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“O which were best, to roam or rest?
The land's lap or water's breast?’'

There has been much said about the

lure of the sea. yet I can not imagine
the water's getting so great a hold on
the imagination and the soul of man
as the mountains do.

It has seemed to me that somewhat
of the nature-talk to which we are be-
ing treated now a days is affectation.
John Burroughs loves the woods and
its inmates. One can imagine that he
could be happy living such a life as
Audubon lived. But your busy man of
the world who has a short outfng dur-
ing the summer season, fishes, tramps

or hunts with a comrade, knows noth-
ing of the real passion which the soul
may conceive for nature. He has but
toyed with her. In spite of the fact
that she has strengthened him, heart,
body and brain, he would soon tire of
her and would long for the bustle of
the street and the whirl of competi-
tion in the world’s markets. And as
for the average city bred or townbred
woman who goes into rhapsodies over
the beauty of an autumn leaf, she
may think herself sincere in her lnv»
for nature, but compel her to live face
to face with the great mother of us,
and she would suffer from ennui *

thirty-six hours. Still, if the same
woman has sounded life and found its
deeper waters, as well as learned what
things may prove but shallows she
might later come to this mother na-
ture with a yearning love, a very
home-sickness for the touch of her,
the healing grace of her.

Today is the 7th of April. March
has been one of the most perfect of
spring months. The air has wooed
the earth into the tenderest and most
elusive beauty—no flaunting of color,
no bold promises of future richness—-
but yesterday came a change. There
were clouds, a sudden darkening, a
flurry of snow, deep mutterings of
thunder—then a steady down-coming
of snow. Flakes arc tossed this way
and that in fine confusion. Some fall
straight down. Some are swept side-
wise. crossed by other currents of
wind bearing in their grasp a host of
feathery flakes. Battling there in mid-
air they finally descend and meet the
waiting earth in most friendly fashion,
and in a short time all is white —fair
to the eye. “He giveth His snow like
wool.”

But April, ever variable as a wo-
man. must be true to herself. There's
a swift current of warmth, a brilliant
gleam of sunlight across the valley,
and in a few minutes' time the slight
covering has disappeared, has gone
heavenward in a soft haze.

Down in the valley today shows no
remnant iof yesterday’s snow, bqt
across there in the west Wak-Yah Ball
lifts a whitened front to the sun.
“There must be three Inches of snow
on the Ball,” some one says.

I once heard a minister who was
serving a church in Eastern North
Carolina say that sometimes he got as
homesick as a Snitzet* for the sight of
the mountains. That’s it. If you ever,
by birth or training, get into your soul
the real passion for the mountains,
you may hope to be quite happy
anywhere else save in sight of them.
Men may go out from among ‘them
and find a great happiness in some
other kind of life, but if that man
ever loves the flat country quite so
well as he does his native mountains
you may be sure there is a lack of
fineness in his nature.

Have you ever been in the moun-
tains enough to be susceptible to their
changes? Sometimes how soft and
tender they look! Os late there have
been days in which the haze about
them gave them a beauty very differ-
ent from that which belongs to their
snow-covered heights. When the air
is thin and cold the mountains’ sharp
outlines loom up before you, at times
oppressing you with their calm
grandeur.

They are never more beautiful than
during the moonlight nights of winter
when they are clad In snow, and still
it is a beauty that fairly makes your
heart ache.

Sometimes, and especially when
they are taking on the greenness of
early summer, they have a look of
friendliness about them, as if they
would admit of human intimacy. But
in winter when the dusk falls upon
them, even then you feel the weight of
their loneliness, and after the world’s
asleep there are no words to tell of
their aw “-inspiring powers. Lonely,
silent, eternal, and oh, so beautiful!

The gref test books do not need any
local coloiing— the appeal is to the
imagination, the heart, the “inward
eye,” and not to the physical vision. I
have seen Keene as Shylock. ido not
want to se another of Shakespeare’s
plays, (.live me my own illusions. Let
me think of Portia as I please and
not as she was forced on me by an
actress of forty who must have weigh-
ed a hundred and seventy-five pounds.

Les Miserabies does not depend on
Paris for its interest. You might
strike out the description of Waterloo
—fine as that is—and do small dam-
age to the novel. But there is a class
of books which get much of their
strength and beauty from the setting
of the story. In Miss Glasgow’s De-
liverance the tobacco plant flaunts
itself across the pages of the book, it
dominates the whole thing. So in
Miss Murfree's Tennessee Tales, the
mountains are always there. She
pauses to tell you just how they look
at almost every turn, and I believe she
could not write so well of anything
else, though she does sometimes prove
a bit tedious in her descriptions. She
is to be pardoned, for ah! the beauty
of them, the wondrous charm of them,!

The Return of Sherlock
Holmes.

(Continued From Page Three.)

Professor hasn’t let it take his appe-
tite away.”

We loitered the morning away in
the garden. Stanley Hopkins had
gone down to the village to look into
some rumours of a strange woman
who had been seen by some children
on the Chatham Road the previous
morning. As to my friend, all his us-
ual energy seemed to have deserted
him. I had never known him handle
a case in such a half-hearted fash-
ion. Even-the news brought back by
Hopkins that he had found the child-
ren, and that they had undoubtedly
seen a w’oinan exactly corresponding
with Holmes’ description, and wear-
ing either spectacles or eye-glasses,
failed to rouse any sign of keen inter-
est. He was more attentive when Su-
san. who waited upon us at lunch, vol-
unteered the information that she be-
lieved Mr. Smith had been out for a
walk yesterday morning, and that he
had only returned half an hour before
the tragedy occurred. I could nek my-
self see the bearing of this incident,
but I clearly perceived that Holmes
was weaving it into the general scheme
which he had formed in his brain.
Suddenly he sprang from his chair ami
glanced at his watch. "Two o'clock,
gentlemen.” said he. “We must go up
and have it out with our friend, the
Professor.”

The old man had just finished his
lunch, and certainly his empty dish
him. He was, indeed, a weird figure
which his housekeeper had credited
him. He was, indeed, a wierd figure
as be turned his white mane and his
glowing eyes towards us. The eternal
cigarette smouldered in his mouth
He had been dressed, and was seated
in an armchay* by the fire.

“Well, Mr. ’Holmes, have you solved
this mystery yet?” He shoved the
large tin of cigarettes which stood on
a table beside him towards my com-
panion. Holmes stretched out his
hand at the same moment, and be-
tween them thep tipped the box over
the edge. For a minute or two we
were all on our knees retrieving stray
cigarettes from impossible places.
When we rose again, I observed
Holmes’ eyes were shining and his
cheeks tinged with colour. Only at a
crisis have I seen those battle-signals
flying.

“Yes,” said he, “I have solved it.”
Stanley Hopkins and I stared in

amazement. Something like a sneer
quivered over the gaunt features of the
old Profesor.

“Indeed! In the garden?”
“No, here.”
“Here! When?”
“This instant.”
“You are surely joking. Mr. Sher-

lock Holmes. You compel me to tell
you that this is too serious a matter
to be treated in such a fashion.

“Ihave forged and tested every link
of my chain, Professor Coram, and I
am sure that it is sound. What your
motives are, or what exact part you
play in this strange business, I am not
yet able to say. In a few minutes 1
shall probably hear it from your own
lips. Meanwhile I will reconstruct
what is past for your benefit, so that
you may know' the information which
I still require.

“A lady yesterday entered your
study. She came with the intention of
possessing herself of certain docu-
ments which were in your bureau. She
had a key of her own. I have had
an opportunity of examining yours,
and I do not find that slight discolour-
ation w'hich the scratch made upon
the varnish would have produced. You
were rot an accessory, therefore, and
she came, so far as I can read the evi-
dence, without your knowledge td rob
you.”

blew a Cloud frnnW his

instructive,” said he. "Have you no
more to add? Surely, having traced
this lady so far, you can also say what
has become of her.”

“I will endeavor to do so. In the
first place she was seized by your
secretary, and stabbed him in order to
escape. This catastrophe I am in-
clined to regard as an unhappy acci-
dent, for I am convinced that the lady
had no intention of inflicting so griev-
ous an injury. An assassin doe 3 not
come unarmed. Horrified by what
she had done, she rushed wildly away
from the scene of the tragedy. Un-
fortunately for her, she had lost her
glasses in the scuffle, and as she was
extremely short-isghted she was really
helpless without them. She ran down
a corridor, which she imagined to be
that by which she had come—both
were lined with cocoanut matting—-
and it was only when it was too late
that she understood that she hart
taken the wrong passage, and that her
retreat was cut off behind her. What
was she to do? She could not go
back. She could not remain where
she was. She must go pn. She
went on. She mounted a stair, push-
ed open a door, and found herself in
your room.”

The old man sat with his mouth
open, staring wildly at Holmes.
Amazement and fear were stamped
upon his expressive features. Now,
with an effort, he shrugged his should-
ers and hurst into insincere laughter.

“All vfery fine, Mr. Holmes,” said he
“But there is one little flaw in your
splendid theory. I was myself in
my room, and I never left it during
the day.”

“I am aware of that, Professor
Coram.”

“And you mean to say that I could
lie upon that bed and not he aware
that a woman had entered my room?”

"1 never said so. You were aware
of it. You spoke with her. You
recognized her. You aided her to es-
cape.”

Again the professor burst into high-
keyed laughter. He had risen tc his
feet, and his eyes glowed like embers.

“You are mad!” he cried. “You
are talking insanely. I helped her to
escape? Where is she now?”

“She is there ” said Holme3, and he
pointed to a’ high book-casj in the
corner of the room.

1 saw the old man throw up his
arms, a terrible convulsion passc-a
over his grim face, and he fell back in
his chair. At the same instant the
bookcase at which Holmes pointed
swung round upon a hinge, and a wo-
man rushed out into the room. “You

are right!” she cried, in a strange,
foreign voice. “You are right! lam
here.”

She was brown with the dust, and
draped with the cobwebs, which had
come from the walls of her hiding-
place. Her face, too, was streaked
with grime, and at the best slie could
never have been handsome, for she
had the exact physical characteristics
whien Holmes had divined, with, in
addition, a long and obstinate chin.
What with her natural blindness, and

what with the change from dark to
light, she stood as one dazed, blink-
ing about her to see where and who
we were. And yet, in spite of all
these disadvantages, there was a cer-
tain nobility in the woman's bearing

—a gallantry in the defiant chin and
in the upraised head, which compell-
ed something of respect and admira-
tion.

Stanley Hopkins had laid his hand
upon her arm and claimed her as his
prisoner, but she waved him
gently, and yet with an overmastering
dignity which compelled obedience.

The old man lay back in his chair
with a twitching face, and stared at
her with brooding eyes.

“Yes, sir, I am your prisoner,’ she
said. “From where I stood I could

have learned the truth. T confess It
all. It was I who killed the young

man. But you are right—you who
say it was an accident. I did not

even know that it was a knife which
I held in my hand, for in my despair
I snatched anything from the table
and struck at him to make him let

me go. It is the truth that I tell.”
“Madam,” said Holmes, “I am sure

that it is the truth. I fear that you
are far from well."

She had turned a dreadful color,

the more ghastly under the dark dust-
streaks upon her face. She seated
herself on the side of the bed; then

she resumed.
“I have only a little time here,” she

said, “but I would have you to know

the whole truth. I am this man’s
wife. He is not an Englishman. He
is a Russian. His name I will not
tell.”

For the first time the old man stir-
red. “God bless you, Anna!” he cried.
“God bless you!”

She cast a look of the deepest dis-

dain in his direction. “Why should
you cling so hard to (hat wretched life
of yours, Sergius?” said she. “It has
done harm to many, and good to none
—not even to yourself. However, it is
not for me to cause the frail thread to
be snapped before God’s time. I

have enough already upon my soul
since I crossed the threshold of this
cursed house. But I must speak or I
shall be too late.

“I have said, gentlemen, that I am
this man’s wife. He was fifty and a
foolish girl of twenty when we mar-
ried. It was in a city of Russia, a
University—l will not name the
place.”

“God bless you, Anna!” murmured
the old man again.

“We were reformers—revolutionists
—Nihilists, you understand. He and
1 and many more. Then there came
a time of trouble, a police officer .was
killed, many were arrested, evidence
was wanted, and in order to save his
own life and to earn a great reward,

my husband betrayed his own wife

and his companions. Yes, we were all

arrested upon his - confession. Some
of us found our way to the gallows,
and some to Siberia. I was among
these last, but my term was not for
life. My husband came to England
with his ill-gotten gains, and has

lived in quiet ever since, knowing well

that if the Brotherhood knew where
he was not. A week would pass before
justice would be done.”

The old man reached out a tremb-
ling hand, and helped himself to a
cigarette. “I am in your bands, An-

na.” said he. “You were always good
to me.”

“Ihave not yet told you the height

of his villainy,” said she. “Among

our comrades of the Order, there was
one who was the friend of my heart.
He was noble, unselfish, loving—all

that my husband was not. He hated
violence. We were all guilty—if that
Is guilt—but he was not. He wrote
for ever dissuading us from such a
course. These letters would have
saved him. So would my diary, in
which, from day to day, I had enter-

ed both my feelings towards him and
the view which each of us had taken.
My husband found and kept both
diary and letters. He hid them, and
he tried hard to swear away the
young man’s life. In this he failed,
but Alexis was sent a convict to Si-

beria. where now, at this moment, he
works in a salt mine. Think of that,
you villain, you villain!—now, now, at
this very moment, Alexis, a man
whose name you are not worthy to
speak, works and lives like a slave,
and yet I have your life in my hands,
and 1 let you go.”

“You were always a noble woman,
Anna,” said the old man, puffing at
his cigarette.

She had risen, but she fell back
again with a little cry of pain.

"J must finish.” she said. “When
my term was over I set myself to get

the diary and letters which, if sent
to the Russian Government, would
procure my friend’s release. I knew
that my husband had come to Eng-

land. After months of searching I
discovered where he was. I knew
that he still had the diary, for when I
was in Siberia 1 had a letter from
him, once reproaching me and quoting
some passages from its pa' T es. Yet I
was sure that, with his revengeful na-
ture, he would never give it to me of
his own free-will. I must get it for
myself. With this object I engaged an
agent from a private detective firm,
who entered my husband’s house as a
secretary—it was vour second secreta-
ry, Sergius, the one who left you so
hurriedly. He found that papers were
kept in the cupboard, and he got an
impression of the key. He would not
go farther. He furnished me with a
plan of the house, and he told me that
in the forenoon the study was always
empty, as the secretary was employed
up here. So at last I took my courage
in both hands, and I came down to
get the paii£.rs for myself. I succeed-
ed; hut at what a cost!

“I had just taken the papers and
was locking the cupboard, when the
young man seized me. I had seen him
already that morning. He had met me
on the road, and I had asked him to
tell me where Professor Coram lived,
not knowing that he was in his em-
ploy.”

“Exactly! exactly!” said Holmes.
“The secretary came back, and told
his employer of the woman he had
met. Then in his last breath, he tried,
8o send a message that it was she —-

the she whom he had just discussed
with him.”

"You must, let me speak,” said the
woman, in an imperative voice, and
her face contracted as if in pain.
“When he had fallen I rushed frOm
the room, chose the wrong door, and
found myself In my husband’s room.
He spoke of giving me up. 1 showed
hirn that if he did so. his life was i:i
my hands. If he gave me to, the law.
I could give him to the Brotherhood.
It was not that I wished to live for
my own sake, but it was that I desired
to accomplish my purpose. He knew
that I would do what 1 said—that his
own fate was involved in mine. For
that reason, and for no other, he
shielded me. He thrust me into that
dark hiding place—a relic of old. days,
known only to himself. He took his
meals in his own room, and so was
able to give me part of his food. It
was agreed that when the police left
the house I should slip away bv night
and come back no more. But in'some
way you have read our plans.” Shj
tore from the bosom of her dr6ss a
small packet. “These are my last
words.” said she; “here is the packet

which will save Alexis. I confide it t o
your honour and to your love of jus-
tice. Take it! You will deliver i’ at
the Russian Embassy. Now, I have
done my duty, and ”

“Stop her!” cried Holmes. He had
bounded across the room, and had
wrenched a small phial from her
hand.

“Too late!” she said, sinking hack
on the bed. “Too late! I took the
poison before I left my hiding-place.
My head swims! I am going! I
charge you. sir. to remember the rack-
et.”

“A simple case, and yet. in some
ways, an instructive one,” Holmes re -

“It hinged from the outset upon the
pince-nez. But for the fortunate
chance of the dying man having seized
this. I am not sure that we could
ever have reached our solution. It was
clear to me, from the strength of the
glasses, that the wearer must have
been very blind and helpless when
deprived of them. When you asked
me to believe that she walked along a
narrow strip of grass without once
making a false step, I remarked, as
you may remember, that it was a
noteworthy performance. In my mind
I set it down as an impossible per-
formance, save m the unlikely case
that she had a second pair of glasses.
1 was forced, therefore, seriously to
consider the hypothesis that she had
remained within the house. On per-
ceiving the similarity of the two cor-
ridors, it became clear that she might
very easily have made such a mistake,
and, in that case, it was evident that
she must have entered the Professor’s
room. 1 was keenly on the alert,
therefore, for whatever would bear out
this supposition, and I examined the
room narrowly for anythin - in the
shape of a hiding place. The carpet
seemed continuous and firmly nailed,
so 1 dismissed the idea of a trap-door.
There might well be a recess behind
the books. As you are aware, such
devices are common in old libraries. I
observed that hooks were piled on the
floor at all other points, but that one
bookcase was left clear. This, then,
might be the door. I could see no
marks to guide me, but the carpet

was of a dun colour, which lends itself
very well to examination. I there-
fore smoked a great number of those
excellent cigarettes, and I dropped
the ash all over the space in front of
the suspected bookcase. It was a
simple trick, but exceedingly effective.
I then went down-stairs, and I ascer-
tained, in your presence, Watson,
without your perc* iving the drift of
my remarks, that Professor Coram’s
consumption of food had increased —

as one would expect when he is sup-
plying a second person. We then
ascended to the room again, when, by
upsetting the cigarette-box, I obtained
a very excellent view of the floor, and
was .able to see quite clearly, from the
traces upon the cigarette ash, that the
prisoner had in our absence come out
from her retreat. Well. Hopkins, here
we are at Charing Cross, and I con-
gratulate you on having brought your
case to a successful conclusion. You
are going to headquarters, no doubt. I
think. Watson, you and I will drive to-
gether to the Russian Embassy.”

ROUTE
TO THE WEST

SOUTHERN BY. TRAIN, leaving
Raleigh 8:40 a. in., and Durham 9:30
a. m., arrives Greensboro 12 noon and
Lynchburg 3:45 p. m.; connects with
C. & 0., leaving Lynchburg 4:10 p. m.
dafiy (willwait 30 minutes for connec-
tion, if passengers are reported) and
arrives Va. Hot Springs 10:10 p. m.,
Cincinnati 8 a. m., Chicago 5:30 p. m.,
St. Louis 6:38 p. m.

Parlor Car Lynchburg to Clifton
Forge.

Pullman Sleeping Cars, Clifton Forge
to Cincinnati, Louisville, Chicago and
St. Louis, connecting at these cities for
all points in Northwest, West and
Southwest.

S. A. L. TRAIN, leaving Raleigh
11:50 a. m., and Durham 10:05 a. in.,
arrives Richmond 4:55 p. in., and con-
nects with C. & 0., leaving 10:45 p.
m.. with Pullman Sleeping Car to Cin-
cinnati and Cincinnati to Chicago and
St .Louis.

For Rates, Tickets, Pullman Reser-
vations and detailed information, ap-
ply to your ticket Agent, or addreo?
W. O. Warthen, D. P. A., C. & O. Ry
Richmond, Va.

11. W. FULLER, G. P. A.
C. E. DOYLE, General Manager.

STORK 'WfNt
TIME rjsM

to most women is a term of \ \ kyP wr%
anxiety, serious thought m
and sweet anticipation. \

With the cessation of pain
necessary t o childbirth,
there comes calm nerves,
sleep and recuperation.

MOTHERS I
FRIEND

does diminish the pain accompanying
maternity. With its aid mothers can and
do bring healthy, sweet dispositioned
and ideal babies into the world.

Morning sickness, sore breasts and ex-
cruciating pains caused by the gradually
expanding organs, are relieved by this)
penetrating and relaxing liniment.

Among the manifold aids to childbirth
Mother’s Friend has grown in popularity
and gained a prestige among rich women
as well as poor; it is found and welcomed
ill the mansion as well as in the cabin. *

, By lessening the mother’s agony of mind
and diminishing pain a beautiful influence
is wrought upon the child, and instead of
peevish, ill-tempered and sickly forms you
have healthy’, laughing humanity, remain-
ing a blessing ever to you and its country.

All Druggists sell Mother’s Friend at $:.oo.
Write for our free Book “Motherhood”

THE GRADFIELD REGULATOR CO.. Atlanta, G*

LADIES.
"When in need, send for free
trial of our neverfailing
remedy. Relief quick and
safe. Paris Chemical Co.,
Milwaukee. Wis

St. Mary’s School
RALEIGH, N. C.

FOR GIRI.S AND YOUNG WOMEN.
63rd Annual Session Opens Sept. 15, 1901.

St. Mary’s OFFER INSTRUCTIONS IN; 1. The College; 2. The Music
School: 3. The Business School; 4 Tin Alt School; 5. The Preparatory
School.

11l 1903-’O4, 213 students from 11 States. 25 In the Faculty.
Special attention to the Social and Christian side of education witbou’

slight to scholastic training.
For catalogue address.

Her. McNEFLY DnßOftE. B. S.. B. I)., Rector

Sommer Hardware
CAR LOAD OF REFRIGERATORS.

If LARGEST ASSORTMENT IN CITY.
ITT" aiiiliililllllllllll!" SCREEN DOORS. WINDOWS. ICE

: : Jsm f lift CREAM FREEZERS
I llullll WE FILL

' • '4llll 1 ORDERS
t - BY MAIL.

i WRITE VS

H J~4' | EVERYTHING IN HARDWARE. WE
9 1 HI H ARE AGENTS FOR “BUG DEATH”
| ! NON-POISON INSECTICIDE. “ALL
1 I ----I. i! RIGHT” COOK STOVES. ALL

19 KINDS OF READY MIXED PAINTS.

lam M[ Hart-Ward
Hardware Co.

T]' '''-'vJ RALEIGH, N. C.

- : : . ! - ¦ . ---

J!EHT
AND RIGHT prices always on

fQUGII V§j LAWN MOWERS,

H jjg iiM REFRIGERATORS,

EUkR jZb ICE CREAM FREEZERS,

||||| JAP-A-LAC GYPSINE

filliMl\ "°"“™

WATER COOLERS.

IMm
& RALEIGH. N.C. 3

—Tjrjjr

jftstttititr tflflfl- , College
Young f 'k Punrupi

Srvf/PEACE \' !W
Story of ! ICatalogue
Music. Tb*el RALEIGH j FREF
Best, Plare\ N- £<¦ 3 Address.
for Your -jrJus. Dinwiddi
Daughter Decide’

«*smuieiu» College
Courses“r/pEACEYibSI“to'

voryol I ICatalogue
Mudie. Iho 1 RALEIGH I FREE
Best. Place\ N. C j M Address,

i*r Y°ur V—«—
Daughter Preside*

Institute for CoHegf
Y°U"S f \ Course?&^f/pEACEVs, “I’’’

lory u( I jCataiogw
Music. TEc \ RALEIGH a FRXI
Best. Place\ V), C / 4ddres».
for Your --/jatOiawidd!

“DOMESTIC”
BETTER THAN IYER.

“The Star That Leads Then AlL**

The Sewing Machine for the homo;

to be used by wife, mother, danihtn.

seamstress.. That’s oar specialty

Either Lock or Chain Stitch,

lixo dealer wanted la every eonaty.

Write for Circular* and Prices.

Domestic Sewing Machine Co.
LEXINGTON. N. C„

HEADQUARTERS FOR THE STVTSf

R. L. GREEN,
Local Areat for Raietrti

A strong appeal to culture

and refinement is repre-

sented in the artistic ex-

cellence of the

Henry F. Miller
Pianos
Os
Boston

A successful union of ex-

perience, science, skilled
?

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

DAR.NELL <&

THOMAS

Raleigh
N.C.

WES
Show Our Confidence

-IN THE—

Superior Construction
OF THE

Fox
Typewriter

By our willingness to place a

Machine on Trial
with any one anywhere in competition

with any other typewriter. Ask me

about ribbons and second-hand ma-

chines.

S. H. WILEY.
Dealer for Central and Eastern N. C.

Salisbury, N. C.

Real Estate.
For Sale. Good building lots and

stores in Pilot Mountain. Large farm
near Middlebnrg, N. C., and some fine
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.

D. T. JOHNSON.

I am a candidate for tax collector.
I will appreciate your support in the
primary. JOHN S. JONES.
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