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it need not interfere very much with
one’s other occupations.’

"Well, you can easily think that
that made mo prick up my ears, for
the business has not been over-good
for some years, and an extra couple
of hundred would have, been very
handy.

“

‘Tell me all about it,’ said I.
“ ‘Well,’ said he, showing me the

advertisement, ‘you can see for your-
self that the League has a vacancy
and there is the address where you
should apply for particulars. As far
I can make out, the League was
founded by an American millionaire,
Kzekiah Hopkins, who was very pe-
culiar in his ways. He was himself
red-headed, and he had a great sym-
pathy for all red-headed men; so,
when he died, it was found that he
had left his enormous fortune in the
hands of trustees with instructions to
apply the interest to the providing of
easy berths to men whose hair is of
that color. From all I hear it is
splendid pay, and very little to do.’

“ ‘But,’ said I, ‘there would be mil-
lions of red-headed men who would
apply.’

“

‘Not so many as you might think.’
he answered. ‘You see, it is really
confined to Londoners, and to grown
men. This American hau started
from London when he was young, and
he wanted to do the old town a good
turn. Then, again, I have heard it
is no use your applying if your hair
is light red, or dark red, or any-
thing but real bright, blazing, fiery
red. Now, if you cared to apply, Mr.
Wilson, you would just walk in, but
perhaps it would hardly be worth
your while to put yourself out of the
way for the sake of a few hundred
pounds.’

WAS VANCE TRULY A REPRESEN-
TATIVEOF NORTH CAROLINA?

By James H. Foote.

To the Editor;—The above heading
appears in the News and Observer of
December Ist. over the signature of
“Wm. E. Dodd.” The writer in his
article objects to the erection of a
statue to Zebulon Vance by the Histor-
ical Association in the National Cap*
itol, "who,” he says, “put every possi-
ble obstacle in the way of the Confed-
erate authorities and who actually
threatened to secede from the Con-
federacy unless President Davis
yielded to his will.” He says further-
more, that "Governor Vance actually
aided and comforted the ‘shirkers’ to
keep out of the army, and that he did
nut exert himself to force them to do
their duty.” He further charges that
"Governor Vance kept 13,000 mors
men out of General Lee’s army than
any other State, on the plea that they
were under the civil service.” He
even intimates that Vance’s dereliction
of duty caused the Confederacy to fail,
and that "it wop id look strange to be-
stow the laurel wreath upon the one
man who did more than any other in
the South to prevent the success of
(he war.” He says, “Will North Car-
olina look upon Vance 100 years after
the war as she now does?” Now will
you, Mr. Editor, grant me space in
your great newspaper to reply to these

I had called upon my friend, Mr.
SherlocK Holmes, one day in the au-
tumn of last year, and found him in
deep conversation with a very stout,
florid-faced, elderly gentleman, with
hery red hair. With an apology for

my intrusion, I was about to with-
draw, when Holmes pulled me ab-
ruptly into the room and closed the

door behind me.
”You could not possibly have come

at a better time, my dear Watson,”
he said cordially.

“I was afraid that you were en-
gaged."

"So I am- Very much so.”
"Then 1 can wait in the next

room.”
"Not at all. This gentleman, Mr.

Wilson, has been my partner and
helper in many of my most success!Jl
cases, and I have no doubt that he
will be of the utmost use to me in
yours also.”

The stout gentleman half-rose from
his chair and gave a bob of greeting,
with a quick, little, questioning glance

from his small, fat-encircled eyes
"Try the settee,” said Holmes, re-

lapsing into his arm-chair and put-
ting his finger-tips together, as was
his custom when in judicial moods.
"I know, my dear Watson, that you
share my love of all that is bizarre
and outside the conventions and hum-
drum routine of every-day life. You
have shown your relish for it by the
enthusiasm which has prompted you
to chronicle, and, if you will excuse
my saying so, somewhat to embellish
so many of my own little adventures.”

"Your cases have indeed been of
the greatest interest to me,” I ob-
:erved.

“You will remember that I remark-
ed the other day, just before we went
into the very simple problem pre-
sented by Miss Mary Sutherland, that
for strange effects and extraordinary
combinations we must go to life itself,

which is always far more daring than
any effoit of the imagination.”

“A proposition which I took th<
liberty of doubting.”

“You did,-doctor, but none the less
you must come round to my view,
for otherwise I shall keep on piling
fact upon fact on you, until your

reason breaks down under them and
acknowledges me to be right. Now.
Mr Jabez Wilson here has been good
enough to call upon me this morning,

and to begin a narrative which prom-
ises to be one of the most singular
which I have listened to for some
time. You haYe heard me remark that
the strangest and most unique things

are very often connected not with
the larger but with the smaller
crimes, and occasionally, indeed,

where there is room for doubt wheth-
er any positive crime has been com-
mitted. As far as I have heard it is
impossible for me to say whether the
present case is an instance of crime
or not, but the course of events is
certainly among the most singular that
I have ever listened to- Perhaps, Mr.
Wilson, you would have the great

kindness to recommence your narra-
tive. I ask you, not merely because
my friend Dr Watson has not heard

the opening part, but also because the
peculiar nature of the story makes

me anxious to have every possible
detail from your lips. As a rule,
when I have heard some slight indi-
cation of the course of events, I am
able to guide myself by the thousands
of other similar cases which occur to
my memory. In the present instance
I am forced to admit that the facts
are. to the best of my belief, unique."

The portly client puffed out his chest
with an appearance of some little
pride, and pulled a dirty and wrinkled
newspaper from the inside pocket of

his great-coat. As he glanced down
the advertisement column, with his
head thrust forward, and the paper
flattened out upon his knee, I took
a good look at the man, and endeav-
ored, after the fashion of my compan-
ion, to read the indications which
might be presented by his dress or
appearance.

I did not gain very much, however,
by my inspection. Our visitor bore
every mark of being an average com-
monplace British tradesman, obese,
pompous, and slow. He wore rather
baggy gray shepherd's check trousers,
a not over-clean black frock-coat, un-
buttoned in the front, and a drab
waistcoat with a heavy brassy Albert
chain, and a square pierced bit of
metal dangling down as an ornament.
A frayed top-hat and a faded brown
overcoat with a wrinkled velvet collar
lay upon a chair beside him. Alto-
gether. look as I would, there was
nothing remarkable about the man
save his blazing red head, and the
expression of extreme chagrin and
discontent upon his features.

Sherlock Holmes’s quick eye took
in my occupation, and he shook his
head with a smile as he noticed my
questioning glances. “Beyond the ob-
vious facts that he has at some time
done manual labor, that he takes
snuff, that he is a Freemason, that he
has been in China, and that lie has
done a considerable amount of writing
lately, $ can deduce nothing else.”

Mr. Jabez Wilson started up in his
chair, with his forefinger upon the
paper, but his eyes upon my compan-
ion-

“How, in the name of good-foi tune,

did you know all that, Mr. Holmes?”
he asked. “How did you know, for
example, that I did manual labor. It's
as true as gospel, for I began as a
ship’s carpenter.”

“Your hands, my dear sir. Your
right hand is quite a size larger than
your left You have worked with it,
and the muscles are more developed.”

“Well, the snuff, then, and the
Freemasonry ?’’

“I won’t insult your intelligence by
telling you how I read that, especially
as, rather against the strict rules of
your order, you use an arc-and-com-
pass breastpin.”

“Ah, of course, I forgot that. But
the writing?”

“What else can be indicated by that
right cuff so very shiny for five
inches, and the left one with the
smooth patch near the elbow where
you rest it upon the desk.”

“Well, but China?”
“The fish that you have tattooed

immediately above your right wrist
could only have been done in China
I have made a small study of tattoo
marks and have even contributed to
the literature of the subject. That
trick of staining .ho fishes’ scale a
delicate pink is quite peculiar to
China. When, in addition, I see a
Chinese coin hanging from your

to keep two assistants, but now I
only keep one; and 1 would have a
job to pay him, but that he is .vill-
ing to come for half wages, so as to
learn the business.”

“What is the name of this obliging
youth?” asked Sherlock Holmes.

“His name is Vincent Spaulding,
and he’s not such a youth, either. It’s

jhard to say his age. I should not
I wish a smarter assistant, Mr. Holmes;
jand I know very well that he could
i better himself, and earn twice what l
,am able to give him. But, after all.
If he is satisfied, why should I put

j ideas in his head?”
“Why, indeed? You seem most for-

tunate in having an employee who
jcomes under the full market price. It

I is not a common experience among
| employers in this age. I don’t know

j that your assistant is not as remark-

Jable as your advertisement.”

•'
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WILL THEY PULL THE BALE FROM THE SLOUGH?
watch-chain, the matter becomes even
more simple.”

Mr. Jabez Wilson laughed heavily-
“Well, I never!” said he. I thought

at first that you had done something
clever, but I see that there was noth-
ing in it, after all.”

“I begin to think, Wat-on,” said
Holmes, “that I make a mistake in
explaining. 'Omne ignotum pro mag-
nifico,’ ygu know, and my poor little
reputation, such as it is, will suffer
shipwreck if I am so candid, (’an you
not find the advertisement, Mr. Wil-
son ?”

“Yes, I have got it now,” he an-
swered, with his thick, red finger

planted half-way down the column.
“Here it is. This is what began it
all. You just read it for yourself,
sir.”

I took the paper from him and read
as follows:

“To the Red-Headed League: On
account of the bequest of the late Eze-
kiah Hopkins, of Lebanon. Pa., U. K.
A., there is now another vacancy open
which entitles a member of the League
to a salary of £4 a week for purely
nominal services. All red-headed men
who are sound in body and mind,
and above the age of twenty-one
years, are eligible. Apply in person

on Monday, at eleven o’clock, to Dun-

can Ross, at the offices of the League,
7 Pope’s Court, Fleet Street.”

“What on earth does this mean?”

I ejaculated, after I had twice read
over the extraordinary announcement.

Holmes chuckled and wriggl<*d in

his chair, as was his habit when in
high spirits. “It is a little off the

beaten track, isn't it?” said he. “And
now. Mr. Wilson. off you go at
scratch, and tell us all about yourself,
your household, and the effect which

this advertisement had upon your
fortunes. You will first make a note,

doctor of the paper and the date.”
“It is The Morning Chronicle, of

April 27, 1890. Just two months

"Very good. Now, Mr. M ilson .
“Well it is just as I have been tell-

ing you. Mr- Sherlock Holmes," said

Jabez Wilson, mopping his forehead;

“I have a small pawnbroker's business
at Coburg Square, near the city. It's
not a very large affair, and of late

years it has not done more than just

give me a living. I used to be able

“Oh. he has his faults, too.” said
! Mr. Wilson. “Never was such a tel-
| low for photography. Snapping away
j with a camera when he ought to be
limproving his mind, and then diving
¦down into the cellar like a rabbit into

I its hole to develop his pictures. That
|is his main fault; but, on the whole,

i he’s a good worker. There’s no vice
' in him.”

j "He is still with you, I presume?”
j “Yes, sir. He and a girl of four-

! teen, who does a bit of simple cook-
! ing, and keeps the place clean —that's
lall I have in the house, for I am a
j widower, and never had any family.

IWe live very quietly, sir, the three
'of us; and we keep a roof over our
! heads, and pay our debts, if we do

jnothing more.
“The first thing that put us out

! was that advertisement. Spaulding, he

i came down into the office just this

J day eight weeks, with this very paper
, in his hands, and he says:

“‘I wish to the Lord, Mr. Wilson,

I that I was a red-headed man.’
‘l “‘What’s that?’ I asks.

“ ‘Why,’ says he, ‘here’s an-
other vacancy on the League of

; j the Red-headed Men. It’s worth

I quite a little fortune to any man who

1 i gets it, and I understand that there
' I are more vacancies than there are

’ i men, so that the trustees are at their
, ! wits' end what to do with the money.

I If my hair would only change color.
1 I here’s a nice little crib all ready for

| i me to step into.’

“‘Why, what is it. then?’ I asked.
. j You see, Mr. Holmes, I am a very

[I stay-at-home-man, and as my busi-
I ness came to me instead of my having
j to go to 't, I was often weeks on end

i j without putting my foot over the,

¦ door-mat. In that way I didn't know
, ! much of what was going on outside,

I and I was always glad of a bit of
¦ i news.

j “

‘Have you never heard of the
! League of the Red-headed Men?’ he

asked, with his eyes open,
i “ ‘Never.’

i j “
‘Why. 1 wonder at that. f<>r you

j are eligible yourself for one of the
; j vacancies.’

; “‘And what are they worth?’ I
. asked.

“ ‘Oh, merely a couple of hundred
: ' a year, tfut the work is slight, and

“Now, it is a fact, gentlemen, as
you may see for yourselves, that my
hair is of a very full and rich tint,
so that it seemed to me that, if there
was to be any competition in the mat-
ter, I stood as good a chance as any
man that I had ever met. Vincent
Spaulding seemed to know so much
about it that I thought he might
prove useful, so I just ordered him to
put up the shutters for the day, and
to come right away with me. He
was very willingto have a holiday, so
we shut the business up, and started
off for the address that was given us
in the advertisement.

“I never hope to see such a sight
as that asrain, Mr. Holmes. From
north, south, east and west every man
who had a shade of red in his hair
had tramped into the city to answer
the advertisement. Fleet street was
phoked vdith red-headed folk, and
Pope’s Court looked like a coster’s
orange barrow. I should not have
thought there were so many in the

whole country as were brought to-
gether by that single advertisement.
Every shade of color they were—-
straw, lemon, orange, brick, Irish-
setter, liver, clay; but. as Spauling
said, there were not many who had
the real vivid flame-colored tint.
When I saw how many were waiting,

1 would have*given it up in despair,
but Spaulding would not hear of it.
How he did it I could not imagine,
but be pushed and pulled and butted
until he got me through the crowd,
and right up to the steps which led
to the office. There was a double
stream upon the stair, some going up

in hope, and some coming back de-
jected, but we wedged in as well as
we could, and soon found ourselves
in the office.”

“Your experience has been i most
entertaining one,” remarked Holmes,
’is his client paused and refre' tied his
memory with a huge pinch of snuff.
"Pray continue your very interesting

statement.”
“There was nothing in the of.Ve

but a couple of wooden chairs and a
deal table, behind which sat a small

man with a head that was even red-

der tjian mine. He said a few words
to each candidate as he came up,

(Continued on Page Two.)

understood calumnies of one of North

Carolina’s greatest patriots and states-
men ?

The writer of this article being inti-
mately associated with Gov. Vance
from early manhood to the day of his
death would surely justify a few words
in his defense against such unjust and
notorious charges, after his disappear-
ance from earth.

Your readers will excuse me if 1
go hack and give a brief sketch of this
remarkable and wonderful man.

Away up in the 40’s “a youth to
fortune and to fame unknown,” came
from the mountains of Western North
Carolina to Chapel Hill seeking an ed-
ucation dressed in homespun clothes
and wearing a wool hat. On his ar-
rival at the University the boys eyed
the green mountaineer as an object of
fun and no little amusement, but they
soon found they had caught a “tartar"
in this rough-looking youth, who soon
became a leader in their sport and in
study. Without money or influential
friends, excent by the aid of Governor
Swain, at that time president of the
University, and a native of the same
section of the State, Zeb Vance gradu-
ated with the highest distinction in his
class and went his way. The next we
hear of him he is in Congress, while
scarcely old enough to entitle him to
his seat, havinsjidefeated his competi-
tor in a large Democratic district, he
being allied to the old “Whig party”
of that day. He finally reached the
United States Senate and stood as a
prince among men. During' the late
Civil War, while in the field in com-
mand of the famous 26th North Caro-
lina regiment, he was overwhelmingly
elected Governor of North Carolina,
September 8, 1862. His regiment was
known as the ‘‘Fighting Twenty-
Sixth," and so well did he . have it

trained that after he left it in charge
of that brave officer. Henry K. Bur-
gwyn, on the second day’s fight at
Gettysburg it lost more men in pro-
portion to its numbers than any regi-
ment has ever lost in one battle in

any war. This included the Colonel
himself and nearly every company of-

ficer in the regiment and most of the

men—North Carolina troops went

farthest up the awful hill at Gettys-

burg as is now shown by official
reports. The war spirit ot \ ance

followed his regiment in all its fights
—and I pause to add that North Car-
olina in the great crisis of her history
was the last to leave the Union in
1861 and the last to stop the fight at
Appomattox in 1868, and furthest up
the hill at Gettysburg and first to shed
the blood of her sons at Bethel. But
to return—Vance was known as the
“Fighting Governor” during the wffiole
war, and his record for sustaining tilt,

cause which he espoused in 1861 Is
not) surpassed in history, and chal-
lenges the admiration and memory of
all succeeding generations. Let Gen-
eral H. H. Hill reply to your corres-
pondent. He says in an official paper
that, according to the population of
North Carolina her quota bf troops was
62,94 2, for the Confederacy—and that
she would have discharged to the let-
ter every legal obligation resting upon
her for furnishing this amount. Now
what number did she supply? On No-
vember, 9, 1864, Adjutant-General R.
C. Gatlin made an official report to
Governor Vance and compiled by my
friend, John B. Nethery, of the office
as follows: 64.636 and conscripts be-
tween the ages of 18 and 45. Septem-
ber 13, 1864, 18,585, and volunteer re-
cruits to the different companies. 21,-
608; serving in other States, 3,163;
regular troops in State’s service, 3,203;
total, 111,135. To these must be added
junior reserves, 4,217; senior reserves,
5,683; total in active service. 121,038.
Then organized and in service of the
State. 3,962. Total troops mustered
into service. 125,000. From these of-
ficial figures it will be seen that esti-
mating offensive troops alone, North
Carolina exceeded her quota 41,715
men- And those doing active duty in
garrison guarding prisoners and occa-
sional fighting the State exceeded its
'•uota by 51.618. This number of
troops far exceeded the State voting
population. As shown by the census
of 1860 the total number of men in
North Carolina between the ages of
20 and 60. the extreme limits of mili-
tary service, was 128.8 80. Subtract
from this number the number of
troops furnished, and it reveals the ex-
traordinary fact that in the whole of
North Carolina there were only 3,889
men subject to military duty who were
not in martial service. Most of these
were exempted because they were
serving the State in civil capacity a3

magistrates, county officers, dispens-
ers of public food, etc. So, practically
every man in the State was serving
the Confederacy. It may well be
doubted whether a more striking evi-
dence of devotion was ever recorded in
the historv of nations at war, and
shows the fallacy of Mr. Dodd’s state-
ments. These statistics officially ren-
dered by the officers in charge of the
rolls, exhibit the remarkable patriot-
ism of the State and its Governor in
charge, who has for the first time in
my knowledge been charged with un-
patriotic devotion to his State. So we
see that North Carolina by far sur-»
passed every other of her sister Con-
federates m the furnishing of troops
for the war. and it is a historical fact
that she lost more men in battle than
any other.

This is accounted for to some extent
in having one of the most energetic
and patriotic Governors who ever filled
the office. Look at his great genius"
as he provides his own ship, the “Ad-
vance,” to run the blockade across the
ocean to foreign countries to bring
supplies of food, clothing, and medi-
cine for not only his own soldiers, but
for the whole Confederacy in time of
great need, such as the Governor of no
other State did and continued to do so
to the close of the war. See him as he
was at a public meeting in Wilkesboro
in 1864, while he was speaking to the
vast crowd, when some one asked him
how long he thought the war would
last, exclaimed in thundering tones
that he did not know, but that “we
must fight if necessary till Hell froze
over, and then we would still fight on
the ice.” This remarkable exclama-
tion of the Governor was quoted in the
newspapers all over the South, and
there are many still living who heard
this deeming irreverant speech of the
great “War Governor.”

With these facts, and many more on
this line, how can Mr. Dodd have the
effrontery to say that Zeb Vance “put
every obstacle possible in the way of
the Confederate authorities,” and that
lie actually aided and comforted the
‘shirkers’ to keep out of the army.”
Perish the thought! “May my right
hand forget her cunning and my
tongue cleve to the roof of my mouth”
ere I should publish sueh a base
calumny upon the greatest man North
Carolina ever produced. Vance was
great in many respects. He had a
most sympathetic heart. Let me illus-
irate. This writer was one of his aids
while Governor. A mother brought
her 15-year-old boy who had been
conscripted to be sent to fill up the
depleted regiments and asked the favor
to have him sent to the regiment
where his two brothers were, two hav-
ing already been killed in battle that
this was the fifth and last son. I con-
ducted her across the room to the
Governor’s office where he sat writing

at his desk, and as she related her
story big drops of tears blotted the
paper on which he was writing, and
without turning his head, with much
emotion said to me.. “Write an order
for this mother to take her boy back
home with her, for she has done
enough for her country.” Although
Zeb Vance is dead and beyond the
reach of his calumniators, his memory
is enshrined in the hearts of his coun-
trymen. Statesmen! Soldiers! Pa-

triots! The State will never have an-
other Zeb Vance!

Governor Vance belonged to that
class of conservative, distinguished
North Carolinians, so beautifully de-
scribed by my old friend, Major W. A.

Graham in a recent article in the
News and Observer including the
names of Morehead, Wilie P. Man-
gum, Gov, W. A. Graham, Judge
Badger, of his day who were at first
opposed to secession but when the war

(Continued on Page Six.)


