reliable firms, } S

© Tt is to be regretted thit many owners of pianos do not keep them in tune. °
Tt is excusable to a certain extent, because few persons know when a piano is

| in or out of tune, and for the same reason.so many are imposed on by “‘Jack

| leg tuners,” especially in rural distriets and smaller towns. Tn many instances -
- these fellows represent themselves as being connected with our house or other

to by our firm. It may cost a little more, but you run no risk. Our tuners find
many pianos in deplorable condition and are often told the last nfan  that
tuned the piano claimed to have been with Stieff. It’s not sufficient evidence of
competency for a tuner to say he had been with our firm—he must be with us
now to guarantee his work to be artistic.

‘ ~ The sure'yray to ﬁeep your piano in perfect condition is to have it attended
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tables, -

L4

some and when properly finished are exquisite.

&

e

In connection with our Charlotte wareroom we have a repair shop equal in
equipment to a small piano factory and are prepared to do all kinds of repair-
ing and rebuilding, and we make a specialty of refinishing. In this department

we are converting many old square pianos into beautiful library and sewing

It's quite a fad not to trade an old square piano on a new modern piano,

but send it to us and have it converted into a handsome library table for Father
or sewing table for Mother. The veneers on old square pianos are usually hand-
It’s the most appropriate
method we ean suggest to convert an old worthless heirloom into a beautiful
and useful piece of furniture. The cost is trivial compared to usefulness.

i
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| Mamfacturer of the Atisic Steff
‘ ~ Shaw and Stiff Self-Player Pianos
| .

“Continued next week.”

Chas. M. Stief

C. H. WILMOTH, MANAGER.

Don’t Delay. Order Your Christmas Piano From STIEFF To-Day.

Southern Wareroom: - 5 West Trade St.
CHARLOTTE, N. @.

Homespun Philosophy

BY THE CRICKET ON THE HEARTH,

protested vehemently, but he finished
Jt and the violin caught it" And
again he played the low, wierd thing
that sent gqueer little snivers through
the fascinated listeners.

“Was it the song of a siren, or a
mermaid combing her tresses in the
moonlight?’ asked the College Girl
jbreathlessly, leaning forward and
looking up into the Bohemian's face.

“Does It sound like the song of a
siren luring men into danger, or of a
mermald idly making herself more
fair? Ab, no' Ana the Bohemian

-

It was the Seribbler who had found
the Bohemian. There was hothing of
Bohemla about the sitting room. éx-
cept its simplicity and cordial wel-

* pome. The Bohemian and bis viplin
fitted well together. Both were old
and, in & way, fine and good to see,
ffhe Bohemlan's eyes were soft and
dark and full of dreams. His beai-
'tiful white hair and snowy beard
curled together surrounding the cu-
rlously young face which was llke
gome tropical flower withering in a
&now wredath,

The cosiness of the sitting room |shook his gray head slowly. "The
contrasteq deliclously with the winter |sallors belleve that 1t is an -angel
#lorm raging outside, Past thé win-|singing. Years before, the . captain

and hia Jittle daughter were drowned.
The child had lovea the sea and the
gallors, and her life was spent aboard
her father's vessel. from the night
of her death she become the guar-
dian angel of the ship and when any
sallor Ia nearing a perilous hour he
hears the child's sweer Volee singing
the little melody that I have just
played. It is the sallor's duly to
leave the boat at once. They walt
for nothing but the necessary prep-
arations”

“Whit a pretty fancy!'" exclaimed
the College Girl. “And only the man

dows sourrying leaves, llke coveys of
grightened, hunted biras, found their
avay to hiding places, sending out
wierd, whispering sounds when, for &
moment, the long siender violln bow
nwas sllent.

"The Beribbler, proud of . his  find
and firm In the bellef that a story
day behind it all. waited delightedly,
-wgﬂe the College Girl fastened frivol-
ous little scarlet bows 10 a Christ-
mas work basket while she smiled at
him gratefully. SBometimes the music
tangled itself with her bright wits and
her eyes became ddreamy and her
Dhands rested idly a=ong the frivelous |who Is In danger hears it!"
searlet bows while the Christmas work “Do you think it no more than &
basket waited for its most unsuitable{fancy?” The Bohemian looked at her
edornment. with his Inscrutiable smile.

“That was a4 singularly wierd It- "Well, it Is more graceful and deli-
tla plece,” sald the gardener from thé| cate than sallor's superstitions usually
corner where he sat patiently holding | are, is It not?” she asked, going back
the akien of zephyr which the Plain’|to the frivolous seariet bows and-the
Little Woman a8 patiently wound into | beribboned basket, ~
goft pink balls, “It's beautiful in a “But what do you mean by super-
@ort of shivery, uncanny way. “One|stitlon, and where @o. you draw the
hears the lap of wazer and the flap|line? Perhaps the men who are
of salls ang the whistle of the wind|much alone between throbbing sed)

" among taut ropes.” b - Iv bending sky feel more keenly the
The Bohemlan's eéyes shone In their|influence of the Unknown. They are
. setting of bushy brows, His violin|simpler and not so by thae per-

sistent cares of the wdrid. Between
waves and stars In a _little simple
'world of thelr own, is it any wonder
that they dream dreams and sée vis-
ions? And what are these but dim,
pervarted pictures of the unknown—
the supernatural?’’ : .

“ ‘There is no error so crocked but
it hath In it somie dinés of truth,’"
sald the Muiet Man. “Supéerstition is.
our blind, ungulded acknowledgement
of the power. that cresies and econ-
trols. ‘If error dom in like & flood,
it mixeth with i L The

pent out & little voluntary guiyer of
_ melody that scarcely stirred the &i-
Jence, "Then you hear it, I thought
20 that you would. Ivs all there,” he
: ‘A sea isong?’ questioned the
{bbler sniffing for the story and a
fittle Impatient, now that its begin-
ning seemed near,
- “Yes, it's a sea song. A sailor boy
. awhistled it for me just as he heard ft
- wone njght last summer.” The Col-
‘. Jege Girl looked up from her frivolous
poarlet bows, Her eyes were full of
poft quéstioning. “We were on a
i dittle bost. He was at work, but I—
% wwéll, 1T was just there, I's a way I
vhave. " It was a mnight without a

i breath &f wind; a p:lt;. l:'i:;t !Q!‘I‘OW s . olear and mlamry. Howamueh has that to do
y ymll-sea and sky, with a iny clonds are gone, | with the law that we call heredity 7| in
Ee i of shore over To the of us. | enfolding cloud, ‘Su-{ Why 1{s it that shat -oir-'hthu%gé"
1 We were becalmed and  while we 1} and  loved. we feel and love? 1
 waited for the wind\1 played for the

4t the sllence of the night
tpr.w my hands ‘were
“could: hear nothing but the

father's ghost walks the corridors of
his ancestral home. Only a few even-
ings ago some of us were congrat-
ulating ourselves upon having had a
clear and proper view of the new
moon. How. 41l thess small supersti-
tions have crept into our minds, no
man oan tell, But they are there.
The uncanny loneliness of an old
empty house at nlght {8 more than
the natural need of cheerful compan-
fonship. There is no desolation in
the depths of the forest Lthat ke
it; no emptiness in the wildernes that
compares with it. The space that
was once.a human home where lit-
tle children were born and men and
women lived and enjoyed and suffered
an; died—the walls, the rool and the
foot-marked floor—the hearthstone
and the windows and the doors—the

doors through whicn the generations|

have passed!

“If superstitions gather mora thick-
Iy about the water folk, the great
loneliness and mystery of the throb-
bhing sea with #=s millions of whisper-
ing lips, Its changeful volces and
varying moods must be held respon-
sible. An Ignorant man may hear a
meloly and know only that it is a
sound pleasant to the ear. A musi-
clap divides 1t Into bars and chords
and measures and keys and writes it
clearly so that anotner reading may
reproduce every faintest note. Where
the clouds are thinnest we catch sight
of something that ls beyvond, but we
are too Ignorant to fashion the 1m-
pression inlo sentences. For want of
words we are dumb, or“striving for
speéech we find men smiling Indul-
gently at what we have to say, and
when it ls repeated there iz merely a
new rendering of an o1d supersti-
tion."

“IA fréquent similar effect argueth
n constant cause; yet who hath count-

e¢d the links that nind on omen ta]

its issue?’” sald. the Quiet Man
slowly.” " ‘For the soul hath its feel-

ers; cobwebs floating in the wind, that|"

catch events in their approach widh
sure and_apt presentiment." ",

= The Optimist shivered and begged
for a corner of & oushion, which the

Collgge Girl, shivering too, and fors|

getful of the scarlet bows, generons
Iy granted,

“Where does he find the gruesome|

wording of his gloomy thoughts?”
whispered the Optimist. “I shall find
the dark pedpled with goblins when
the time comes that I must fare
forth! Hear the wind!” ¢

“I'o” the affrighted mind shadows|
“But|.

bécome real,” said the Oracle.
& shadow proved the existence of sub-
stance. There ls wo lttle that we
can touch and handle and explain,

TWO PRETTY GIRLS,

and g0 much that we féel and know|'
and|and leave unapoken.

iy

Now thers isit

and tracking back through ranks of
ordinary men and commonplace wo-
men we find away back on the rim
of the forgotten an old hymn writer
or a woman who eat idly and llstened
to the winds and waves while others
at useful tasks—somebody that cared
or harmonious sound. And a drop of
Glpsy blood asserts itself and makes
of & man a wanderer."

The Bohemlian's slendor hrown
hand crept carcssingly to the violin's
strings @and a faint breath of melody
pervaded the room. There wgs gome-
thing In hils manner and expression
that made the College Girl shiver in
delightful anticipation while the wind
shook the windows and the fallen
leaves swept nolslly through the dark
like restiess ghost of a dead sum-
mer,

The Scribbler with his eyes upon the

fire turnsd an attentive ear toward
the Bohemian. The Plain little Wo-
man glanced up timlily (rom her soft
pink zephyr, but the Gardener's re-
assuring smlile sent her back to her
pretty, patlent work with a bit of
pink color In her cheeks. The Moth-
erly. Woman's shining needle
found its way slowly among the roses
of her embroidery.

“I Know all about the drop of Glp-
£y blood,” the Bohemian said, glanc-
Ing around the circle of Interest
faces, “It {8 my Inheritance. It was
my Orandfather who Jdiscovered It,
searching opatlently back through
many branches of the famlily. But
he knew that it belongel to me. He
was a great musician and we lived
in an old German town. I was the
childy of his only daughter and she
died bhefore I was old enough to
know, My Grandfather Jividel all
the love of his great true heart be-
tween his music and me'” He slop-
ped. But there was no resisting the
appeal of silent attentlom

“I knew much about earns
Ing mon and 1 knew even Jess
about. keeping It. I know that my
Grandfather was often anxfous about

. | my future. This Stradivarious was the

darling of his heart" And the Bo-
hemian stroked the violin lovingly.
“HMo tested all hix componitions with
it. Indeed he used to compose alone
in the dark with his
while I, who had benefited little by
his excellent teaching, jotted the ex-
quisite notga roughly on paper, As 1
grew older, the limits of our German
too narrow. The drop
of 'Qlipsy blood was astlr. "My Grand-
father knew it and we began to

m.

“We'll Keep together, we (hree,
Laddle, you and thé violin and me.
We'll always keep together' I no-
ticed ar he grew older anJd the nat-
ural seemed to be drawing
nearer that e was never _anyious
about me. “You'll get on, Laflle. We
':Igu nud“u:;nr' be.}nlep:rue.l. The
old  Btradivarious wi eap us to-
gether.'

1

P

Stradivarious, |

bed where pain held him fast, 'Go in
my. place, Laldie,’ he said. I might
have thought that he was joking, but
for the strangely compelling look In

his eyes. ‘Take the SBtradivarious and
g0 | had never touched the pre-
clous violin. The command
puzsled me for 1 knew
that the engagment was an
important one, and he was quite
ashamed of my poor playing. As If

he read my thought he answered it
‘I shall need only your strong young
arms, Laddie; lend them to me to-
night.'

“l took the violin and went. He
wiaas right. The violin played Itssif.
The people were wild. They sald that
the mantle of the ol man had fallen
upon the boy, When [ went homae,
the landlady told me that my Grand-
father had been very I, 8he had
goneé In to ask how he fared, know-
ing that he had been too unwell to
go out, And she had found 2lm white
and still as If a Jdeep sleep hald fal-
len upon him.

“After this I went frequently in his
place, but my drandfather  always
locke] himself In his room.

After

awhile he died and the Stradivarious

wasd mine. [ have
to play on my other violin.
superstition, fancy,
what you please.

never beon able
Call It

transmigration,
T think the little

fnscription here means something.

And he turned the violin over and

pointed to an exquisitely fine line of

carving.

‘The Seribbler leaned over and read
the line of varved lettors.'* Me'll keep
together, LaJddie, you and the violln

and 1.
And then there came Into the Bo-

hemian's eye an odd little gleam, the
violin found (ts way«to his  sioulder
where It seemed to nestled lovingly.

The bow bounded and trembled and
swept the walting strings

And the lltte audlence sat' spells
bound.

A NEGRO COMMITS SUICIDE.

4| mented Isaac Brwin Avery., A

Treasurer of 8 Church Spends ¥
Money Ends Hig Trouble by
Jum Into a Well, :

Bpecial to The (haerver

Troy, Nov. 30.—To-ddy Jim Butler,

who was for a long time porter for
the Centrsl Hotel, at this place, coms

mitted sulclde by jumping

well, He was treasurer of a

Into a
new

church for the colored people at this.
place, and when called on fer the

money he was unable

te  respond,

having used Il in hin privats bual-
ness. He owned gome real sstate and
had made arrangements 40 borrow
the money, but hisg wife refused to

ol

the conveyance with him and he
her Il ahe would not he would

jump Into. the well and kUi himseif.

Jim was an Industrious negro and al
member of the colored Masonle lodge

ut this n_luo.A .

A REAL WONDERLAND. @

PUTS IN FOR REPAIRS.

Vanderbilt's Private Yacht Encouns
ters n Gale on Her Trip to Florida
and Is Dﬂm‘d—(‘hk‘.ﬂ Architeet
W  lovate at Wilmington—Boak
Club Making a Study of I. E. Avery,

Bpecial to The Observer

Wilmington, Nov. 80,—The Taran-
tula, the private yacht of ‘Mr. Willlam |
K. Vanderbilt, Jr., of New York, Is fh
port for some repalrs made necessiry
by encountering u gnle this week on
her trip down from New York be-
tween Cape Lookout and Frying Pan, .
fhe Is on Skinner's marine railway
and after completing repairs will pro-
ceed to Florlda waters, where she will
be jolned latgr by her owner and &
party of friends, The Tarantula was
formerly & torpedo boat of the Units
ed Statex navy, but Is now gulte hand:
somely fitted up as a pleasure craft.
Four uther yachts are heré and @t
Bouthport, ull bound for Florida, '
Where they will be met by their own-
ers from the North. Thess ars |
Kleanor Third, belonging to Herbert
Mllls, of Chlcugo; Gralnger, owned by
James Harvey, of Palladeiphia: the
Huntress, owned by Dr. R. V. Plerce,
the famous proprietary medicine man-
ufucturer of Buffalo, N. Y., and the
Nan, owned by Gus Aliman, of New o
York, who fx on bodrd with his wite, 10

Burett H. 8tephens, of Chlcago, who
bullt the half-million-dellar plant of
the Bwift fertllizer works here, and
the Bwift oil refinery at Charlotte, has
declded to locats In Wilmington as an
architect and general engineer. He
will relain his connectlon with the
Bwifts, but Is prepared to handle outs
slde work on his own decount and ¢
decided upon Wilmington ‘as the bass .
of operations for large Gonstruction
work in which he nopes to get intefs
ested In the State, )

At the regular Friday Afternoon
Book Club meeting thls week nlmﬂ
home of Miss Susle Price, the
of study ror the past two woeks
resumed, that of the lite of the Ia

interesting sketoh of his

contributed by Mra. Chartest¥, Eve
who was a close pe i

dlstingulshed young North Carolin

and bore testimony of hig !
of chardecter and his b::ﬁ.:l. L
sition.. The usual dainty rof

ments were strved and a very pleass’
ant evening was apent by ::{g a3
tendance, ‘ Rl

Chinesp -
N?‘; York Sun, o e
ere are no f sohoo|
and if there were they wi .-
puplls. The. poor people e
own sons and dhughters




