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CHRISTMAS TIME.
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jitf 0N THE CHILD-
PEN'S HOLIDAY.

Rl

jrom the Georgia
soplice to yowng men, He
it marry, and we
! is adyice,

et

o€ it

: just ont. There are
idred  children turned
. this town and a hund-
gd thou=and on the state and
avera]l milliong on the nation,
gl thev are kieking up & rack-
wiorover they are. We have
o rive the roads and sidewalks
o them now, They think that
Lirisimas belongs to them. and
reckon it does, I know it does
t onr homee. It is the same
il story every yvear, for just as
pst ue one fel yels Yoo biz for
he romsnce of  Christmas,
nother set is ready to take it
n. When the children are too
b1y grandchildren come
ushineg around, aud now iy
ks are Niking up a little ever-
reen tree for them and they
pow it.  Old Banta Claus is to
rauce round on onur roof and
nne down our parlor chimney
nd fill np the stockings and
ad the tree with good things
nd it will take grandma a day
bt two to clean up after them
i hen the show is all over.
Christinas holidays are a
wealthy, beautiful rest for the
hildren, and it doesusall good
1 see them happy. Penned up
n ¢hool for weeks and monihs :
wezled and  perplexed over
heir books; now head and
how foof and now about half
iy between, with many a
eart ache and many a joy all
ningled up together they need
rest, o good long rest, and
liri=tmas is sure -to bring if.
it ot to all—mo not to a®—
gud that is the shadow that
arkens every joy. There are
honsands of ¢hildren to whom
hristiius  never comes—no
Sapta Clans, no tree. nmo pres-
ants, no auything bnt poverty
nd want., If the warm heart
leeds when thinking about
hem let it bleed and maybe
e pocket will, too.

Pleasing the children is the
Ageest part of life, and is what
pnost every family man ig liv-
ing for, though he don't realize
it, and would hardly acknowl-
wdge il if Lie did. It is the pow-
r behind the throne, the in-
entive that stimulates every
arent . to be up and doing.
I'heir d.ily presence, [their de-

sy

wo

the

endence, their - helplessness,
mlarges his love and broadens
iis chiarity. He has more re-

pect for himself, for he feels
hat the love of children is a
wbler thing than thel love of
Wwuey  or  power or fame,
lankiud must have something
o love and =0 they will love
noney or fame if they have no
hildren. A rich man| without
hildren onght to adopt some
jnst for his own sake. The pa-
fernal relation is the mnatural
elition, and noman or woman
i happy ontside of it—unot as
bappy ns-they might hiave been.
Our young mea ought to marry,
marry whether they can afford
toor not, It is the law of God
and of nature. Marry when the
first pure love of woman comes
over you, Don’t get alarmed at
lier siilis and sating, for she is

Just wearing them to attract
you sed will sober down to
business  when you, marry

There will =zoon be others to
Hve tor end work for, and the
uery must go if you can’t af-
ford it. 1 always tremble for
these travelers whom 1 mecet
everywhere on the rail—-these
uice young men of good fami-
lies who are doing the commer-
cial business of the country.
They are not mating—hardly
ever, They don't stay long
enough in a place to fall in
luve, and by and hy' the whole
sonth land will be foll of con-
drmea  batchelors—batchelors
who will =oon get old and
wedy and wear out and die
without mefirners and only
“uough friends to bury them.
Fhey will die and leave no
“un. Let the young man marry
and ¥f he does have to*travel he
will- get homé now snd then
anid there will always be a light
i the window for him. ‘The
faithiul dog will bark a' good

Weleome at Lis eoming, and the
Wile and  the children be so
Wapiy, tever so happy.
Asatrows are in the hand of
Bl man, 8o are the child-
Ten of the youth who marry.”
‘Happy i the man who hath

his quly

r o
LI

vl ull. He should not
JI_‘ .!-1.‘.'.:.|--; and shall ﬂpﬁak
Fith the cncuy in the gate.”
: .l'hat 15 0. Vxaetly so. The
,:., Securily for any goyern-
ey I= the parental relations
h 1;. i nan réads of anarchy
and CoTriy Hon he .does not
pieiibie for himself, but for his
ehildren and it arouses his in-
on and provokes him to

I liave great respect
=i large patriarchal fam-
e, Not long ago I traveled
“Ith an old gentleman in Stew-
ark county who had twenty-two

dignati
-'."1:-.:'_.
for Lh
1“!‘.‘-,

long after I met a good looking
matron who had thirteen child-
ren by ome husband and the
oldest was only nideteen years
old, and she told mie that eight
of them walked fwo miles to
school every day, and every
morning she had to pat up their
dinners.
picnie.

the basket for two and makes
as much fuss over ‘it as if she
was going off on an excursion.
She is so afraid that it wont be
good enough what there is of
it, or enough of it such as it is.
The next day I got down to Ca-
milla and sojourned with my
friend Underwood, the reverend

troduced me to thirteen and
looked out of the door for more,
but I reckon that was all.
never visited a happier house-
hold.
gréeen and the name suits the
place and tHe family, but the
mystery still remains how a
man who had nothing when he
went into the war and less when

girl and settled down in the
piney woods and run a one horse
paper and preached just for the

of a sudden and pertise their
hopeful
healtlby emulation among the
schools and every town thinks
it has the best in the world.
The school at LumpKin is a

school at Blakely where there

chalking away on the same

My goodness, what a
My wife has to fix up

editor of the Clarion, and he in

I
His homeg is called Ever-

he came out and married a poor

love of God, could ever raise
such a family and own such a
beantiful home. Verily, there
is no excose for a drummer or
any other musician. Camilla
would be a good town eyen if
nobody lived there, but Mr.
Underwood and his family.

I most |always visit the
achools when I go to a new
place. I don’t like these long-
wifided examinations, but I do
like to catch up the pupils all
is

faces. Thers a

very prosperous one and has
the support of the whole com-
munity. Then there is the

is a blackboard all round the
large rooni and the vlass are all

sum af the same time and they
work so fast it makes your
head swim. They don’t care
what kind of a sum and got me
all tangled up in trying to fol-
low them. Mr, Fitzpatriek ask-
ed me to give them a2 sum not
in the book and I said *“a third
and a half third of my age add-
ed to a sixth and a half =ixth
of it and that sum increased by
two and a half will give a sum
the squnare root of which multi-
plied by my age will be 434.”
They fox trotted through
that in & harry, and a black-
eyed girl, whe got the answer
first, looked at me and sald: “I
dident thirik you were that old
Mr. Arp.”
Then I told them that one
time there was a man who had
a diamond necklace that the
king wanted, and he sold it to
the king for corn on condition
that the king would take a
chess board that has sixty—four
gguares upon it and give him a
grain uf corn for the first square
and two grains for the sécond,
and double it every time until
all the squares were faken up.
Now, counting a thousand
grains to an ear of corn and a
hundred ears to the bushel and
a thousand bushels to a crib
full and a thousand cribs to a
barn full, and a thousand barns
to a granary, how many granar-
ies would it take to pay the
debt ? :
Well, they would have done
that but the blackboard give
out and figures got scarce and
50 we all quit for dinner.
I put on the airs of a very
smart man when I go to these
schools but the children of this
generation are smarter than we
ara. It is a lizhtning age and
they keep up withit and always
make us feel helpless and in-
gignificant. The truth is our
{ime is most out and we don’t
know it. I want to retire on a
pension. I just want credit for
‘the little good I have done as a
pioneer—as one who helped to
blaze the way and open the
road and dig up the stumps for
the generation. They they ay
have this world and all there is
in it. Our fathers gave it to us
and now we will give it to our
children. How short the years
are growing. It used to be an
age frow Christmas to Christ-
mas buot time is shripking fast.
The days arenot as long as they
used to be, and as the Irishman
said, I don’t believe there are
as many of them. 1 wonder
how short the year was to “Old
Parr,” who lived to be 136.
How short was it to' Methusa-
leh! I expect he could stand
in the middle of the year and
look back and see the tail of
one Christmas and look ahead
and see the front-of another.
But whether long or short let
us all so live that we may not
be ashamed ol our record and
regret that we lived at all.

- BiLn Arr.

—_— e

What It Means.

Free trade means the right of
the farmer to buy where he cac buy
cheapest and sell where he can sell
highest. That is the real the frue
definition.—Wilmington Star.

Woman and her Diseases

A TOUCHING AND BEAUTI-

A Trell Wratten Picture of Life in

that is in a town of iron-works?
The sky sank down before dawn,
muddy, flat, immovable.
is thick, clammy with the breath of
crowded human beings.
me.
look ont can scarcely see through
the rain the groeer’s shop opposite,
where a crowd of dronken Irish- ¢
men are puffing Lynchburg tobac-

scent through all the foul smells
ranging loose in the air.’

smoke,
folds from the great chimneys of
the
down in blaek. slimy pools on the
muddy streets,
wharves, smokeon the dingy boats,
on the yellow river—ciinging in a
co
front, the two faded poplars, the
faces of the passersbyv.. The Eug
train of mules, dragging masseR of
pig-iron through the narrow street,
have a foul vapor hanging t
reeking sides.
little broken figure of an angel
pointing unpward from the mantle-
shell; but even its wings are cover-
ed with smoké, clotted and black.
Smoke everywhere!
ry chirps desolotely'in a cage be-
side me.
and sunshine is & very old dream,
—almost worn out I think,

a narrow brick yard sloping down
to the river side strewn with rain
butts and tabs.
and tawnyleolored, (1a belle riviere!)
drags itsc it sloggishly along, tired
of the heary weight of boats aund
coal barges, What wonder! When
I was a child I used to faucy a look
of weary, dumb appeal upon the
face of the negro-like river slavish-
ly bearing its burden day after day.
Something of the same idle notion
comes to me to-day, when from the
street window 1 look on the slow
stream of human life ereeping past,

HE IRON MILLS/
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FUL STORY.

the Iron Mills.--The Sirivings
of @ Divinely Talented Spirit to
Escape from a Life of Slaviry,

A c!ondy'dny; do you know what

The air

It stifles
I opened the window, and

e

in their pipes. I can detect the

The idiosyneragy of this town is
1t rolls sullenly in slow i

iron-founderies, and settles

Smoke on the|l

ating of greasy soot to the bouse-

i

their
Here, inside, is a

A dirty cana-

Its dream of green fields
From the back window I can see

The river, dull

night and morning, to the great
mills. Masses of men, with dull,
besotted laces bent to the ground,
sharpened here and there by pain
or cutining; skin and musecle and
flesh begrimmed with smoke and
ashes; stooping all night over boil-
ing caldrons of metal. laired by day
in dens of drunkenness and infamy;
breathing from infaney to death an
air satarated with fog and grease

What do youn make of a case like
that, amatear psychologist ? Yon
call it an altogether serious thing
to be alive; to these men itis a
drunken jest, a joke—horrible to
angels perhaps, to them common
place enough, My fanecy abont the
rniver was an idle one; it is no type
of such a life. Whae if it be stag-
nant and slimy here?! It kuoows
that beyond there waits for it odor-
ous sonlight—quaint old gardens,
dusky with seoft, green foliage of
apple trees, and flushing erimson
with roses—air, and fields, and
mountains. The future of the Welsh
puddler passing just now is not so
pleasant, To be stowed away, af-
ter his grimy work is done, in a
hole in the muddy graveyard, and
after that—uot air, not green fields,
nor curious roses.
Can you see how foggy the day
is? As |l stand bere, idly tapping
the window pane and looking ont
through the rain at the dirty back
yard and the coal boats below,
fragments ol an old story float up
before me—a story of this honse
into which I happened to come to-
day. Yon may think it a tiresome
story enough, as foggy as the day,
sharpened by nosndden flashes of
pain or pleasure. I know, only the
outhne of a dull life, that lonyg sinee
with thousands of dull lives like its
oWwn, was vainly lived and lost
thousands of them—massed, vila,
slimy lives, like those of the torpid
lizards in yonder stagnant water
butt—Lost! There i8 a carious
point for you to settle, my friend,
who study psychology in a lazy,
dilettante way. Stop a moment.
[ am going to be honest. This is
what 1 want you to do. T want you
to hide your disguost, take no heed
of your clean clothes, and come
right down with me—here, into the
thickest of tue fog and muod and
foul eftiuvia. I want you to bear
this story. There is a seeret down
here, in this nightmare fog, that
has lain damb for centuries; I want
to make it a real thing co you, You,
Egoist, or Pantheist, or Arminian,
busy 1n making straight paths for
your feet on the hilis, do not see it
clearly—this terrible qnestion which
men here have gone mad and died
trying to answer. 1 dare nol put
this secret mto words, I told you
it was dumb. These men, going by
with drooken faces, and brains full
of unawakeoned power, do not ask
it of society or of God. Their lives
ask 1t; theswe deaths ask it. There
18 no reply. Iwill tell you plainly
that T bhave a great hope, and 1
bring it to you to be testea, [% is
this, that this terrible dumb ques-
tion is its own reply; that it is not
the sentence of death we think if,
bat, from the very extremity of its
darkness, the most solemn prophe-
ey which the world has known of
the hope to come. I dare make my
meaning no clearer, bat will only
tell my story. It will, perhaps,
seem to you as foul and dark as
this thick vapor about ns, and as
preguant with death, but if your
eycs are as [ree a8 mive to look
deeper, no perfume tinted dawn will
be so fair with }romise of the day
that shall surely come,

e—only

- story is very eim
ﬂisllw:’ of one

e

& king,
o h- :;

g i

;!"1‘” ol by two wives, and they t'mt.h:m“m 3:‘3‘";5'
144 wll settled around him and H’g'? K B, - 2, Baf
doing well, very "an‘ u 18 | ree 'l’ ' “g-' =

bora himself like 5 PE centa i

e Reixaes Siaer 1n

m
for the lower Virginia railroads out the candle.

there last winter; ran usually with
about a thousand men,
fell why I ehoose the half forgotten
story of this Wolfe more than that
\  of myriads of these furnace hands-
{ Perhaps because there is a secret,
onderlying sympathy between thal
i story and this day with its impure
i fog and thwarled sanghine—or per-
haps simply for the reason thaf this |
F house is tha one where the Wolft’s

lived. There were the father and
.son—Dboth hands, as | said, in one
of Kirby & John’s mills for making
railroad iron—and Deborah, their :
cousin, a picker in some of the cot- | heavily, ss the woman, pail in
ton mills.
'then to half a dozen families.
Wolfes had two of the cellar rooms. | row street, that stretched oant, long
The old man, like many of vhe pud-  and black, milés before he:.
‘dlers and feeders ot *he mills, wis | aud there a tlicker of gas lighted
Welsh—had spent half of hislife in | an uocertain space of muaddy o it-
; | walk and gatter, the long rows of . .
pick the Welsh emigrants, Cornirh | houses, except an occasional lager people call Uncle Sam, and he
miners, out of the throng passing
the windows, any day.
triflle more filthy ; their mascles are

‘the Cornish tin mines.

and sharply cut facial lines.
nearly thirty years since the Welsh |

L1hose of their class, ineessant labor,
sleening in keunel-like rooms, eat-

know what, with an occasioual
pight in jail, to atone for some
dArunken excess.
lives?—of the portion given to them
and these their doplicates swarm-s
ing the streets to~day?—nothing
beneath ¥—all! So many a politieal
reformer will tell yoa—and many a
private reformer, too, who has gone
a
with Christ's charity, aud come ont
butraged, hardened.

. One rainy night, aboul 11 o'clock,
a crowd of halt clothed womnen stop
med outside of the cellar-loor.—-
They were going home from the
éotton mill.

Ateady her.
of them.

night.

in the crowd.

and soot, vileness forsonl and body. |.

pills They took the great order |

I cannot

The house was rented
The

Youn may

They are a

‘not so brawny, they stoop more.—
When they are drank they neither
yell, nor shout; vpor stagger, but |
skulk along like beaten honnds.
pure, unmixed blood, I fancy, shows  are governed, that goes on unceas-

A

tself in the shght angular bodies
It is

ived bere, Their lives were like |
|

ng rauk pork and molasses, drink-
ng—God and the distilers only

Is that all their

mong them with a heart tender
|

“Good wnight, Debh,” said one, a

mulatto, steadying hersel” agsainst

as-post. She needed the post to |

So did more than one

|
“Dab’s a ball to Miss Potts’ to- |
Ye'd best come.” |
“Indeed, Deb, if hur’ll come, hur'll |
ave fun,” said a shrill Welsh volee

Two or three dirty hands were

woman, who was groping for the
iatcl of the door.

; No.”

. *No. Where's Kit Smith, theal”
! “Begorra! on the spools- Alleys
behint, though we helped her, we
fdud. Anwid ye! Let Deb alone!
1t's ondecent frettin’ a guiet body.
the powers an’ we'll have a
night of it! there’ll be lashin's o
drink—the Vergeant be blessed and
praised for t!” *

They went on, the mulitto iaclin
ing for a moment to show fight and
drag the woman Wolie off with
them, but being pacified she stag-
gered away,

Deborah groped her way into the
cellar and after considerable stuml»-
ling, kindling a wmatch, and lightéd
A tallow dip, that sent a yellow
Elimmer over the room, It was low,
damp—-the earthen Hoor covered
with a green, glimy moss—a fetid
air smotherng the breath. Old
Wolfe lay asleep on a heap ol
straw, wrapped in a torm horse
blanket: He was a pale, week lit-
tle man, with a while fuce and red
rabbit eyes. The woman Deborah
was like him, only her face was
fven more ghastly, her lips bluer,
her eyes more watery. She wore a
faded cotton gown and a slonehing
bonnet. When she walked one
could see that she was defurmed,
almost a hunchback., She trod soft-
v, 80 as not to waken bim, and
went through in the recom beyond.
There shie found by the half extin-
guished fire an iron sancepan filled
with cold buoiled potatoes, which
she put upon a broken chair with
a pint cup of ale. Placing the old
eandlestick beside this damty re-
past, she untied her bonnet, which
hung limp and wet over her face,
ard ulrr-p;u'erl to eat ber sapper. It
was the first food that had touched
her lips since morning. There was

always, She was Lungry--one
could see that easily encugh-—and
not drunk, as mogt of har compin
ions would bhave been tound at that
Joar. Bhe oid not drnk, thix wo.
man—her face told that, too-—noth
g stronger than ale. Perhaps the
weak, placid wretch bad some stim-

or urgent need. When the stinu-
whiskey. Marf cannot live by work
alone. While she wasskinning the
potatoes and muouching them a
noise behind her made ber stop.

< “Janey!" she called, lilting the
cagndle and peering into the dark-
ness. “Janey, are yoa there?”

*A lbeap of ragged coals was
beaved up, and the face of a young

woman.

- “PDeborab,” she said, at last, *'w
Itere the night.”
-Yes, clid.

she said, qaietly eating ou,
The girl’s face was haggard and

sleep and

with a pitiful frignt.
“1 was alone,” she said timudly.

the girl greedily seized.

stay me-alone.”
i“Hught”
‘. “YeR.'r
A vexed frown crossed her face

-

] have not seen Huogh the day
Deb.
lasts fall the mornin’”

e B Sr e

| the spools,

‘llm seene mbghe

thrust out to cateh the gown of the | OIS

enough of ity however--there is not |

ulant in her pale life to keep her up |
—some love or hope, 1t might be, |

fant was gone she woald take to

girl emerged, staring sleeply at the

Hur's welcome.”

sickly ; her eyes were heavy with
hunger —real Melesian |
eyes they were, dark, delicate blae |
glooming ottt from dark shadows ™ Do represent the larger proportion
| of the tobaceco interests in the coun-
wealthier dealers can
“Where’s the father?” asked De-
borah, holding out a potato, which | transactions, because they have
| the needed means to protect them

“He's bevant—wid Habey—in the selves from financial rmin, Not so
stone house. (Did you ever hear | With the smalier dealer.
the word jail from an Irish moath?) afraid 1o do nnlylhmg uotil l-hg re
“] eame here. Hugh told never to sults of legisla'ion are ascertained.

Toe old man says his watch

The woman sprung ;up and has.

olisside,

tle. Tying on her bounet -a!u biew

“Lay ye down, Jeney, dear,7 she
said, gently, covering her with the
tbe old rags. “Hur can eat the po-
tatoes, if her’s hongry.”

“Where are ye goin’ Dab?! The
rain’s sharp.”

“To the mill, with Hogh's sap-
per.”

sLeat him bide till th’ morn.
ye down.”

“No no”—sharply pushing her off.
“The boy ‘Il starve.

she harried from the eellar,while
the bhild wearily eoiled herself ap
for sleep. The rain was [falling

8ii

hand, emerged from the mouth of
the ulley and turned down the par-

Here
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“Papa, what is all this fuss
in the papers about the {ariff.
What is the tarifl, anyhow #

beer shop, were closed; now and)

then she met a band of mill hands |
skulking to and from their work, |

Not many even of the inhabi~
tants of a manulacturing town
know the vast machinery of system
by which the bodies of workmen

tngly from year to year., The hands
of each mill are divided into watch-
e5 that relieve each other as regu-
larly as the sentinels of an army.—
By night aud day the work goes on,
Lthe nasleeping engines groan and
shriek, the fiery pools of metal buil
aud surge. Only for a day in the
week, m hell eourtesy to public
sentiment, the fires are partially
veiled, bat as soon as the eclock
strik s midoight the great furnaces
break forth with resewed fury, the
clamor begins with tresh, breathe
less wvigor, the engines sob and
shriek like “gods in pain.”

© As Deborah burmed down thro'
the heavy rain the noise of these
thousand engines sounded through
the sleep aund shades of the ety
hke farwoff thonder., The mill to
which she was going lay on the
river, a mile below the city limits
Iv was far, and she was weak, achk-
ing from standing twelve hours at
Yet it was her almost
nightly walk to take this man his
supper, though at every square she
sat down to rest, and she kpew she
should receive small word
thauks.

Perbaps, il sthe had possessed an
artist’ eye, the pleturesque odity of
have made her
step stagper less and the path seem
shorter, but to her the miils were
¥ “summat deilish to look nt by
uight,”

The road leading to the millg had
been quarried from the solid rock,
which arose abrapt and bare on
one side of the cinder covered road,
while the river, sluggish and black,

|erept past on the other, The wmills
for rolling iron are simply immense

ol

| tent-like roofs, covering acres of
|ground, open on every side, Be-
|neath these roofs Deborah looked
lin om a city of fires thit burned
[hot and fiercely in the night. Fire
{in every horrible form; pits ol
flame waving in the wind liguid
‘mvl:t! flames writhing in tortuous
streams throngh the sand, wide
caldrons filled with boiling fire, over
| which bent ghostiy wretches stir-
ring the strange brewing, and
throngh all crowds of hall elad
men, looking like revengeflul ghosts
rin the red hight, harried, throwing
masses ol glittering fire. It was
like n street in hell, Even Debo-
ralh muttered, as she crept through,
T looks like (" devils place!” It
did—in more ways than one.

She (ound the man she was look-
ing for at last, heaping coal on
furnace. lle had not time'lo eal

furuace and waited, Only a few

hunchback, Wolfe.”
her bitck pained her sharply, and

the ran
and dopped from her at every step

tog the pail and waiting.
“Hou:, womaun !
drowned ecal. Come
ing to serape away Lhe ashes,
She swook her head.
forgotten her.
the man, and came closer.
“1 e’ think; g' me my sopper
| womuun.”
| She watched him eat with apain
| ful eageruess,  With
|

her, Her pale, watery eyes begar
1 to gather a strange light.
| wIs 7t ;_{lmtl “ll;{!l? |
bit sour, 1 feared

“No, good t-"l.nlgi!."
|I-_-1I a moment,
lass! Bide bere till I go.
there on ti
sleep,”

fie
pillow and turned to his xork. The
heap was the refuse of the barn
iron and was not a bard bed; the
{half smothered warmth, too, pene
| trated ber limbs, dualting thelr pai
and ecold shiver.

He hesita

(To be continued.)

-

o Time for Delay.

It belooves Congress to do wha
it intends todo with the tobacet
tax without delay. Postponemen
involves sach uncertainty as wil

try. The

proceed, with less peril, in thei

He i

| —Charlotte Chronicle.
|

e s> ,————

If you are bothered with “hard

times"” and want to learn how ¢t

The girl saw it, and added quickly, ' turn your time into money quickly
pleasantly, write to B. F.

Richmond, Va,

, | and

Johnson & Co,
They have a plan on oot that yo
carefully to consiaer.

tily began to arrange some bread —
.| and flitch in a tin pail, mdtnm: Gov. Scales’ health is said to be
mw‘!m ale into a bot- | very poor, we regret to learn.

G N
.— -.‘ = e T
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o
his =apper, so she went bebiod the

wen were with him, aud they no-
ticed her ouly by a “Hyur comes t’

Deborah was stopid with sleep,

her teeth chattered with cold, with
that soaked her clothes

| She stood, however, patiently hold.
you look like a
near to the

fire.”” said one of the men, approackh-

Wolle had
He turned, hearing

a wouwan's
qnick instinet she =saw that he was
|not bungry—was eating to please

ale was a

“Ye're tired, poor
Lay down
1t heap of ash and go to

threw ber an old coat for a

demoralize to some exient the trade
and entail loss upon small dealers,

“Well, uv children, there isa
rich old jgentleman whom the

has a big plantation and lots of
land and he has a very large
family of boys, most of whom
are farmers. But one boy by
the name of Crispin ok a no-
tion to shos wmakiog, and anoth-
er named Vulcan took a notion
to make iron, but they couldn’t
make enough shoes and iron to
do the farmers, and so some
outsiders came along and began
to undersell Crispin and Vaul-
can, and Uncle Sam got mad
about it. Crispin was selling
his shoes at §2 a pair, but these
oatsiders proposed to sell their's
at 81 a pair, and the other boys
wanted to buy them, but Un-
cle Sam said: No, Crispin can’t
make them at that price and
make any money, so he made
the outsiders pay one dollara
pair on every pair of shoes
they brought to the plantation,
and he took that dollar and put
it in his pocket. Then the oit-
siders had to ask two dollars
for their shoes, just like Cris-
pin was doing. Youn see, the
old man had to oversee all the
boys and he paid himself for
doing it ont of this money.
Just he made the ontside
iron men pay him six dollars a

80

ton on every ton of iron they
brought and wouldn’t allow
them to sell it any cheaper

than Vulean was selling it.
Now all this money that Uncle
Sam got from the outsiders is
called the tariff. DBut the farm-
er boys have never liked it,and
want to trade with outsiders
and get things cheap. Unecle
Sam charges these outsiders
something on most everything
they bring and he is getting
rich— very rich. It is now a
hundred millions a , year inore
than le hasany use for, and so
the farmer boys are making a
big fuss and want the tarifl re-
duced so thatthey can getl thelr
woods cheap.”
“But, papa, why can't Crispin
and Vulean work as cheap as
the outsiders ¥
“My children, there iz where
all the trouble comes in. These
oatsiders get their labor at fif-
ty cents a day, and it is barely
enongh to live on. Their la-
borers are so many Lhat they
will work for almost nothing
rather than starve. They have
poor food and poor clothing and
live in shanties, and their little
children nearly freeze in the
winter and have a hatrd time,
but Crispin ani Vulean pay
their hands a dollar a day, and
Uncle Sam =ay that is right,
and he won't zllow any poor
people to suffer on hiz planta-
tion.”
“But, papa, why don’t Cris-
pin and Vulcan quit their bdbusi-
ness and go to farming too, and
then these ontsiders conld come
in and sell their shoes and
their iron cheap to the farimers’
“Pecanse, my children, there
are so many farmers now they
can hardly live. Crispin and
Vulean and all their workmen
now buy corn, and flour, and
meat, from the farmers, and
that helps a good deal; bot if
everybody was farming there
would be nobody to buy from
themn, and these outsiders would
soon put their shoes away up
to three dollara a pair, for they
wonld have no competition.
Competition is a good thing,
and keeps business lively and
prosperous all round, Then
there iz another reason why
Crispin and Vulcan don’t quit.
All their money is in their on-
siness, and if they quit it they
lose it. They don't know any-
thing about farmiag, and they
counldn’t get a start if they did.’
The world moves and =0 does
the mnation. Mr. Cleveland’s
message has shaken her up and
something is going to be done.
We have been brooding and
fussing over this tariff question
a long time but it is coming to
a focus. Mr. Cleveland is the

.
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Lare full of money, and land is

Tront foot but just let congress

gwine to take away my pap and | fron,

WILSON ADVAN

-
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RATRS OF ADVERTISING

I want it taken off of wool. Joe |
Brown has quit baying my corn
and oats and hay for his mines,
and now I want it taken off of

dential election. Mr. Cleve~
land has shown more

of his personal interests than
any president since the days of

tection, and Mr. Cleveland
might have fudged and bridged
oyer this question until the
pext election, but he won't
fudge about anything. He is
no dodger, and he will be re-
elected by the biggest mug-
wump party that ever was
known. He will lose lots of
high tariff democrats, but he
| will gain more from those re.
publicans who are for tariff re-
form. The masses of the Amer-
fcan people are on the free-
trade line, for the masses are
farmers and others who getno
talk about reducing the unﬂ,??xlﬁ:‘:;w:i ::g-:h?hn";o“r.{
and they scrooch up and pull | farmer said to me the o.thét
& small bottle from under their |day: “Why don’t Uncle Sam
col:it ullst;nd ‘{Im to snciking and llpay me ten: dollars boanty on
whine out: “I'm an infant—a | every bale of cotton I raise?
poor little infant—gain’t yﬂuillegnya Joe Brown six dollars
gwine to protect me? Are you |and a half on every ton of pig-
and I'm just as good as
Joe Brown.”

There 1s no sentiment about

may-be I will be for proteect-
ion, but I've got no infantry in-
dustry now. We have quit the
infant business at my house. It
takes these infant industries a
powerful long time to get
grown. I wonder if they will
ever quit sucking the bottle, or
get big enough to stand alone.
When a man goes to oae of
these manufacturing cities,
everybody is strutting around
as big as watch, and the banks

worth two hundred dollars a |

leave me an orfun

But now, in all sincerity, this
tariff business has got three or (trade: The time was when
four sides to it, and it don't be- | there was a thriving wagon

come any of us common folks  shopn st eve cross-roads in
fo be concerted about it 4 2

; against the north, and so north-
tion. We admire Mr. Cleve-|ern wagons came down and
land’s pluck and his unselfish | dried up these humble shops,
patriotism, but Mr. Cleveland |and the workmen had to quit
knows no more about the tariff land try some other business.
than Randall or Carlisle or|Ifa southern farmer can buy &
Watterson or Pat Walsh or the | northern wagon for sixty dol-
Constitution, or a host of other | lars, he will not pay his near-
thinking men. They have all | est nabor sixty five. Ourwives
studied it and pondered over it | will buy smuggled lace ur linen

Clay and Webster differed, and | can got it. Heard a hardware
#0 when I hear a small politic- | merchant ask a farmer if Be
ian blowing his bugle horn and | wanted a bull-tongne plow for
swearing he’ll be dogoned if it | less than ten cents, and the
thus and so I'm disgusted. One|farmer said: “Yes, I want i
time a conceited young preach- |for s nickle if I can get it.”
er called on Mr. Calhoun, who | Some Jews have just come Lo
was very sick, and began right | our town with a big lot of cloth.
away to talk to him about re-| iug that they say they got from
ligion and making preparation |a fire, and the folks are jost
for death. Mr. Calhoun waved | flocking there to get a four dol-
his hand for him to go aod|lar cost for a dollarand = half,
sald “he presumes to instruct | Our regular merchants are mad
meona subject that I have |about it and want protection
pondered all my life.” | from &}l such interlopers, but
L&t us have confidenoe in our | they can't get il. Everybody
statesmen, for many of them | wants protection for himself
are away above party when the | and his family. It is the same
welfare of the nation is st stake. | old prayer: “Ob, Lord, bless
They will hargnonize this thing | me and my wife, my son John
in the best way possible. No-|snd his wife—us four and no
body contends for free trade i more."

now. It will come sometime Then there Is the gquestion
unless we lock our doors against | about what to do with this in-
immigration and the cheap la- | ternal infernal revenue. The
bor of Europe, but we won't |farmer not only gets no protec-
worry about that now. Every-|tion or bounty ou what he
body wants a reduction—every- | Frows but if he grows tobacco
body. The wool grower wants | be is actually charged a duty of
a reductions on everything ex- | ¢lght cents » pound on it,and &
cept wool. The iron men want | #00d deal of it ean’t be sold for
a reduction on everything but|much more than the fax. I
iron,and it 1s just so with the | @on’t blame Virginia and North
SUZAr plill.ltﬂ'l', and h'lm manu- (‘uollna flJl' nlflll:; A ho"l.
facturer and every other indus-| Then there is the whisky tax
try that is protected. We ars|that nobody object ». Ko,
all just like Artemus Ward was | Dot éven the man who drjnks it,
about the war when hesaid the | for he knows that he cughtent
union must be preserved even | o doit, and is perfectly will-
it ne had to sacrifice all his|ing for everybody else to quit,

stabbed by a drooken

man he altempled 10 put out
store,

I

John Glesnsn,

M |

Vom—
pig-iron. I am opposed to pro- | Andrew Jackson. New York is
;ercottl:cgta .‘{mo: B\:;o;‘n tronumhnht: the pivotol state, the key as it | WHAT Is Haerresive
: en p were, and N ; IHEW .
are planted at Cartersville, thon, and My, Chveien N

A condensed report of the ne

guthered from the colum
Sur contemporaries, Stat
National.

A bar room in Goldsboro fe

ed & bou fre ja that place (
mas night,

Nime encajed

Jail in Charlolte Friday nigt
fore Christmas.

The Winston Rapgldican 1

the desth ol & little child 1n
place of hydropbobia.

Bam Samner, of Asberille
aegn

Mra. Jas L. Ewer, of Asl

was mm& shot in the

& pistol in the hands of
fellow.

¢

The Bemi-Weskly News

name of a sewspaper pablis
Elizabeth Qity. It 1% a very n

For|this country, but our people |tiesheet.
half a pentury it has perplexed had no internal ) ;
the wisest statesmen of the na- F o0 north. | o 2oT: Ohan. 8. Fareias, fo

of the Biblica! Recorder Las
& position oa the New York
iner,
Llntle,

a a correspondent

L.

B. P, Bounds, editor and

pal proprietar of the Omahis )
lican, is dead
public printer at Washiugton
the Hepablicanu regime,

He was th

The hogse ol 1 J
for years, and conscientiously | from an old Irish woman for m::.:, uu::,‘,:kl ‘h‘}_
differ about it. Calhoun and|balf the regular price if they |destroyed by fire, we see

Retlector. be building ae
bales of colton were consun:
stired for #700.

The Eveanlng Telegram

same of & pew |'|i|2.!' iy
started 1o Goldabaro
Roscower, That place aliead
one live dl-il". but wish
Tenlare suooewa.

M

L

The Nuabvitle Couner save

named Edwards was oan

the Mann mine a fow d AYs &
ing whiskey without Liocows
is in jall ar Nashville
bearing before United Btatm

awmn

The Nashvilie Courier nas

day morning at the Ma
rington
young mas named Jim Har

3

mine o s ¢

sadly mashed up by the a

ving in on bim, we bope ot
boweyer.

A twelve yoar old bay in

has been »

for forgery. This is his w

fence. The Wrouble with Loy

they get into soch rasoail
their parents pay oo
tioa to them.

The Charlotte Democrat

immense amoant of sorghus

was made in this state U

fall. Ia sote counties in t
ern part of the state as o
000 gallons were made, »
most of it is as good as any
ed molasses,

The Raleigh News-OL
s mut pamed Ed BHas

ocounty, attempled to oo

s lew days sinoe. 1L s

crazed with drink sad

to cut his throat with a kui
kunife was too dell and he =

oeeded Lo scralchiog bis fac
badly.

wife’s brothers, and cousins|and be wouldn't drink it him-
and uncles. self If he wes away off on s des
Thers are s milllon art island where he couldn’t
growers who are making ‘t. But what we do object
a fusa over the presider way it is coliected.
sage as the bees make | n only ean afford to
when you want a littls ? «r “he expensive
honey. There are fifts ...l "-rm:;ent.
of people in the natlou q onli.
ty-nine millions say], 1.
slice off of wool. Therg are two
millions engaged in Rthe iron ;*:';Lu

and steel business and forty-
eight millions say take a slice
off of iron and so it goes all
round. JSirmingham boasts
that she ¢an make fron at nine
dollars a ton. She is now gell-
ing it for eighteen and is pro-
tected from English iron bya
duty of six dollars and fifty
cents & ton. Reduce that duty
to three dollars and Birming-

ham could still make money.
She says she ean. Her furnacaes
wouldn't stop nor wages be re-
duced but little, and that little
would be more than compensa-
ted when the laborer could buy
his hat and his blankets and
woolen shirt and his coat and
his shoes and his molasses
cheaper than he did belore.
Take a slice all round off of the
necessaries of life, and if need
be put it on the luxuries. The
case of the sugar planter is the
hardest of all, for it is buckle
and tongue with him now. Su-]

gar is cheap, very cheap, four- give it back to the people. Pour
teen pounds to the deollar, and |§t back in the jug. Give it
molasses is cheap, and yet the | back to the states according to
government collected last year|population. Then Georgia will
56 millions of dollars from ‘hﬁ‘g@‘ about four millions a year,

OVery ma.
to and let the ,
lect the tax from
The revenue would be !
ereat and not half so expens.
Let every man have an egual
chance, money. or no money.
Our people are utlerly tired
and outraged at this Inguisition
business—this ' hunting down
by day and by night with
muarderous weapons—this pros-
ecution of thg poor man for do-
ing what the governmeant li-
censes Lhe rich man to do.
We'l, I reckon that congress
will barmonize tLis thing some
way. [ hope so. 1 sympathise
with them. I.40. I'm not
mad with Randall nor Carliale,
but I sympathize with them,
{and I do bhope they will pray
over this business and fix it up.
One thing is certain , they must
stop that surplus. It is the peo
ple's money, and if congress
can't do anything else they can

]

people’s president and the peo-
ple demand a reduction. Wo
be to the man or the party that

1
i

hundred and twenty millions a
year drawn from the
and locked nup in the treasury.
Uncle Sam is mean to his child-
ren, mean as a dog.
heard of a father getting rich
off of his children after Lhat
fashion, I paid a dollar and a

r

H

lars for his long pants and I'm
mad about it. 1
bought them

2 Germany for half ihe money.

0

teen.

e

says ‘nay.” Ten million surplus
a month iz an outrage. One |

people

Who ever

half for Carl’s hat and two dol-

could have
in England or

I’'m writing on B letter pad now
that cost me twenty-five cents,
and if it waan’t for the {tariff I
could have bought it for fif-
Plague the tariff, | want
it taken off of the clothing right

away. ['ve sold my sheep and

g3

duty on imported sugar and |gnd that will run the legisis-
molasses. Just think

Twice a2 much as was collected
| on iron apd steel, and ten times
as mach as wasa collected on
wool—and yet there are forty-

{and hatches nothing, and |
will pay all our taxes and
school our children. It will do
all that more.

nine million people howling| B Ans.
for cheaper sugar. Let any man iz
put the question to himself. | Ths Twiss,

Suppose you had your all inves- |

ted in a sugar plantailon and .
” s delender, “Protection and Prosperi.
you could just barely live at oy 550 Suine” WWhEss Sait Bhe tas

the present low prices, what 'Y
wouxld you think of a govern- ::"r' hxﬁ;ngt?;r;n:’ the m‘h:""d
ment that would crush you? ““;‘:.m;q o llmb‘-u ';"
What wounld you think of your " s o =
¥ ¥y tween 1542 and 15851—Ex,

;nembe; of congrm.whndvrc;?: ! =

or such a measure? An t A Tair iz

there is the rub. The members I'z.rli. _{nm

of congress are going to stand| It is about as fair to accase the
by their constitnents—and they man who desires as intelligent and
ought to. It is going to be & of
political long suffering work to
harmonize on uw
ly on the eve of pregi-

According to rhe new wartariff

——— - -
Trade in Werth Carcli:
The Baltimore San says «

Carolina:

A letter from an intellig
lnsiness man, now !
v‘t:u_g'.rr-. an

v indastr

L

2 Master Freddie .
means the least lmpori.nt
in the household. One eve
ter be and bis sister Sad g
bed in the pursery = viol
der shower came up. The o
mother, thinking it might
them, went ap siairs to
them. FPausiog jast ogis
nursery door, she beard §;
L0 his sister, whe was oryiog
‘00 be "[rald, baby. Me an
bere.

Why They Bate Lax=:
Some Hepablicans in tie
woald like very much té del
Lamar for the U, 8 SBuprom
Jodgeship. Al sorts of ol
are raisad, but there is Do |
any of them. They wme p
captious and gntenable. The lnteow «
objection arged is that be voted in
1879 against a resolution of Mr.
Edmands in the Feaate ~doclarisg

of it.|ture that sits and sits =0 long, | it 8 the jodgment of the Semate
¢ | that the thirteenth, fourtecuth and

fifteenth amendments to by Con-
stitution are as valid as any other
part of the Constitotion and shouid
be enforced by legislalion.” —Ex.
chane.

A Beal, Live Soll

Bev. E- L. Pell, of the North
Carciing Methodist Cosference,
soswer 1o & New Hogland consen
who wrote him, “Please tnform me
as tothe religions Dbelief of the
- ! bl ve

and whai
yoa are pleased to call absordities.
We believe in the Trinity, and are
And—




