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Adventures of Sherlock
Holmes.
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‘T assured him that I was not of-
fended. ‘By-the-way,’ said 1, ‘you
seem to have quite a suite of spare
rooms up there, and one of them has
the shutters up.’

“He looked surprised, and, as it
seemed to me, a little startled at my
remark.

“ ‘Photography is one of my hob-
bies,* said he. T have made my dark
room up there. But. dear me! what
an observant young lady we have
come upon. Who would have believ-
ed it? Who would have ever believed
it?’ He spoke in a jesting tone, but
there was no jest in his eyes as he
looked at me. 1 read suspicion there
and annoyance, but no jest.

"Well,. Mr. Holmes, from the mo-
ment that 1 understood that there
was something about that suite of
rooms which I was not to know, 1
was all on fire to go over them. It
was not mere curiosity, though 1 have
my share of that. It was more a feel-
ing of duty—a feeling that some good
might come from my penetraHng to
this place. They talk of woman's in-
stinct; perhaps it was woman’s in-
stinct which gave me that feeling. At
any rate, it was there, and I was
keenly on tho lookout for any chance
to pass the forbidden door.

“It was only yesterday that the
chance came. 1 may tell you that,
besides Mr. Rucastle, both Toller ami
his wife find something to do in these
deserted rooms, and I once saw him
carrying a large black linen bag with
him through the door. Recently he
has been drinking hard, and yester-
day evening he was very drunk; and,
when I came up-stairs, there was the
key in the door. I have no doubt at
all that ho had left it there. Mr. and
Mrs. Rucastle were both down-stairs,
and tiie child was with them, so that
I had an admirable opportunity. I
turned the key gently in the lock,
opened the door, and slipped through.

“There was a little passage in front
of me, unpapered and uncarpeted
which turned at a right angle at the
farther end. Round this corner were
three doors in a line, the first and
third of which were open. They each
led ' into an empty room, dusßr and
cheerless, with two windows in the
one and one in the other, so thick with
dirt that the evening light glimmered
dimly through them. The centre door
was closed, and across the outside of
it had been fastened one of the broad
bars of an iron bed, padlocked at one
end to a ring in the wall, and fasten-
ed at the other with stout cord. The
door itself was locked as well, and the
key was not there. This barricaded
door corresponded clearly with the
shuttered window outside, and yet I
could see hv the glimmer from beneath
it that the room was not in darkness
Evidently theie was a skylight which
let in light from above. As I stood
in the passage gazing at the sinister
door, and wondering what secret it
might veil, I suddenly heard the
sound of steps within the room, and
saw a shadow puss backward and for-
ward against the little slit of dim light

which shone out from under tne door.
A mad, unreasoning terror rose up in
me at the sight, Mr. Holmes. M\
overstrung nerves failed me suddenly,

and I turned and ran —ran as though
some dreadful hand were behind mo
clutching at the skirt of my dress. I
rushed down the passage, through the
door, and straight into the arms of
Mr. Rucastle, who was waiting out-
side.

“ ‘So,’ said he. smiling, ‘it was you,
then. I thought that it must be when
1 saw the door open.’

“ ‘Oh, I am so frightened!’ I pant-
ed.

“ ‘My dear young lady! my dear
young lady!,’—you cannot think how
caressing y,ul soothing his manner
was ‘and**what has frightened you.
my dear young lady?’

“But his voice was just a little to >

coaxing. He overdid it. I was keemy
on my guard against him.

“ ‘1 was foolish enough to go into
the empty wing,’ I answered. But it
is so lonely ami eerie in this dim light
that I was frightened and ran out
again. Oh, it Is so dreadfully still in
there!’

“ ‘Only that?’ said he, looking at me
keenly.

“‘Why, what did you think?’ I
asked.

“ Why do you think that I lock thi.
door?’

“ ‘I am sure that I do not know.’
“ ‘lt is to keep people out who have-

not business there. Do you see?' he
was still smiling in the most amiable
manner.

“ T am sure if I had known —’

“ ‘Well, then, you know now. And
if you ever put your foot over that
threshold again—’ h°re in an instant
the smile hardened into a grin of rage
and he glared down at me with the
face of a demon —‘I'll throw you ...

the mastiff.’
“I was so terrified that I do not

know what I did. I suppose that I
must have rushed past him into my
room. I remember nothing until I
found myself lying on my bed
trembling all over. Then 1 thought of
you. Mr. Holmes. 1 could not live
there longer without some advice. I
was frightened of the house, of the
man, of the woman, of the servants,
even of the child. They were all hor-
rible to me. If I could only bring
you down all would he well. < >f course
I might have fled from the house, hut
m.v curiosity was almost as strong as
my fears. My mind was soon made
up. I would send you a wire. 1 put
on my hat and cloak, went down to
the office, which is about half a mile
from the house, and Hi on returned,
feeling very much easier. A horrible
doubt came into my mind as I ap-
proached the door lest the dog might
be loose, but I remembered that Toll-
er had drunk himself into a state of
insensibility that evening, and 1 knew;
that he was the only one in the
household who had any influence with
the savage creature, or who would
venture to set him free. I slipped in
in safety, and lay awake half the
night in my joy at the thought of see-
ing you. I had no difficulty in getting
leave to come into Winchester this
morning, but I must be hack before
three ’o’clock, for Mr. and Mrs. Ru-
castle are going on a visit, and will hr
away a!i the evening, so that I must
look after the child. Now I have told
you all my adventures, Mr. Holmes,
and I should be very glad if you could
tell me what it all means, and, above
all. what I should do.”

Plolines and I had listened spell-
bound to this extraordinary story. My

friend rose now and paced up and
down the room, his hands in his pock-
ets, and an expression of the most
profound gravity upon his face.

“Is Toller still drunk?” he asked.
‘Yes. I heard his wife tell Mrs

Rucastle that she could do nothing
with him.”

“That is well. And the Rucastles go
out tonight?”

*‘.Y*os.”
“Is there a* cellar with a good strong

lock ?”

“Yes. the wine-cellar.”
“You seem to me to have acted all

through this matter like a very brave

and sensible girl. Miss Hunter. Do
you think that you could perform one

I more feat I should -not ask it of Vou
if I did not think you a quite exeep-

I tional woman.”
I ”1 will try. What is it?”

“We shall be at the Copper Beeches
, by seven o’clock, my friend and I. The
I Rucastles will be gone by that time,
' and Toller will, we hope, be incapable.

I There only remains Mrs. Toller, who
I might give the alarm. If you could
: send her into the cellar on some er-
rand, and then turn the key upon her,
you would facilitate matters immense-
ly.”

“I will do it.”
“Excellent! We shall then look

. thoroughly into the affair. Os course
there is only one feasible explanation.
Yr ou have been brought there to per-

-1 sonate some one, and the real person
jis imprisoned in this chamber. That

is obvious. As to who this prisoner
is, I have no doubt that it is the
daughter, Miss Alice Rucastle. if 1 re-

, member right, who was said to have
gone to America. You were chosen,
doubtless, as resembling her in height,
figure, and the color of your hair. Hers
had been cut off. very possibly in some

| illness through which she has passed,
and so, of course, yours had to be sac-
rificed also. By a curious chance you
came upon her tresses. The man in
the road was, undoubtedly, some
friends of hers —possibly her finance —

and no doubt, as you wore the girl’s
dress and were so like her, he was

' convinced from your laughter, when-
ever he saw you, and afterwards from
your gesture that Miss Rucastle was
perfectly happy, and that she n<>
longer desired his attentions. The dog
is lot loose at night to prevent him
from endeavoring to communicate
with her. So much is fairly clear. The
most serious point in the case is tho
disposition of the child.”

"What on earth has that to do with
it?” I ejaculated.

“My dear Watson, you as a medical
man arc continually gaining light as
to the tendencies of a child by the
study of the parents. Don’t you see
that the converse is equally valid. I
have frequently gained my first real
insight into the character of parents
by studying their children. This
child’s disposition is abnormally cruel,
merely for cruelty’s sake, and whether
he derives this from his smiling fath-
er, as I should suspect, or from his
mother, it bodes evil for the poor girl

who is in their power.”
“I am sure that pou are right, Mr.

Holmes,” cried our client. A thou-
sand things come back to me which
make me certain that you have hit it.
Oh, let us lose not an instant in bring-

ing help to this poor creature.’’
“We must be circumspect, for we

are dealing with a very cunning man.
We can do nothin" until seven o’clock.
At that hour we shall be with you, and
it will not be long before we solve the
mystery.”

We were as good as our word, for
it was just seven when we reached the
Copper Beeches, having put up our
trail at a way-side public-house. The
group of trees, with their dark leaves
shining like burnished metal in the
light of the setting sun. were suffi-
cient to mark the house even had Mis.s
Hunter not been standing smiling on
the door-step.

A loud thudding noise came front
somewhere down-stairs. “That is
Mrs. Toller in the cellar.” said she.
“Her husband lies snoring on the
kitchen rug. Here are his keys, which
are the duplicates of Mr. Ituoastle’s.”

“You have done v ” ?r.de"d!” cried
Holmes, with enthusiasm. “Now lead
the way, and we shall soon see the
end of this black business."

We passed up the stair, unlocked the
door, followed on down a passage, and
found ourselves in front of the barri-
cade which Miss Hunter had describ-
ed. Holmes cut the cord and remove 1
the transverse bar. Then he tried
the various keys in the lock, but with-
out success. No sound came from
within, and at the silence Holme’s face
clouded over.

¦ “I trust that we are not too late,”
said lie. “I think. Miss Hunter, that
we had better go in without you. Now,
Watson, put your shoulder to it, and
we shall see whether we cannot make
our way in.”

It was an old rickety door, and giwe

at once before our united strength. To-
gether we rushed into the room. It
was empty. There was no furniture
save a little pallet, bed. a small table,
and a, basketful of linen. The skylight
above was open, and the prisoner gone.

“There has been some villainy here,”
said Holmes; “this beauty has guessed
Mis? Hunter's intentions, and lias car-
ried his victim off.”

"But how?”
“Through the skylight. We sliaii

soon see how he managed it.” Ha
swung himself up onto the roof. “Ah,
yes,” he cried; here’s the end of a
long light ladder against the oaves.
That is how he did it.”

“But it is impossible," said Miss
Hupter; “the ladder was not there
when tlm Rucastles went away.”

“He has come back and done it. I
tell you that he is a clever and dan-
gerous man. 1 should not be very
much surprised if this were he whose
step I hear now upon the stair. T
think, Watson, that it would he as
well for you to have your pistol ready.”

j The words were hardly out of his
, mouth before a man appeared at the
door of the room, a very fat and burly

; man, with a heavy stick in his hand.
; Miss Hunter screamed and shrunk
J against the wall at the sight of him,
but Sherlock Holmes sprang forward
and confronted him.

| “You villain!” said he; “where’s
I your daughter?”

The fat man cast his eyes round,
and then up at Hie open skylight.

“It is for me to ask you that,” he
shrieked, “you tiiieves! Spies and

j thieves! i have caught you, have I?
You are in my power. I’llserve you!”
He turned and clattered down the
stairs as hard as he could go.

“He’s gone for the dog!” cried Miss
Hunter.

“T have my revolver,” said I.
“Better close the front door,” cried

Holmes, and we all rushed down the
stairs together. We had hardly
reached the hail when we heard the
baying of a hound, and then a scream
of agony, with a horrible worrying
sound which it was dreadful to listen
to. An elderly man with a red face
and shaking limbs came staggering
out at a side door.

“My God!” he cried. “Some one
has losed the dog. It's not been fed
for two days. Quick, quick, or it'll be
too late!”

Holmes and I rushed out and round
the angle of the house, with Toller
hurrying behind us. There was the
huge famished brute, its black muz-
zle buried in Rucastles throat, while

he writhed and screamed upon the
ground. Running up. I blew its brains
out. and it fell oyer with its keen
white teeth still meeting in the great

creases of his neck. With much labor j
we separated them, and carried him, j
living but horribly mangled, into the j
house. We laid him upon the draw-
ing-room sofa, and, having despatch- j
ed the sobered Toller to bear the news
to his wife, I did what I could to re-

, lieve his pain. We were all assem- Jjbled round' him when the door opened.
• and a tall, gaunt woman entered the |
room. I

“Mrs. Toller!” cried Miss Hunter, i

“Yes, miss. Mr. Rucastle let me
out when he came back before he
went up to you. Ah, miss, it is a pity
you didn’t let me know what you were
planning, for I would have told you
that your pains were wasted.”

“Ha!” said Holmes, looking keenly

at her. "It is clear that Mrs. Toller
knows more about this matter than
any one else.”

“Yes, sir, I do, and I am ready
enough to tell what I know.”

“Then, pray, sit down, and let us
hear it, for there are several point?
on which I must confess that I am
still in the dark.”

“1 will soon make it clear to you,”
said she; “and I’d have done so before
now if I could ha’ got out from the
cellar. If there’s police-court business
over this, you'll remember that 1 was
the one that stood your friend, and
that I was Miss Alice’s friend too.

“She was never happy at home. Miss
Alice wasn’t, from the time that her
father married again. She was slight-
ed like, and had no say in anything;
but it never really became bad for
her until after she met Mr. Fowler
at a friend's house. As well as f
could learn, Miss Alice had lights of
her own by will, but she was so quiet
and patient, she was, that she ne\Tr
said a word about them, but just left
everything in Mr. Rucastle’s bauds.
He knew he was safe with her; but
when there was a chance of a hus-
band coming forward, who would ask
for all that the law would give him,
then her father thought it time to put
a stop on it. He wanted her to sign a
paper, so that whether she married or
not, lie could use her money. When
she wouldn’t do it. he kept on worry-
ing her until she got brain-fever, and
for six weeks was at death’s door
Then she got better at last, all worn
to a shadow, and with her beautiful
hair cut off: but that didn’t make no
change in her young man. and he
stuck to her as true as man could be."

“Ah,” said Holmes, “I think that
what you have been good enough to
tell us makes the matter fairly clear,
and that I can deduce nil that re-
mains. Mr. Rucastle then, I pregume,
took to this system of imprisonment?”

"Yes, sir.”
“And brought Miss Hunter down

from London in order to get rid of
the disagreeable persistence of Mr.
Fowler.”

“That was it. sir.”
“But Mr. Fowler being a persever-

ing man, as a good seaman should he,
blockaded the house, and, having met
you. succeeded by certain arguments,

metallic or otherwise, in convincing
you that your interests were the same
as his.” *

“Mr. Fowler was a very kind-spok-
en. free-handed gentleman,” said Mrs.
Toller, serenely.

“And in this way he managed that
your good man should have no want
of drink, and that a ladder should he
ready at the moment when your mas-
ter had gone out.”

“You have it, sir, just as it happen-
ed.”

“I am sure we owe you an apology,
Mrs. Toller,” said Holmes, “for you
have certainly cleared up everything
which puzzled us. And here comes
the country surgeon and Mrs. Ru-
castle, so I think. Watson, that we had
best escort Miss Hunter back to Win-
chester, as it seems to me that our
locus standi now is rather a ques-
tionable one.'”

And thus was solved the mystery of
the sinister house with Use copper
beeches in front of the door. Mr. Ru-
castle survived, but was always .i
broken man. kept alive solely through
the care of his devoted wife. They
still live with their old servants,
who probably know so much of Ru-
castle’s past life that he finds it dif-
ficult to part from them. Mr. Fowler
and Miss Alice Rucastle were married,
by special license in Southampton the
day after their flight, and he is now
the holder of a Government appoint-
ment In the Island of Mauritius. As
to Miss Violet Hunter, my friend
Holmes, rather to my disappointment,
manifested no further interest in her
when once she had ceased to he the
centre of one of his problems, and she
is now the head of a private school at
Walsall, where I believe that she has
met with considerable success.

The Croatan: Who and
Whence?

(Continued from Page One.)

here a home would be robbed wh'le
the whole family stood helpless before
the rifle’s point; and there a dozen
miles away, a man would he shot down
the same night by the same band.

They cost the county over SIOO,OOO
and the lives of many of her best citi-
zens.

Everything favored them; the scat-
tered homes of the whites, tho ineffi-
ciency (to give it rio worse name) of
Reconstruction government, the deci-
mation and disorganization caused by
the war, the unity and numbers of the
f'roatans and the secure retreats offer-
ed by their woods and swamps.

There ore men yet alive in Robeson
county who have bullet wounds In-
dicted by their hand, and who have
hunted them as they would wild
beasts, and women who were widowed
through the deadly accuracy of their
aim. But let it be said to their ever-
lasting credit that they never set a
lire or outraged a white woman.

The numerous and powerful Cowrie
family formed the head and front of
the Croatan faction. This formidable
dan (according to Mrs. Norment’s ver-
sion. of which much use has been
made in this account) were till de-

scended from James Lowrie, “a tall,
well-proportioned, fine-looking, re-
spectable mulatto.” His wife was a
Tuscarora Indian. They had three
sons, of whom William, the oldest,
alone concerns us. This William
Lowrie fought through the Revolu-
tionary war in Col. Thomas Robe-
son’s command and received a pension
from our government. Ho, too. like
his father, married a, Tuscarora In-
dian. One of his sons, Allen Lowrie,
married Pollie Cumba, a woman of
Portuguese extraction, and raised a
large family, ten sons and an unknown
number of daughters. It was four of
these sons, William. Steve, Tom and
Henry Berry, that formed the nucleus

of the outlaw band, with Henry Berry,
tho youngest, as chief. It is only fair
to state that the other sons took no
active part in their depredations.

During the year 1864 Allen Cowrie's
house became headquarters for a hand
of robbers. All able-bodied white
men were,at the front with Lee and
their ninprcfaected homes offlered a<
tempting field to plunder. A long se-
ries of robberies ensued. At last the
limit of human endurance was reach-
ed. The home guards of Robeson
and Richmond counties combined to
put a stop to the outrages. A careful-
ly planned raid resulted in the capture

| of Allen Lowrie and his son William.
| These two were tried by court martial.
! convicted and shot. The citizens hoped

j that this would end the trouble; it
only began it. The execution of these
two men was the sowing of the wind;

j the whirlwind was reaped in sorrow
and blood and it took ten years to j
gather the harvest. |

The sons of Allen Lowrie swore a
bitter revenge on the whites for the

i execution of their father and brother.
This revenge they exacted to the full
and the deadly vendetta raged till one
by one the Croatan leaders were pick-
ed off in guerilla warfare. Lee sur-
rendered and peace was declared. His
veterans returned to their homes and
addressed themselves to the task of
rebuilding a wasted civilization. But
there was no peace for the veterans
of Robeson. They laid aside then-
uniforms but not their arms; a noble
foe was but exchanged for an ignoble
one; the artillery's roar gave place to
the silent ambush, and the dashing
chiirge on the field of battle to the
midnight man-hunt.

The band of outlaws was controlled
and held together by the powerful per-
sonality of their chief, Henry Berry
Lowrie.

This remarkable character excites
by turns our hatred and our admira-
tion, never our contempt. Over his
lawless band he exercised the absolute
sway of a monarch. His word was
law, and woe betide the unfortunate
who opposed his will. On one occa-
sion he shot Steve Lowrie, his brother
and trusted companion, through tin’
eye for insubordination.

In his veins flowed a strange com-
mixture, the Cavalier blood of Eng-
land, the blood of the vagabond Por-
tuguese and the blood of the Indian.
Each strain was traceable in his ap-
pearance and character; he combined
in himself three distinct persons, and
first one then the other, and now the
third shows itself in his remarkable
career.

His person was distinctly pleasing
and handsome; in his color the Indian
copper predominated, noticeably tem-
pered by thei white; he had straight
black hair and wore a small goatee.
His figure was of medium height, erect
as a young pine, sinewy and supple
in the extreme; his shoulders were
broad and his chest deep; his head
and neck firmly and gracefully car-
ried. His forehead was good, high,
broad and massive; his eyes were soft
grayish hazel in repose, but would
dilate and darken in anger. A smile
usually played over his face, but when
he was aroused it became the smile
of a demon.

The formidable equipment which he
constantly carried was in keeping with
the dread he inspired. In his belt he
wore five six-barreled pistols and a
long bowie knife; shoulder straps sup-
ported a sixteen-shot Henry rifle and
a double-barreled shot-gun. Hip whis-
key flask and heavy cartridge box
brought the weight of hi 3 armament
to the astonishing total of ninety or
a hundred pounds. He was thus ready

without notice to go on a long cam-
paign or to stand off u large body of
pursuers. His endurance was phe-
nomenal. With this load he could
run, swim, hide out for weeks in the
swamps and in short undergo, unaf-
fected, hardships and fatigues the very
thought of which would dismay art or-
dinary man.

Ten thousand dollars was offered for
his body, dead or alive. With this
enormous price upon his head, carry-
ing night and day 48 loaded muzzles,
for ten years he waged fierce warfare
against county, State, Confederate and
United States authority. Answerable
to neither God, mean nor devil, su-
preme among his people, supported
solely by the manhood nature gave
him, hunted like the wild beast lie
was, he lived his life in hopeless yet

fearless def/mce of society. Twice
imprisoned, ambushed and fired upon

times without number, he played a
touch-and-go against death with
a jest in his heart and a smile on his
lips. Robber and murderer by choice
and circumstance he never broke a
promise, never committed arson and
never offered insult to a white woman.
Black is his record; rightly detested
is his name; yet this obscure Croatan
outlaw showed a courage whose ampli-
tude and intensity are wonderful.

As he lived in violence lie died in

mystery. His end is supposed to have
come accidently by his own hand. No
man knows his sepulchre, and to this
day on the books of North Carolina
is standing the reward of SIO,OOO for
Henry Berry Lowrie, dead or alive.

Operations of The Outlaws.
The hand which he led grew from

a small nucleus till at one time it
numbered 00 or 60. Efforts to ex-
terminate it met only with lukewarm
assistance or veiled opposition on tho
part of the Radical authorities, on
one occasion nine white men who un-
dertook to protect the property and
lives of their neighbors were them-
selves outlawed and forced to flee the
State. Escaped Yankee prisoners
from Florence, native white criminals
and desperate negroes swelled the
pumbers of the bandits. Wholesale
robberies were boldly and openly com-
mitted, and objection or resistance
was met by death. Men known to be
active in their opposition to the gang
were ambushed and shot. Indian
methods of warfare were used by the
Croatans and pitched battles with the
whites avoided. They wandered around
in small bands on their raids of plun-
der and murder. When a large body
of whites assembled, the Croatans dis-
banded and each man hid out for

himself in the woods and swamps.

Some of the Croatan houses were pro-
vided with a trap-door and under-
ground passage to be used in case the
owner should be caught at home and
surrounded.

At last the whites began to fight lire
with tire and to hunt the leading out-
laws down, one by one. A huge game

of hide and seek, with death as the
penalty for an unskilful move, was
inaugurated. Concerted action among
the whites was difficult for reasons
stated above, and the deplorable pe-
riod of bloodshed lasted for an almost

incredible time. Gradually the situa-
tion assumed a bloodier and grimmer
tinge until a bare chronicle of the
facts causes us to shudder with her-
itor.

Two Instances will suffice—the mur-
der of Mr, O. C. Normont and the kill-
ing of John Sanders, the detective.

Mr. Norment was shot March 18.
1 870. The murderers chose the early
part of the night for their deed. An
unknown number slipped up to the
house and surrounded It. Let Mrs.
Norment’s own words tell the story:

“With the laughter of innocence ring-
ing in their cars, they took their po-

sitions to commit the deed so horrible
to relate- Mr. Norment was in the
habit of putting his children to sleep

by telling them little nursery stories,

and took them to the bed nearest the
murderer for this purpose, little think-
ing his home so soon would he made
desolate and the place desecrated, yet

made memorable to his stricken family
bv the lifeblood of tHc- husband and

father. The fiend who stood there ani*
listened to the merry laughter and in-
nocent prattle of his tittle ones, with
the dark purpose in his heart of tak-
ing from them their kind and loving
father in so cruel a manner, must hav*
had a heart of adamant, or he would
have yielded to the gentle influence
and turned from so bad a design. But
no; he stood there nursing the resolve

tiiat would blacken his soul with
crime, and doom him to a punishment

as only such criminals merit at the
hands of an avenging God. After the
children were quietly slumbering he
arose and took a seat by the fire, con-
versing for a short time, when he re-
marked to his wife in a low tone that
he heard a noise. She replied that, she
had dropped a hairpin on the hearth,

and supposed that was the noise lie
had hoard. Ho said no, it was not
that, but expressed no uneasiness. In
a short time he opened the door and
stepped out, leaving it open.” It was
at this moment that th<- fatal shots

wore/fired. Could anything be im-
agined more cruel and deliberate than
this?

The fate of John Sanders was even
more horrible. He was a Boston de-
tective who had been sent for by some
of the leading Conservatives in Robe-
son county. For 12 months he lived
among the Croatans, teaching a Croa-
tan school and trying to gain their
confidence. In this he succeeded, and
so excellent were his methods that the
whites who w ere not in tiie secret held
him in unlimited contempt as a rene-
gade, and more than once actually as-
saulted him.

His plan was to persuade the Croa-
tans to emigrate to Mexico and to
have them intercepted and captured on
the way. Just on th<‘ eve of the exe-
cution of this plan he was betrayed.
It is supposed that this \vas*done un-
consciously and involuntarily by some
indiscreet person who knew his pur-
poses. Bo that as it may, the price
poor Sanders paid was a bitter one.
The outlaws had every road watched,

and when the detective entered their
lines he was roughly halted and
taken prisoner. What follows is sad
beyond words. He was led to Henry
Berry’s secret camp in Black swamp,
called the “Devil’s Den.” He was
never • seen alive again. Then with
fiendish cruelty and malignity he was
tortured. Volleys were fired over his
head; he was beaten with

m
gunstoeks

and clubs; small doses of arsenic were
administered and his veins opened
with pen knives. This lasted three
days. Then, won to admiration by his
courage and fortitude they permitted
him to write a letter to his wife, which
they posted with a kind of grim jus-
tice. On tpe fatal night they blind-
folded him and tied him to a tree and
Steve Dowrie emptied both barrels of
his shotgun into his defenseless body.

As Mrs. Norment well says: ‘‘Human
or savage nature seldom presents a
picture so atrocious as this of San-
ders, guarded in the wild sWarnp of
Carolina, but almost within the sound
of Christian firesides, looking into in-

evitable and violent death after days
of pain.”

The circumstances of his death were
confessed by one of the captured out-
laws and were afterwards confirmed
by others. Following direction thus
gained a searching party found the
disfigured remains decently wrapped
in a blanket and carefully interred on
an island in the thicket part of Black
swamp. Curious fr* say, the daguerreo-
type of the murdered man’s wife was
found reverently placed upon his

breast. What a bewildering study in

contrasts does this sad incident pre-

sent of the Croatans! To torture a
bound prisoner and then permit him
to write a farewell letter to his family;

to shoot him down in cold blood, as he

stood blindfolded and helpless, and

afterwards bury him decently with his
wife's picture on his breast!

These two killings show the out-

laws at their worst. But through their
whole course they were relentless as
death. To their credit, they usually
Avarned before they struck; but. when

they did strike it was a cruel blow.
Few marked men escaped them.

In their turn they were as merciless-

ly hunted by the whites. Standing re-
wards of from $5,000 to $lO 000 were
out for the chief outlaws, dead or
alive. In most cases these were paid
for their corpses. The leaders were

finally killed, one by one; but the his-
tory of their extermination was writ-
ten in blood. .Steve Cowrie achs the
last to fall. It is a striking bit ot tes-
timony to his indomitable will and
courage that, sole survivor as he was,
he never gave up. To the day of his
death he carried on the tight single-
handed, and was training his sons to
hate bitterly and shoot swiftly when
the end came.

Henry Berry Cowrie, the chief of
them ail, disappeared in mystery. The
common b; liet is that he shot •him.se.i
accidentally Avhilc cleaning his gun.
’the Croatans always denied this, and
declared he had made his escape to
Mexico. Within the last few years ru-
mors of his still being alive have been
current. A letter, purporting to be
from this famous outlaw, was reoeivod
by the lawyers in Cumberton asking
it he might return home in peace to
die. Stih more recently a drummer
passed through Robeson county and
visited Sinclair Cowrie, an elder broth-
er of Henry Berry, and told him he
had seen Henry Berry alive and well
in the Indian Territory.

These rumors are probably unfound-
ed. but whether alive or dead Henry
Berry Cowrie’s career was remarkable.
He Avas a strong man and played a
strong man’s part. Had his great gifts
and mighty powers '» en employed for
society instead of against it the South
would have another crowned head
among her laureate fraternity of
he roes.

Somewhere in the gloomy recesses
of his native swamps is Henry Berry
Cowrie's obscure grave. Perchance
some lurking moccasin, to whom he
was akin in deadiiness or some mighty
liaAvk, whose peer he was in swiftness
and watchfulness, knows where ho
sleeps, and shares with the other the
lonely watch over his resting place. If
so, his secret is safe with them.

1 ‘Follow Me” You Brave
Men.

(Continued from Page One.

Siler turned his sword upon the ignor-
ance of the youth of the blooding

South, and began a battle in which
his record has but few equals. For
forty years he has been constantly la-
boring in the field of education, draw-
ing to his school boys and
otherwise would doubtless have grown
up in ignorance, and upbuilding the
moral standard of every community in
which he has labored. Wherever hi*
has labored he is loved. For the
past several years he has spent his
energies in Montgomery county, and
in not a few has ho instilled the prin-
ciples essential to noble citizenship.

The large number who signed the

resolutions accompanying this sketch,
shoAV that his friends are many. No
doubt had they had an opportunity,
hundreds of others would have been
glad to sign them, and thus shown
the love and esteem they have for one
who has so faithfully served his coun-
try.

‘‘You look happy, old man,” said
Jenks.

“I am,” replied Goodman. ‘‘l ha\ f e
just renewed the best and cheapest

fire insurance a man could possibly
have In this Avorld.”

“You don't sav?”
‘‘Yes, I just pai*l my pew rent.”—

Catholic Standard and Times.

When a man loses sleep lie's apt

to lose his temper also.

The New
England Mutual

Life Insurance Co.
' ;.. : - . t

OF BOSTON, MASSACHUSETTS

Chartered in 1835 and the oldest Purdy MutllcllOld LillC
life insurance company that offers everything good that is to be had
in life insurance. Should you be unfortunate and have to discon-
tinue your policy you receive a cash value, or in lieu thereof

Participating Paid Up or Participating
Extended Insurance. :: :: :: ::

On any policy issued you can secure dividends each year, begin-
ning withOiesecondpayment, or you may leave them with the

company, thereby increasing the face value of your policy each year.
Drop me a line and let me show you a New England Mutual
policy, for it contains numerous advantages not offered by other
companies. It costs you nothing to investigate. :: :: ::

A. J. WILLIFORD, General Agent,
Tucker Building, Raleigh, N. c!

¦ Agents now selling Annual Dividend Policies or those ex-
pecting to soon FALL IN LINE, willfind it to their
interest to communicate with me regarding a contract.

Will Adams to Hang Thurs-
day.

(Continued from Page One.)

copper cents. The cents were paid to
him tiie day before as balance due for
wages, and the prosecutor was unable
to identify the two larger coins as
having been of the money he had left
in the house. The Judge in his charge
used this expression to the jury: “The
fact that money was taken from the
house and all these circumstances tend
to prove thcAfact that not only was
Mary Bridge ns killed, but that she was
killed by the prisoner, and was killed
in pursuance of a premeditated, de-
liberate purpose.”

The Supreme Court, while holding
the evidence sufficient to be presented

to the jury, decided that this charge as
to the money was error, and Adams
was tried a second time, convicted and
his case again appealed. In the last
instance, however, the verdict of th •
lower court was sustained and ef-
forts of counsel since that time have
been directed to securing a commuta-
tion of the sentence to life imprison-
ment.

In this connection, the fact of the
early re-marriage of the prosecutor
was used as tending to show the pos-
sibility of his having himself commit-
ted the murder and charging Adams
therewith. The suggestion, however,
was pure conjecture and not support-
ed by proof of any sort.

'I he Condemned Man.

Adams will be hung in the rear of

the jail yard on a scaffold which has
been already built. The yard is shut
in from view by a high fence. There
will be, of course, only the small
legal number of witnesses.

The condemned man is ponderous-
ly built, an absolute African type, and
repulsive to look at. His skin is very
black and has the oily glisten distin-
guishing some negroes, his nails long

and yellow, his neck heavy like a
bull’s, his big head hanging forward
like a dog’s, his eyes showing red
animal lights. The man exceeds two

hundred pounds In weight and, with a
heavy drop, hanging should bring him
a death like that of a lightning
stroke.

First Hanging Since Tom Jones.
The last hanging in Wake county,

occurring two or more years ago. was
that of Tom Jones, a negro preacher
who murdered his paramour and then
fired he r house, destroying an entire
family of children, with the exception

of one who managed to escape, and
on whose testimony he was convicted.
There Avas some little doubt of Jones’s
sanity; in Adams's case there is noth-
ing but the pure blood-lust of the
brute to which to attribute the crime.

Moral: Bet the Bride do the Traveling.

(Raeford Facts and Figures.)
Will Hennigan, colored, who lives

out toward Pike, attended church last
Sunday to hoar the gospel, and to get
married, leaving several children at
home alone, and a ten-year-old hoy
while fooling with a gun accidentally
shot his twelve-year-old sister's head
off. killing her instantly.

Stern Parent—“ Understand, sir.
that you have been telling it around
that you hoped to marry my daugh-
ter.

Young Man—-'Y-ves, sir. I—I
Stern Parent—Well, why don’t you

get busy and do it?—Chicago News.
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