
field rifle, the tramp of charging
squadrons, the defiant Southern yell,
and now a small flock of lean sheep
quietly feeding upon the scant grass
~=-and the spirit of decay and desola-

At times he appears almost the man
of eourage, of purpose, of determina-
tion; and then after every effort comes
the reaction. Spent by his own evi-
dence of strength, frightened by the

exercise of his will, he turns to the

doctors of superstition, the men whose
trade is omens, and he falls a prey to
their malign influence. For a man
who seeks his inspiration delivered
through the lips of the dead, who per-

mits himself to be the tool of miracle-
workers. who seeks portents in the im-
palpable things of the air instead of
reading the signs of the times in the

faces and tho hearts of men and wo-
men who surround him, can one have
anything else hut contempt?

And yet one must be just, and one
must recognize that no matter what

he does he is surely marked for the

hand of the assassin. If he cannot <
escape from the thrall of the Pobiedo-
nosteffs and the reactionary grand
ducal ring, he will be destroyed by the

bomb as was his grandfather; if he
yields to the benevolent dictates of his
own heart or the fear of the vengeance
of his long-suffering subjects, he will
perish under the dagger of some mem-
ber of his entourage, as other mem-
bers of his ill-fated family have. He

can never close his ears to the sound
of the beating of the wings of death.
He can never shut out from his vision
the spectre that lurks just beyond the
reach of his outstretched hand. From
haunting fear there is no escape. De-
spise him one may properly, and yet

one cannot fail to have for him pity.

SLOAN’S
LINIMENT

g|
KILLS

I PAIN
a for farmIfactoryanii
J FAMILY USE
J AN ENTIRE
W MEDICINE

CHEST
ALLDEALERS

Real Estate.
For Sale. Good building lots and

stores in Pilot Mountain. Large farm
near Middleburg, N. C., and some line
timber propositions.

R. E. PRINCE,
Real Estate Agent,

Raleigh, N. C.

Announcement.
I hereby announce myself as a can-

didate for Alderman from the First
Division of the First Ward. Ido this
solely in the interest of good govern-
ment and not in the interest of any

man clique or corporation. If elected
I will do all I can to promote good
government.

B. T. JOHNSON.
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