
J ncidenLs and Observations
BY R. 1,. GRAY.

IT IS TO “SITUR."

One of the prim qualities which
have contributed towards a powerful
if inartistic civilization is the habit of
‘•sitting up.” The pose is essentially
unnatural and ungraceful. It has been
found, however, to fit with the spirit

which looks conditions in the face and
wins from a level glance an accurate,

if sometimes unbeautiful judgment. To
sit up is to be alert, to be discrimi-
nating. to be on the whole just rather
than sentimental —to value things for
themselves, disassociated from what
sentiment or desire would have them
to be. To “sit up” mentally is perhaps
to be a trifle too w ise in know ledge of
evil, but it does not preclude the vi-
sion of what is really good in the
world. And then, is always permis-
sible to lounge, to look up lazily into
the sky and dream. Dreams are good
medicine for those who sit up too
much; they are like poppy seed to
those who have not learned to stiffen
their spines. “Sitting up” deals with
facts and looks to their ultimate
change for the better; reclining, ex-
cept for the occasional great seer
among men whose message comes to a
tired world like a voice from out the
mysteries themselves, is merely to
waste the power for good wood chop-
ping for the sake of a very mediocre
fancy thrashed out from time imme-
morial by equally small and futile
brains. Just as the man who never
gets himself really out of his office
chair becomes at the end exacting of
detail till he cannot see the bulk of
a fact for the pin point of an inci-
dental, so the dreamer misses the
chance of doing an humble but useful
work for the sake of a tawdry con-
ceit.

With the exception of the Japanese
—and they violate so many rules an
to constitute the exception that threat-
ens the shifting of the old-established
power of the world—progress has ever
been with those who sat in chairs, de-
cay with those dependent upon the
ottoman or the mat. And even the
Japanese squat, a more difficult atti-
tude than sitting—the point of sitting
up being to suffer sufficient discomfort
to enable the mind to keep its vision
fixed on the thing in hand.

It is' not for nothing that the
pregnant slang has with its beautiful
unconsciousness recognized the princi-
ple. To “sit up and take notice” or
to “sit up and take nourishment” have
the very definite meaning that victory

is in sight, despair banished, hope to
the fore!

Nobody has to “sit up” like the
newspaper. The editor has ever be-
fore him the gentle little problem of
pleasing every day a thousand diver-
gent interests, opinions and preju-
dices and at the same time pleasing
himself without fear of any or all of
these. It is a delicate task at which
neither a theorist, a prig nor a bully
can for long succeed. His policy must
be determined, but open-eyed, candid
and just. He must see everything and
put it down. Always must he keep
before his mind that his readers are
folks, good with the virtue of the
mass that moves slowly to reforms
which last when they are finally devel-
oped. He must know that they, too.
are wide-awake and curious. They
want to know. They depend upon the
editor. His paper is their daily mirror
of events. Like the broad-minded
men of the world that they are, they
will not stop his paper because the
editor’s ideas do not always fit with
their own, but they will destroy him
if he becomes afraid; and they will
most assuredly put him in the outer
dark if he fails to publish the news.
In this matter the public is inexor-
able and he is a confident egotist who
will say that the public when it is
practically united should he denied
the things it wants. And the world is
not all beautiful in its manifestations.
There are the black spots in the day’s
events just as there are the inevitable
sorrows in the individual life. Right-
ly or wrongly, the world is interested
in the dark places, possibly because it
is on the whole so happy itself. It
reads of them in the paper with vary-
ing emotions, but it reads. And it is
the duty of the paper to picture the
facts, not to unduly distort but to put
them down as they happened and
if possible, with sufficient description
to paint the scene in its natural col-
ors. True, the picture may not be a
pleasant one, but it should be truly
taken; and there should be no mawk-
ish shrinking in the performance of
the duty.

The particular cause responsible for
the fore-going observations is a se-
vere criticism leveled at this paper and
especially this writer for giving a
truthful and detailed report of th®
hanging of the negro Partridge at
Fayetteville last week. According to
the editor of the religious newspaper
who was shocked at the report,
both the paper and the writer
debased themselves in working to
give the public an accurate account
of the tragic end of a tragedy that had
stirred the State, that caused a spe-
cial bill to be passed through the
Legislature that the criminal might
be speedily tried. The editor refers
to the report as sensational, graphic,
full of evil incident and color and he
raises pious hands, presumably be-
cause he thinks that the taste of the
people will be first offended and then
vitiated. To “write up” a hanging is
to his mind a useless and premeditat-
ed crime.

What are the facts? Why did the
editor himself read the story? The
head-lines, the lirst few, brief para-
graphs told the tale in full. He could
have stopped there easily. But he
went on. Like the vitiated people to
whom he would not have the paper
pander, he continued to the end, fol-
lowing the story from the first to the
last page. Was he vitiated and was
his editorial a sort of penance for
his interest? If so, his scruples dist-
ance those of the mass of the people.
Then, too, the mere fact that he had
an impression that the report was
"sensational” indicates his consuming
interest in the story and the details of
the end of the brute. There was
nothing in the story which Whs not
true. If it was sensational, it was be-
cause the facts were out of the ordin-
ary, because their perusal held the
editor to his mutton. A hanging is a
tragedy that cannot be separated
from human interest. Os all events
it is the easiest to report “graphical-
ly.” One has simply to say that the
condemned man stands on the gal-
lows, to suggest the attitude bf the
imminence of death in a line, to refer
to the people waiting for the fall, each
man revolving in his mind the physical
sympathy for pain and horror which
comes at the sight of the meanest vic-
tim. He has only to put down simply
the few spoken words before the tra-
gedy. To tell of the drop. To swing
a few short sentences chary of ad-

jectives about the body at the end of

the rope—anddhe reader does the

rest. Some things need a wealth of
description to be told so as to be un-
derstood. Death, the constant menace
at the heart of nature, needs but to
be suggested in his grim surround-
ings.

In an age which has adopted the
policy of hunting for the truth, wheth-
er ugly or not, which has won past
the flimsy device of euphemism and is
slowly learning to consider conditions
and their attendant evils instead of

waiting to vent indignation and be-
come concerned only over such mat-
ters as are brought to the surface by

circumstance, the people can be trust-
ed with the truth whether it be sweet
and elegant, sour or brutal. There is
more pessimism in the idea that the

innate worth, kindness and charity of

the public may be endangered by the
narration of the exceptional horror
than there is in the faith that the pub-
lic has become mature. In this day
and time we are “sitting up"; and the

dreams that come in the well-earned
pauses of work are the sweeter and
the fairer because they are of the lux-
uries of life.

However, this is not so much a cri-
ticism as a remonstrance with our edi-
tor who reads “hangings” so carefully
himself and whets the curiosity of liis
own readers by veiled denunciations
afterwards. I have it from his own
pen that his attitude in the editorial
world is neither that of sitting up nor
lying do.wn. It is the most awkward
mean between the two: the critic
works on all-fours.

"We shall endeavor,” said he on the
occasion of a New Year’s edition, “to

write our editorials henceforth on our
knees.”

So far as the writer knows the op-
eration has been conducted in private,
but it seemed then and still seems to

have been an ill-advised ambition, pe-
culiarly unsuited for an editor, who
in the nature of his calling has ever
to be on guard. It would appear that

the position is one extremely open to
attack; it is certainly not suited for
self-defense. It is a top-heavy pose, ir-
ritating, it would seem, to adopt, and
inviting to assault. To write thus
would be to suffer a rush of blood
to the head, to bias a cool and sober
judgment, to see things at an acute
and uncomfortable angle. After in-
fancy, the knees have usually been ex-
ercised by the human race in moments
of fervent appeal to the one or the
other divinity or for undignified ex-
cursions after things that were lost
under something. I have seen several
red-necked and immorally explosive

men making baby-like explorations in
search of fugitive buttons; have heard
of timid damsels spoiling the set of
bewitching night-dresses hunting the
ever possible man under the bed; have
seen a woman crawl painfully about
the floor “cutting out” patterns: have
seen an author whose proof and copy
had been blown about his room mak-
ing a sinuous way among the scattered
relics of genius while he cussed like a
deck hand; but never before bad I
heard of an editor choosing to invert
himself for purposes of moral disserta-
tion. Just what is the advantage of
the perpendicular on composition. I
am not aware. A school-boy, “doing
arithmetic,” sometimes seems to ac-
quire a mental stimulus by paralleling
the floor with his stomach, but the
up-side-down of literary effort strikes
as strangely on the mind as the first
weird splatterings of Aubrey Beards-
ley stunned the orthodox artistic senti-
ment of his day.

Every man to his taste, but I feel
that the attitude is behind the cut;
that had it not been for his eccen-
tricity, the really able editor would
have let my “hanging” alone and
merely read it along with the rest of
the world. Os course it is his affair, but
for one I would have him to “sit up
and do business.”

Comments on Living Topics
The inscription on the Appomattox

monument was not changed. Why
should it be? If it is the truth, who
has right to take otfense? If it is
not the truth, of course it ought to
be changed.

* * *

They are talking a good deal about
the word “crope” in the negro dialect,
which is familiar to all who asso-
ciated with the darkies of the plan-
tation. “Drug” which is used for
dragged, is not a slang of the negro,
however, but is in painfully common
use among the white people. “Hate-
ful,” meaning deceitful, was in com-
mon use among the negroes after the
war, while “taken,” used for took,

i was never in the darkey dialect at
all, but if they ever U3e it they bor-
row it from the “po* white trash.”

¥ * *

The “Home Coming Week” to be
celebrated at Red Springs in August,
promises to be a delightful occasion.
During that week all wanderers from
Robeson county, though separated by
the rolling seas, are invited to return
and revisit the scenes of their child-
hood. It is a unique conception and
could only have been invented in a
Scotch settlement where home folks
are never forgotten and home ties
are never severed. Though a native

of Scotland county this writer was
born near enough the line to be in-
cluded, and hopes to drop in for a
day or two among the lads and las-
sies.

* * *

Beautiful Churches.
We have never known a time when

so many new church houses were go-
ing up as now. As a rule these
houses are substantial and in many
cases costly. The taste of our peo-
ple is rapidly improving as well as
their financial condition, for the first
man employed in the building of
new church houses is a first class ar-
chitect. The time was when a hun-
dred dollars spent in “blue prints”
would be considered money wasted;
now it is regarded as the wisest ex-
penditure that can be made; and

this is eminently true. We were told
by a good architect the other day,
who has designed a large number of
North Carolina meeting houses, that
his business in this line was steadily
increasing, and we were glad to hear
it. We have been content heretofore
with church houses too severely
plain. A tasteful and beautiful temple
for the worship of God bespeaks the
gentility of a community, and where-
ever you find a people, in this day of
fuller light and knowledge, content
to worship in a rude and unattrac-
tive house, if they are able to do bet-
ter. you may put them down as de-

ficient in those finer qualities that
mark uhrteti»uii-aLmlmis-imd—ito

THOUSANDS HAVE KIDNEY
TROUBLE AID DOI'T KNOW IT
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To prove What Swamp Root, the Great Kidney Rem-

edy, will do for YOU, Every Reader of Raleigh

Daily News and Observer May Have a Sample

Bottle Sent Free by Mail.

Weak and Unhealthy Kidneys arc Responsible for More Mekncss andjMif-
ferinsr Than Any Other Disease. Therefore, When Through Neglect or
Other Causes, Kidney Trouble is Permitted to Continue. Fatal Results

Your Other Need Attention —but Your Kidneys Most. Because

They Do Most ami Need Attention First.
If You are Sick or “Feel Badly.” Begin Taking Dr. Kilmer s Swamp-lloot.

the Great Kidney Liver and Bladder Remedy, Because as Soon as Your
Kidneys Begin to Get Better They Will Help all the Other Organs to

Health. A Trial Will Convince Anyone.

The mild arid immediate effect of

Swamp-Root the great kidney aaid
bladder remedy is soon realized. It

stands the highest for its wonderful
cures of the most distressing eases.
Swamp-Root will set your whole sys-
tem right, and the best proof of this
is a trial. •

53 Cottage Street, Melrose, Mass.
Jan. 11th. 1904.

Dear Sir—“fiver since 1 was in the
Army, I had more or less kidney trou-
ble, and within the past year it became

so severe and complicated that I suf-

fered everything and was much
alarmed —my strength and power was
fast leaving me. 1 saw an advertise-
ment of Swamp-Root, and wrote ask-
ing for advice. I began the use of

the medicine and noted a decided im-
provement after taking Swamp-Root
only a short time.

I continued its use and am thankful
to say that I am entirely cured and
strong. In order to be very sure about
this. I had a doctor examine some of

my water today and he pronounced it
all right and in splendid condition.

I know that your Swamp-Root is
purely vegetable and does not contain
any harmful drugs. Thanking you for

my complete recovery and recom-
mending Swamp-Root to all sufferers
I am.” Very truly yours.

I. C. RICHARDSON.

Swamp-Root Is not recommended
for everything but it promptly cures
kidney, liver and bladder troubles, the
symptoms of which are —obliged to
pass your water frequently night and
day, smarting nr irritation in passing,

brickdust or sediment in the urine,

headache, backache, lame back, dizzi-
ness, poor digestion, sleeplessness,
nervousness, heart disturbance due to

bad kidney trouble, skin eruptions

from bad blood, neuralgia, rheu-
matism, diabetes, bloating, irritability,
wornout feeling, lack of ambition, loss

of flesh, sallow complexion, or Bright’s
disease.

If your water, when allowed to le-
main undisturbed in a glass or bottle
for twenty-four hours, forms a sedi-

ment or settling or has a cloudy ap-
pearance, it is evidence that your kid-
neys and bladder need immediate at-

tention.
Swamp-Root is pleasant to take and

is for sale at drug stores the world
over in bottles of two sizes and two

prices—fifty cents and one dollar. Re-
member the name. Swamp-Root, Dr,

Kilmer’s Swamp-Root, and the ad-

dress, Binghamton, N. Y.. on every

bottle.

EDITORIAL NOTE. —In order to prove the wonderful merits of

Swamp-Root you may have a sample bottle and a book of valuable infor-
mation, both sent absolutely free by mail. The book contains many of the

thousands upon thousands of testimonial letters received from men and wo-

men cured. The value and success of Swamp-Root are so well known that

our readers are advised to send for a sample bottle. In sending your address

to Dr. Kilmer & Co., Binghamton. N. Y. be sure to say you read this gener-

ous offer in The Raleigh Daily News and Observer. The genuineness of this

offer is guaranteed.

finement. There is no need to be ex-
travagant in this matter, but there is

a great need for the cultivation of a
love for the beautiful. The Lord sets

us the example in the prodigality of

beauly with which He clothes the
earth, and which is so helpful and
uplifting in its silent but powerful in-

fluence. We have perhaps boasted

rather much of our simplicity and
plainness. Let us rather rejoice at

the better view that so many are
taking that the Lord deserves the

best and not the that we can
give Him.

U. S. PENSION ROLL.

South Pays Tax But The Immense

Suni l Go To Enrich The North.

To the Editor: In this day when

a portion of the northern people are
casting envious eyes on the growing
prosperity of the South and buying up
old repudiated reconstruction bonds
merely to get a pretext to rob us in

a new way, it would make interesting

reading to turn the mighty search-
light of the Old Reliable on the United
States pension roll. That agency of
fraud through which the South, forty

years after the ending of a fractricidal
strife, is robbed of millions annually.
The malicious enemies of a scheme
whereby taxes are laid on all, al-
though bearing unjustly on the
South, paid out exclusively and with
unheard of prodigality in the North-
ern States. I venture the statement
that history affords no parallel in
amount of war indemnity to match

what the Federal government has ex-
torted from the South since 1865.

S. J. MONTAGUE.
Winston-Salem, N. C., Aug. 12.

Last Man Wounded at Appomattox.

(Wilkesboro Chronicle.)
Esq. S. J. Ginnings, J. T. Ferguson,

W. T. Winton went to Appomattox to

attend the unveiling of the monument
to North Carolina soldiers. By the
way, Wilkes has the honor of being

the birth place of probably the last

man wounded at Appomattox. He is
Mr. Pinkney Call and now lives in

California. He had fought through
the was without a wound, but just as
the order came to cease firing at Ap-

pomattox he was slightly wounded in
the leg. So far as is known he was
the last man wounded.

A pun is a sharp thorn in the side
I tie „Mn .hn mak.

,
Happy Days.

Bryan .praising Teddy,
Says: “I like your way;

Y'ou have nerve, you’re honest,
Frankly, you’re O. K.”

Teddy says to Bryan;
“You’re all right, you bet!

You have good intentions,
Hope you’ll win it yet.”

What a lovely lesson!
Why should people hate?

Why should there be scoffing
At the good and great?

Why nurse prejudices,
Why not all be friends,

Pulling all together
For the Tightest ends?

Now let’s hear from Grover;
Wouldn’t it be grand

If he went to Bryan
Holding out his hand,

Saying: “Hello, Billy;
How is grandpa’s pet?

Let’s forget what happened,
Let’s be happy yet.”

Then there’s Bob La Follette;
Wouldn’t it be nice

¦ls he went to Spooner
Asking for advice;

If they dined together
Bound by friendship's tie,

Using their knives only
When, they ate their pie?

What a noble lesson
It would be to men

If Joe Bailey honored
Beverage again,

If, there in the Senate,
They should rise sometime,

Saying; “Gents, behold us!
Hating is a crime.”

Why should there be scoffing
By the proud and great.

Whom we choose to fashion
Our affairs of state?

Are they not all striving
For the country’s good?

Why, then, this distressing
Lack of brotherhood?

Bryan praising Teddy,
E'en behind his back.

Shame o nail the croakers.
Shoo them from the track!

Let us all be happy,
Make a joyful sound

Balance to the corners
And dance all ’round.

—S. E. Kiser in Chicago Record-
Herald.

Society is a machine operated by

SPEECH OF GENERAL ROBERTS
AT APPOMATTOX UNVEILING.

One of the most eloquent and heart-

stirring addresses delivered at the un-

veiling of the North Carolina mon-
ument at Appomattox on Monday last,

was that by General W. P. Roberts.
He spoke as follows:

Whether in future, nations, in the
adjustment of their differences, will
submit to the arbitration of reason,
instead of appealing to the arbitra-
ment of arms—whether war, with all
it pomps and glorious circumstances,

is to be discarded as a relic of brutal
barbarism, repugnant to civilization,
we do not know. Whether its mis-
eries and cares are to give place to
the happiness and blessings of peace
—whether the sword is to be suc-
ceeded by the crook —whether power
is to obey justice, and right to govern
might—whether the decalogue is to
find a place in diplomacy, and sin-
cerity is to supplant simulation in
the governments of the earth —in
fine, whether intelligence will ever
convert selfishness into a virtue, we
do not know. These are questions
whose answers must depend upon the
labors of the honest moralists and the
efforts of the sincere philanthropists.

But, however these things be, we
do know that in all ages martial valor
and heroic sacrifices have challenged
and received the unstinted admira-
tion of mankind. They are commem-
orated and handed down to future
generations by the genius of the poet,

the pen of the historian and the
chisel of the sculptor. Nor do we
stop to consider the abstract question
of the right or wrong of war. We
know that there are deeds of which
humanity cannot judge—-deeds that
must appeal directly to the tribunal
of God. We know that good and
evil are so intimately interwoven that

it is well nigh impossible to mark
the end of the one or the beginning
of the other.

If such applause is bestowed upon
those who follow the standards of
captains bent upon conquest and the
achievement of ambitious dreams,
what must be the veneration of the
world for men who fight and fail, not
to humiliate, not to conquer, not to
enslave, but to preserve or achieve
the liberty of their people.

Courage and valor find their high-
est development in duty; duty in self-
sacrifice. The sublimest exhibition of
sacrifice is afforded by the spectacle
of the cross. The universality of the
objects make it so. But. next in
sublimity to this, I hesitate not to
say, stand the devotion and sacrifices
of the Confederate soldier. They wore,

it is true, more circumscribed in the
object; but they were without price,
and gladl-- made for the political and
social salvation of his people. He

was willing to suffer and to die that
they might live in the possession and
enjoyment of that freedom which
they inherited from their fathers.

His splendid valor and knightly
bravery upon the field of battle, his

chivalrous gallantry to bis foes, his
generous rivalry for martial honors,

his patient endurance of the winter’s
cold and the summer’s heat, his mod-
eration in victory and his. courage in

defeat find no parallel in the history
of the wot I’d. His was the courage

that regarded not numbers, a fidelity
that considered not hardships, a pa-

tience that no weariness. His
was a devotion that triumphed over
privation, fatigue and want, and
fought on for a country that scarce
had food and raiment to give him.

Splendid valor, splendid devotion,

worthy of a success that never was
to come.

Napoleon, in order, to animate his
army, as it fought under the shadows
of the pyramids, exclaimed: “Forty

ajsros are looking down upon you.”
But of the men who warred under
the star-lit banner of an ill-fated
cause it may, without any extrava-
gance of enthusiasm, or exaggeration
of patriotism be said that four hun-

dred years will read with rapture of
thrilling delight and swelling soul the

wondrous story of their heroic deeds
and more than human sacrifices, and
give thanks to God that such men
have lived. As the stars, though re-
moved from the earth by immeasur-
able distances, continue to shed their
light upon it, as they did in the dawn

of creation, so the examples of these

men’s lives will continue to exert an
unseen influence in molding the char-

acters of coming generations to the
love of all that’s good and manly in
men, long after the marble shafts
which commemorate them shall have
crumbled into dust, and as long as
the universe shall endure.

It was the grandest and noblest
army the world ever saw; or ever
will see; and the noblest and grand-
est hero in that army was its im-
mortal commander. Only such a man
was worthy of such an army; only

such an army was worthy of such a
man. One would have scarcely been
possible without the other.

Robert Lee listened not to the
temptations and solicitations of am-
bition, but refused the crown to ac-
cept the cross.

Although more than a generation
has passed since he crossed the river,

yet, when I approach him, even in
memory, metliinks I hear a voice bid-
ding me to take off my shoes, and
telling me that the ground upon
which I tread is holy.

“Ah! Muse, you dare not claim
A nobler man than he.

Nor nobler man hath less of blame,

Nor blameless man hath purer name,
Nor purer name hath grander fame,

Nor fame —another Lee.”

But the Confederate soldier, instead
of marching to fields of honor and

glory with firm tread and elastic step,

to the inspiring notes of martial
music if> now marching, with feeble
steps and slow, to his last great bat-
tle; and I believe that this God will
give him the victory, and open for

him the portals of Heaven:

“For, if there be on this earthly
sphere

A boon, an offering Heaven holds dear,

’Tis the last libation that liberty

draws
From the heart that bleeds and dies

in her cause.”

General Roberts Paid Glowing Tribute
to Women of the South.

The following beautiful tribute to
the women of the South was paid by

General Roberts in his address at the
Appomattox Unveiling,

recent reunion:
“If womans superiority to man

needs any proof, it is afforded by the
fact that she was created last. He was
the work of an untaught artisan; she

of a finished master. In creating her,

nature profited by experience, and.
carefully avoiding the mistakes of her
prior handiwork, she delivered a boon
and a blessing, that realized the sub-
limest ideal of highest perfection. And
this creative power was wisely content
With its triumph, and has never been

its fame and glorv by attempting any
improvement or innovation.

“But the superior of all superiors is
the woman of the South. Her charac-
ter is so grand that no eulogy can be
extravagant. Indeed, the limitations
of human thought and human lan-
guage make it impossible to do justice

to her worth. Without her, our coun-
try would be a dreary wilderness,
without a sun. To the service of her
God and her country she is ever will-
ing and ever ready to dedicate the
prayers of her soul, the energies of
her mind and the strength of her
hands. Everything that she loves,
everything that she possesses, every-
thing that she expects or hopes for,
she delights to immolate upon their
altars; and this with the enthusiasm
of the martyr and the constancy of
the patriot. Here is a courage, which,
being born of devotion to duty, counts
not numbers, knows not fear, contem-
plates no culpable means, and thinks
of no rewards. Her judgment knows
nothing but hdnor, justice, truth and
charity. Her constancy is the same in
sunshine and in shade, and her soul

is refined and strengthened by the
gleam of adversity. Her natural tim-
idity is, in the hour of trial and dan-
ger, supplanted by courage, whose
deeds have astonished and delighted
the world. She knows no compro-
mise with oppression, no apology for
cowardice, and to her martyrdom is
better than dishonor. Her words in-
spired the Southern soldier to mighty
deeds of chivalrous valor; restrained
him from excess in the hour of vic-
tory, and sustained and cheered him
in the darkness of defeat. She had
the same sublime faith in the justice
of our cause as the Musselman feels
when he turns to the Mecca, or the
devout Christian when he looks from
Calvary to Christ. She was the angel

of his hospital, gliding along on noise-
less feet, ministering to the needs of
the sick and wounded, wiping the
death damp from the brow of the
dying, and closing the eyelids of the
dead. Her fidelity to the Confederacy

grew with its declining fortunes, and,
like the sunflower, she turned the
same face to its setting as she turned
to its rising sun, and, when the star
lit banner of our ill-fated cause went
down never to rise again, wiping the
tears from her eves, but indulging in
no bitter regrets, no idle repinings.
hugging no vain illusions, opposing
dignity to defeat and fortitude to mis-
fortune, and sustained by her faith in
the triumph of right, she resolutely
set her face to the future. In all the
long, weary days of our distress and
travail she prayed on, believed on.
worked on, hoped on. And, if the
grand and glorious destiny which we
confidently expect from our Southland
is realized —if our brilliant hopes are
ever fulfilled, she. who has been the
inspiration of its achievement, must
receive the honor. Truly it may be
said she was the last at the cross and
the first at the sepuleher of our be-

loved South.”

NOT RESIDENT OF WILKES.

Sheriff Remits Taxes Against Spencer
Blackburn.

(Statesville Landmark.)

About a year ago there was much
talk as to the legal residence of Con-
gressman Blackburn, it being charged
that he was a resident pf Greensboro
and did not live in this district. This
charge he and his friends indignantly
denied, and for appearance sake
Blackburn took up a temporary resi-
dence at Wilkesboro, but soon return-
ed to Greensboro which is really his
home; and last week the commission-
ers of Wilkes, according to the Chron-
icle, remitted all taxes charged against
Blackburn, on the ground that he is
not a resident of Wilkesboro. There
is no law requiring a Congressman
to reside in the district he represents
and so far as The Landmark is con-
cerned it is perfectly willingfor Black-
burn to live in Greensboro or any-
where, but inasmuch as he is not and
has not been for years a resident of
the district, he and his friends were
very foolish to try to make the con-
trary appear.

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 eents each; $5.00 per
dozen. Smaller bulbs at half price.

Caladlunts Esculentum 10 to 25

cents each as to size.
W. F. MASSEY.

Raleigh, N. C.
3-14-law-4t.

Would be Victory Over Helpless Chil-
dren.

(Sanford Express.)
“Hello, John,” said one citizen of

Sanford to another the other day, “we

are going to beat you in the graded
school bond election, we are gdlng to

beat you.”
“My friend,” replied John, “if you

should succeed in defeating the erec-
tion of a decent graded school building
you cannot boast of any victory over
me. Personally, I might save a few
dollars by the defeat of the bond issue.
You can only boast of a victory over
400 helpless little children. If that
c an be a source of gratification to you,
you are welcome to it.”

Burdock Blood Bitters cures it
promptly, permanently. Regulates

and tones the stomach.

Is it a burn? Use Dr. Thomas*
Electric Oil. A cut? Use Dr. Thomas’
Electrtc Oil. At your druggists.

Coughs and colds, down to the very
borderland of consumption, yield to
the soothing, healing influences of Dr.
Wood’s Norway Pine Syruo.

Onely one remedy In the world that
will at once stop Itehlness of the skin
In any part of the body; Doan’s Oint-
ment. At snv drug store. 50 centL

Frenzied Finance.

When rogues fell out. it used to be

That honest people got
Their dues, but in these later days

It seems that they do not;
For Lawson holds his millions yet,

The others stick to theirs,

And us poor honest people—Lord,
We ain’t In sight no wheres.

—WILLIAM J. LAMPTON.

CANCER CURED.
We want every man and woman in

the United States to know what we
are doing. We are curing cancers,
tumors, and chronic sores without the
use of knife, and are Indorsed by the
Senate and Legislature of Virginia. If
you are seeking a cure, come here and
you will get it.

We Guarantee (hir Cures.
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