- 88 was hidden in

It seems to me that hlﬁlﬂr has
lost something of ita old grace.
In its place we have “Vapid res,

ness of gayety, the miseries
of style, the cobweb iines-of stiquette,
the hollowness of courtesies and the
s of #5 71t i2 all the
foolish floatiness of wanity, the sol-
emn trumperies of pride. The old
Neartineas and simplicity are rare.
We have. it now In more pretentious
guise.  Social Intercourse means mors
and |t means less It doesn't ring
trué any more, There used to be
& welcome that walted, like the hinges
of the r, for whoever might come.
Thia welcome belonged not alone to
the homes of the rich. It was unl-
versal Hke the fire on the hearth-
stone, *

" Travel war slower and more difficult
and there was more excuse for ask-
in1 & corner under the shelter that
belonged to another. Fashion had
not lald hold upon hospitality. At
was not cut up into social functions.
Visiting was frank and simple.

1t evening brought a friend or
strenger to the door he might not
be turned away. His entertsinment
was a division of what the family en-
joyed, This was the rule at tae
houss beautiful, Miss Betsy always
suspected her visitors of wearing hid-
den wings. The more perfectly the
angels were disguised and the more
unawares she folt, the happler tae
little old lady always Was.

Memory (s a wonderful moving ple-
ture show. Watching the proces-
slon of visitors passing through the
house beaytiful is fascinating. One
hardly feels so sure of the hidden
wings, perhaps, now that the world
has own wiser, but after all, the
small hostess is always the central
figure. This woman knew nothing
of receptions, clubs, or any of the
newer wiys of calling people together.
but she was posséssed of a certain
tact and grace that our modern fash-
jonable entertainer might envy. It
was as simple and natural and un-
consclous as the color of her eyes.

Down at the end of the lane was
& blg gate. It looked plain and
common enough. Just a gate that
was good to swing on If some one
happened to forget about latcaing IL
But it was really an enchanted portal,
You wouldn't have observed its magle
from the outside, but {f you had pass-
ed through you would have known.
On the Inside was home. 1 had
andther quite different home, and you
would have had another, of course.
But no matter whers yours might be,
how far away, !f one counted by
miles, you were perfectly sure to find
it inside that blg gate. You might
be a stranger, or a friend, or only
one of Ming Betsy's boys Inside was
home to whoever entered.

Home is a word that I Jike to think
of In the singular as we think oflove
end hope and light. It Is a quality
rather than a plac® Jt is always
the very same thing, like gold. Bo
1 am entirely correct when I say that
you would have found home on the
inside of the enchanted portal. It
was there, Everybody recognised
It at once. It is a thing one can feél
We know it by an instinct that has
not been cultiveted out of us yet

Now you would know for certain
thgt you are not an angel either
“aware or unaware,” but Miss Betsy
never could have belleved you. Bh
would have made her deliclous littl
cakes and fed you with a solemn joy.
That you needed what she vould do,
would have been an all sufficient rea-
son.

The magic gate shut out all suspl-
clon, all prejudice, all respect of per-
RODS. inside there was a true de-
mogcracy. Once you wera through
the gate your rights and privileges
wére equal with the beat Just as
the old roor sheltered you, Miss Bet-
sy's hospltality nourished and protect-

ed you, The firer thing that you
forgot on the inslde of the blg gate
was that vou had not bheen Invited.
To the woman who lived there the
important thing was that you had
come.

There was no man of the hause,

When Miss Betsy's boys were bables
the Only Man had dled. It wus a
household of women, Beyond the
*nd of the lane Miss Betsy's boys
were men. Busy, earnest men. One
of them took care of the people who
belonged In my own home But in
the, house beautiful they were boys.
They were petted and loved and hue
mored and fed op the things they
liked best. Miss Betsy never bellev-
ed in their growing up. The home
mlsted nothing by having a woman
for Its head as well as its heart. 1
am afraid that the magic of the big
gate had no power of enchantment
oger the evil that we call ingratitude.
Watching the picture ghow &8s |t
passes, it seems to me that thid moves
along in queer proceasion, But there
Ils no change in the serene face in-
side the fluted cap border. To many
things the wise old lady knew how to
be blind. Visitors were not objects
for character study. The home was
not a hall of jfustice.

Nothing that passes before me now
is ke this queer procession of guests
One after another the plctures flash
out and the figures hurry through the
fllent pantomime. The pines bending
under a storm cloud,.a carriage at
the gate, a stream of people hurrying
toward the wiae operr door, light of
fires and candles, smoking dishes,
mowy, fragrant beds. A lonely trav-
eler, or and weary, dusty eclothes
and blistered feet. And Miss Betay
with tub and towel and beautiful
halpia,: hands kneelin before the
stranger like a ministering angel, Ah,
that is hospitality.

In every countryside there used to
be some unfortunate wanderer. Some
man or woman who had not been able
to take hold of the world and grow up
in it These were simple harnmless
creaturea who wers J:ermll.tld to go
about as they pleased. ‘““The vacant
mind” had no evill in IL To the
house beautiful such a person used
to come almost at stated intervals,
Miss Betsy called him “Zack.” Wateh-
ing him the moving pleture show
that belo alone to me, 1 think, as
an angel, he was assuredly well dis-
It seems to me that Miss
Betsy must have been altogether
“unawares.' But there was the magle
of that big gate, On the right
slde of it Zack found himself at home.

Betsy went the rounds of her
big, puffy, fragrant beds,  SBuon rest

little in

lace "'m 0] inhl;
léﬂul ..R and after awhile:
“Zack, va you enough head-
ing 7™ wis always the same Way.

not sure of the qual
pitality and the mindless man who
often slept in the forest leaves.

Zaock was plous, and & certaln
mumbling that eame from the hall
was hls prayers. Once when the
wind blew and the cold came Into
the very presepcs of the hickory fire,
the little lady was more uneasy than
a L She repented her guestions,

the wind carried the answers
aWay. It was one of the boys who
ventured to luugh at Miss Belsy's 50~
Heltude, It was then that the lttle
lady picked up & warm rug and open-
ed the hall door. The liftle girl was
not far away. and the light of tha
fita sfreameg out. There on the
edge of his “lodging” knelt Zack. His
childish face upraised, his lips whis-
pering moftly,. And we heard. He
was praying for Miss Betsy! You
don't always have to . positively see,
the wings. Ono would feel so sure
that this dirty, unlovely creature hed
come to the house beautiful that he
might be warmed and fed,. He seem-

ed a long, lcmf way from the an-
gels “In the Jonely harror of his
digease.”” The unbeautiful body and

the prisoned soul!
Hetsy was right.

ed that
“aware."”

There was something beautifully
unsefish about the old time open-
handeéd hospitality. Now we enter-
tain the peoplse we llke to have or
those we ask when hospitality Is
good policy. In the old days the
Ruest was welcome because he had
come, He was entertained because
he was thers. It was, perhaps, a
matter of convenlence to the guest,
but it was a matter of principle wita
the hostess.

There were formal dinpers and
dainty teas in the house beautiful and
to these were bidden the real friends
of the famdily. Stately men and
pretty women form this picture of the
| mg procession, and Miss Betsy in a
black &k that was lne enouga and
old enough to “stand smlohe.” What
& perfect hostess she made among
her own peopls! But somehow one
finds her at her best minlistering to
the comfort «f the foot-sore traveler
and listening to Zack's simple prayer
for herself. We never do that sort
of thing now-a-days. We send tramps
awty and we have Homes for the
unfortunate, Perhaps it is better for
the trampas and for the unfortunate,
but I wonder if we miss any of the
simple happinecs that blessed the
house beautiful?

We llke now to have some system
about our giving. Besldes, strangers
are llkely to be had, We are not
sure, now that we are wiser, but
misfortune {= brougzk!: on by wrong
dolng. Ve don't think we are at all
likely tn entertain angels unawares.
We are rot golng to risk It But
did yeu ever give your dinner to a
hungry man and watch him eat fit,
going without yourselr? If you are
seeking happiness und have exhausted
your sources, (ry ‘t. Never mind
if he forgets to thank you. It s
not wise nor practical nor praise-
worthy, but It Is wonderfully comfort-
able. We are gautious now, and dis-
trustful. We are sure that misfor-
fune can never come Ne&Er our own
careful selves. We are never to be
friendless. No one who [s ours can
come to any degree of need Our
charity |8 of the cut and dried sofl
The_poor wretch who is so Inconegid-
era arR to bring himself to want
mu let us measure his need and
cover |t neatly with our benevolence.
The stranger at the gate must go
away to the hotel where he belongs. |

It seemns to me that there are no
more gates like the one at the end
of the ljane, Can you imjagine any

But perhaps Miss
Any way she look-
night as if she was quite

® houss beautiful thers was
s of distinction drawn be-
i in
c‘& The only rule wids
) law of kipdness, dlrect
[AC We are doing more
for the world now. We are making
more nolse and spending more money,
and glving more time to good works
But there was something sbout the
old single-handed way that ‘was
L We have a sort of machine
substitute now. We are always go-
ing to have the Indigent, the wvaga-
bond, the unfortunate with us, There
is no getting rid of them. They
must be good for something. We
may classify and sort them, we m
shut them in Homes and prisons an
make laws to govern them. We may
set them to work and teach them
to say their prayers. But ap long
as sons of men are born upon the
earth we shall have the privilege
of feeding the hungry and clothing
the naked. Always we shall be able
to find “The badge of the suffering
and the poor” Is it with the beg-
gar's worthiness or unworthineas that
we are to be most concerned?

AIRSHIP WILL GO EXPLORING.

Dutch Officer Hopes to Get Past Ob-
stacles In New Guinea in a Balloon.
New York: Bun.

An attempt will be made next year to
explore a4 part of New Guinea by balloon.

This great Island, the largest In th.‘oﬂlrlalm

world excepting Greenland, s very diffi-
cult to explore. Tt abounds In swamps,
dense tropleal forests and hostile tribes.

Dr. Poch two years ago found tribes only | agrecable to have the Rov.
the coast of | perforin the ceremony.

fifteen miles Inland from

German New Guinea that had never been | quesiion und

seen by white men.

The chiel of the mining department of On the rurceeding Suncay morning, |
British New Guinea In his Inst annual|wihile Mr. Hil, the nmnoger at Scot- |
report sald that though gold had been land Hall, was in the office, he heard
found in many parts of the mountaing the following colloquy between two

Lt give

From *The Sweet Ol Days In Dixfe.

Among the colored people of the Hall
excitement was aroused by

nuptials of two favorite servants of

prominent families In  the vieln-|‘Fer d¢ Lawd's sake, fokesien, pull dls

My. In  ante-bellum days (It was
the cnstom of master and mistress
the =ervants fitting entertain-
ments on such oecasions. In seme In-
sta the rvepast was spread In the
manaion itself, and marriages ol servants
being also at times solemnised In the
dwellings of their owners. In this in-
stance, great'preparations were made o
give this partleniar housemald a goed
send-off. The marriage occurred on a Hat-
urday night a ftew weeks before Christ-
mas in the forties. A few days prior to iis
accomplishmént, there arose a diflerence
between the couple as to what minister
should be selected to perform the cere-
mony and which threatened a crisis. Ad-
am. the' groom-slect, sald he was a Hard-
shell Baptist and wanted 'necle Primus
Cotton to marry them. Viney, his lady-
love, bolonged to the “Silk-Stocking
Church' and moved only in first-class sé=-
clety. . Adam sald lhe belleved In &
change of heart by grace, and when the
heart was once louched by God's grace
nothing could separate the c¢hild trom
the TFather. Viney averred that the
Church would work that change, Be-
sides she was High-Church, and It was
wlweys cusiomary for moembers of hLer
churca to be marricd by ministers who
in white robes. Well, sald

Adam, it Primus Cotlten don't marry us
next Haturday night we will el It off.
In repiy Viney eald It would be very

Mr. Cottom

Thin gettied the
the marriage occurred on
tha right eppeinted.

the cost of prospecting further afipld Was | young negro bucks, who were not aware

almost
to hew their way through the tropical
vegetation and are likely at any tima to
be attacked by the natives. The worst
savagea are in Duich New Guinea, two-
thirds of which 1s still unexplored.
Thess ure the reasons why Lleutenant
Rambaldo of the Dutch navy, an experi-
enced arronaul, has been authorized to
make an experimental balloon Lrip next
year across the western part of Dutch
New Gulnen for purposes of exploration.

His plans ars sll made and his ;overn-l

ment 1s backing the enterprisc.

He will travel in & free alr balloon, and
he has the utmost confidence that, as-
cending {rom Cape Steenboom on the
south coust, he will land at the foot of
(Geelvink hay, on the north shore. The

metsorological conditions seem o Justl- |

fy his fallh
From April till October the southeast

trade wind can be counted upon as reg-
ularly as the daily reappearance of the
From October till April the north-

sun.
lrur.nt monsoon takes Its turn. Rambaldo
will choose some fine day in June next for
his sscent and has no doubt that he will
be catried almost due northwest and will
land somewhere near the shore of Geel-
vink bay

Upon the muccess of this short air voy-

age depends future endeavor of this sort

In Neéw Guinea The distance in a
stralghit line in only about 200 miles and
the bhalloon explorer expects to make It
in the daylight of one day.

Of course he will be equipped to see

prohibitive because pariles have of his presence.

“Bay. Gum, did you go ter de weddin'
las’ night?

“"You bet, an'* I lafe and iafe till my
Blden busted, ™

“How d'd Airs Viney look ™

“Nigger. sne looks outer mght Mer
dress wisn white and Kiveral wi4d all
sorts «of fri'ls i funlwlows, and she|

had six waiters ter Lhole de candles fer
Uncle Primus ter read de Bible."

“Tien, what Unele Primus ray?'
“He saye, ‘'Well, I s'pose you wanis tep
Eit married. Ef so0, 1 stan's here ter

tia de knot. Marige am & mighty tlck-
lish thing., an' dey dat enters de splder's
web had better be jnbus. Ef you does
right ¥o* life will be full ob joy; o
wrong, you will be beat wid many stripes
an 'hab many spats. Now, Viney. | axes

you o you will take dis man fer yeo!
lubbin husband an' do what he axes
yYou, an' forsake him, fer all udders™
Viney say. ‘I will." 'Now, Adum vo' |
namesake libed In & garden whar dey
was plenty ter eal an' make him happy,
but he wanis mo', an' he lose all Eve

was a mighty purty ‘ooman and he
her. She hab a powful slick

lub

tangue,

|
Jox lak de mos’ ob our ‘comans has to-

duy, an’ she glis him inter trouble. Now
Adam Bentley, will you take dis "soman
fer yo' lawful wife, ter pervide for her
In sickness an’ in helf, treat her weoll, an’
not beat her, ‘coppin she gibs you too
much Jaw? Adam say, ‘I will' Den
Uncle Primuas say, ‘I renounce you man

and record o great deal. He wil h!;: and wife." »
a number of the special cameras n | . )
uead in bnllonns and he expects 1o secuu!nb H:I‘:P‘;T oo‘:i" l II‘IPnInum Fd‘d lh.d
anoramic views of the earth below and t a8 eatin® it am de bhes'
> slden of hing throughout the Presn'ly Uncle Gill and Bob Harry gins
o, Dot M ter tune dar fiddles. Glil say. ‘Ot yer
ourney = 2 ' ’ !
y I‘H.- conree will tnke him about m[dwny'f"‘"’“"ﬂ- an' de flo’ Ix kivered. Gill say,
across the (arl Louls mountains and h\'l Balance all, de dance begins. Turn pard-
thinks 1t very likely that he will be able|R6r®. an swing corners all." Bick danc-
At wll the snow peaks In that In' I debber seed. De house shuck. *Bout
:::lgl;:l\llm'f.é.- The plainn, forests, rivers, |d!® time, somebody hollers out, ‘Here
lakes and Lills will all be caught on his comes ll ncle Bam Latnce, de king ob
photographic plates and Tlambaldo be- dancers’ De ole man comes hobblin' on
leves thal thix material will suftice for krutches an’ Mnn:. nigh de f!hnnln' ring
the produciion of an excellent map of the A® he looks at 'em dancln' I ses him
reglon above which he will float. take his hankchif out §is pocket and
It the fourdey succeeds it will afford a|W!pe his eyes: de ol man s cryin'
good Idea Uf (e topogTaphy of an nlmo-tl-’\‘-“" Misey, she come an’ say, 'Cousin
unknown region ' Bam, what alle wou?™ He say, ‘Cousin
W S Dilsey, ebhber sence [ bin grow'd I'se bin
WVE "Rile » b dancers. but sense de |
SLEVELAND IN HISTORY. |c#iled de king ob
MR, T rumatix has tuck me [ can't take step.’
‘Cousin Sam," says Dilsey, ‘yvou bar de

His Lofty Conception of the Character
of Public Duty,
Adlal B Qtovenson, In The Cirele.
1 saw Mr Cieveland last upon the
gcaslon of hix visit to Arbor Lodge,
Nebr., to dellver an address atl the un-

one passing out of it hungry or un-
comforted or frlendleas? Hut the |
wanderers are all wicked now. Wa |
can't afford to bother with them. The|
plty of it! And, after all, we don’t |
know how this other life came to bal
thrown off the track. It 18 not quite
true that sin and want are twins,
Not quite. And |t happens uvwn occa-
slons that our parlors are open to a
viler man than the tramp upon whom
we hastily close the kitchen door.
The impostors do not all approach
our homeg by the alley way. Why
In the repulsive beggar diffgrent from
his respectable fellow creatures? God
knows. He s different, If the }ife
Is a matter of cholce, yet I8 he an
aohject of plty, What was left out?
What has hurt and ruined him? Who
can tell? There he s, bereft even
of self-respect, asking alms.

“Yet, or even thou hast harshly judged,
And linked their presence to disgust,
Consider well the thousand things
That made them all they are,
Thou hast not thought®@ipon the ocauses,
Ranged [n consecutive necessity,
Which tended long to thess effects,
With sure constraining power,
For each of these unlovely ones,
If thou couldst hear his story.
Hath much to urge as just excuse,
In nature’'s court of justice.”

Tt seems to me that giving is a
complex blessing. If the object of
our pity be unworthy, we have, still,
our own share of the blessedness, But
who |s able to sit In judgment? We
tell long stories of .base ingratitude
and ingenious deceptions, and we re-
fuse to “open wide the hand” |n an-
swer to the supplication of the unfor-

tunate. We don't want to encourage
mncz. Wa belleve In investigat-
ing. ad onecs in a'while a beggar

dies in t’(encc corner, and we find
him huddled there with perhaps his
dog for watcher. It is then that
some one writes & poem or a para-
graph_for the morning paper and we |
all shed tears over its beautiful senti-
m;:l:. " Or & woman u‘r:m begged for
w r bread yesterday is dragged |
this morning from the river, and we
all think of what & terribly hard
world this la!  If any dawning of the
one single reason for ite hardness |

He was lwrge man with a baby | resches as far as our understa {
brain. l:n was unwashed, uncombed | we send & contribution to the ;;:ir:‘e
and diseased. An object of'pity and | of the Homeless, turn the next
 dlagust.  If it was summer, Zack | poor wretch away. And then we go
eame along the lang Elowly and sal | “slamming.” d home ml-lon]
under. the trees till he' was called to| work and say beautiful prayers and |
U0 Srld 1o S0t 1R COrat o T | nd ey s AL e Now
e £e] B
old kitchen. As evening deepen- n:f un':a ., vorie

Buppose In our “chureh

veillng of the statue of the late Bter-
ling Morton, former Secretary of
Agriculture. Thae address was worthy
the oceasion, and indeed, a just and
touching (ribute tn the memory of an
excellent man and able and efficlent
Cabinet membor In my last conver-
sation with Mr. Cleveland upon the

occaslon mentioned, he spoke feellngly
of our old arsoclates, many of whom
had passed nway. | remember that
the tears came Lo his ¢yes wnen the
name of Colonel Lamgont happened to
be mentioned

During our stay at Arbor Ledge,
the heautifu] Morton home, by In-
vitatlon of the superintendent Mr

Cleveland visited the Btate Asylum for
in

the Blind, nt Nebraska City.

his brief address tq the unfortunate
{nmates of the institution Mr. Cleve-
land mentioned the fact that In his

ife he had for a time been &
::::gmlr in an asylum for the blind,
and spoke of his profound interest in
whatever concerned their welfare. [
have heard him many times, but never
when he appeared to better advantage
or evineed such depth of feellng as
his occaslon.
“p'?‘ll"w‘pluuln; of the last ex-Presldent
marks an epoch. He was Indeed &
striking fgure In American histogy.
Take him all in all, we may not see l.l
like again. The "good citisenship
—an expression frequently heard
upon his lips—to which he would have
his countrymen aspire, was of the
noblest, and no man had a clearer or
loftier conception of the responaible
and sacred character of public station,
With him the oit-qugled wu'rds, “A
1 office |= a publie trust” was
::bm-ric e lip mervice.; His will be &
Jarge place in history. His admin-
jstration of the government will safely
endure the sure test of time,

Whatevar record leaps to light,

He never can be ashamed. ,

In victory or defeat, In office or aut,
he was true to his own self and to his
Jdeals. His early struggles, his firm-
ness of purpose, his determination
that knew no shadow of wavering, his
evalted aims and the success that ulti-
mately crowned his efforta have glven
him a high place among siatesmen,

|and will be a continuing inspiration te

the common generation of his

counirymen.

Proof of Japanese Enthusiasm,

hats.

of the skill of the winner.
hate are gathered ap by the aftend-
ants and ";m::l to the champlon. 2
Eventua ¢ owhers come for-
their hats

‘oept
|fAnI: you too.'
de corner an’

sousin, nebber will I kill you; I'se only

kin west In my lubbin' arme’
lubbin’ armas.

cross, 1 has bin a gnember ob Ade
church more'n forty-odd years an' blesves
In wislons, resolutions an' dreamn. | was
late Ins' nite In a wision ter cum «-!wr!
hére un' bress my son Adam an' his|
bride. 1 weighs ober two hundred an®

forty pounds, an' walke fru de mud an*

water to do my duty an’' [ has done It;|
I tells you now ter do dn same. | 1l|
now po cole I'se almos* frex* ‘Cousin
| DMlmey. you mays you'se cole? ‘Yes, TI|
feeln like a lee-burg.’ ‘Well, the doctors

gin me some draps for my rumatix, what

will warm you

‘em."  "Dat

up, here dey s, of you
I wlll, Cousiln Sam, an’
De ale fokes gits up lni
keeps knockin' de tiekler |

tell It's empty Presently Sam say, |
‘Cousin Dilsey, [ feels llke I used ter, |
when I was de king ob dancers’ D |

;‘:y, Courin Sam, | feels jJos* like 1 did |jar one apple,
hollers out, ‘Git yer partners’ 'De music |
srikes up ‘Ole Gray Eagie,' and de house
falrly shakes
it no longer. he lays 'side his krutches, |
his Mm's 'gin ter trimbie and feot ‘gins |
ter shake:
niggers jines han's an' riz In de flo' an’
flaw down de room like shot In a shovel. |
De dancing niggers glv way fer ‘em, an’|
dar eyes
dances
cuttin® de pigin wing and double shuffie
Eberyting wus jubly
convert de backstep Inter de squeesin’ bis- .|
nese de white fokes calls ‘German,’
faster de
tighter dey squeezes
s toxieated wid de squeegin' blsness she
lifs ole man Sam squar off de flo’ an'
whitrls him ‘roun’ so fas’ his fest flles In
fe alr.
‘Dilsay.
can’t let
dance,
bex’ In de shop.'
lemme go, you huts my rumatic.’
In 8am, dars no rose widout & thorn, an’'
no pleasure widout some pain; ‘sides ['se
teathin' you de dance de white folks lubs
8o wall; de faster it's danced de tighter
dey wsqueeses; It puts Christmas in da
bones an' joy
Bam. T I a widder,
white fokes may. Is Barkes willin'?™ ‘Dod
firot Barkis, I dunno nuffin 'bout de nig-
gor; who Is he, an’ whar he cum frum?
‘But. Dilsey, dad drap it. [ tells you agin
ler lemie go, I'se gittin' weak, my breal

I Jined de church.' By dis time Gl |
Ole man SBam can't stand |

fuss thing 1 knows, dem ole

De ole
round an’'

fokes
round,

farly
up an’

pops
down,
tell dey (tries ter
De |

musie, (aster dey dance, lﬂ'!

D ole ‘coman gits

Bhe squez S8am mo0 hard he say,
lemme go' ‘No, Cousin Sam,

you go. you tieed me ter
an” while I is at, 1 wants de
‘But Dilsey, 1 tells you,
'Coum-

In 40 hearts. ‘'Cousin

an' Is ready. De

I'se almos’ gone—gwine
‘No, dear, dear, sweet

tar perserve yer preshus Ufe, 8o you

‘Dang yer
I stan’'s no more sho' den

i
g
g

" THE WEDDING

lCM‘ Den steps back, jes' &5 ole Pri-
Imus Wus phssin’ her wid a piate plled
[ ]

(man squeals like « an’ hollers oul.
*oman’ off'n me; she's mashin' me tef

an’ 1 feels like a bale obtf cotton und
de press.’ Eberybody runs ter git de
ole fokes on dar feet

de table an' say nuffin’.
'hind Dilsey an’ breaks a big dish all In

you, I'll sho dance you outer de church.’
Dilsey faulls like a beef shot. Ob all de
calusim I nebber see. Some runs dis

han's, some rubs her head, some pours
waler In her face an' whiskey down her
froat. Elick, lemme tell you de Lawd's
trufe, a nigger Is & nigger, 1 don't keer
whar you puts him. You kin edicate hfm,
|dress him in store clothes, but he's &
(migger otill. You can't change de na-
|tur* ob de nigger. Olo Minger, what
Viongs ter Doctor Bell, (d¢ niggers ealls
him Dock) Is mighty biggaily; he comes
rannin’ up an' takes hald ob Dilsey's
|hln's llke his marster, feels her pulse,
lnn' sex she's mity weak. De lck she
igits side ob her head may envelope an*
perduce de discussin ob de bralo an’ end
in def,

" *What you gin her? D¢ ‘omens say,
we baved her head In waler an' gin hor
Ia big dose ob whigkey' 'Ah me! ses
| Dock, ‘whiskey dese duys s nuffin’. What
| ihe needs now moa’ Ia a hig dose ob ap-
ipl!-}lck.' De fuss busted up de danee.
Gill he puts his Addie In a bag. throws it
lon his shouider an' starts for home,
| When he comes ter whar Dilsey lay, Gill
say, ‘Dock, here's de wtuff what shoots
close an' hits de mark pine hlank.,' an'
han's him de brandy., When Gill's back
jls turned Minger takes (wo big swipes,

but Gill ketches him an’ looks at him
mity hard, un' sald, ‘Dock, gwine ter
drink all my licker? 1 pays fer it but
you does llke It Dlongs ter you.' “‘Mr,
Griges,’ nex Dock, ‘does you gruge n lit-
tla sperrits when dis  poor lady's life
hangs on a fread? Nhe pesds two, sted
ob ope glasa' ‘Well,” wsex GlIl, ‘she
could hab had two ef vou hadn't drank
my brandy: you ole dead beat, blaster
blower, whiskey sucker, now dang you,

gib me my tickler,' 'wid dis Gill grabs
[his tickler an' ler

‘“‘Roul dis time ole Dilsey comes "roun’
an’ makes & mity grunt, den sels up an’
[looks ‘roun’ an’ ses, 'O, whar Is my dear
Barkis?” Uncle Primus leans ober her
lan" wes, ‘Bister Dilsey, who am dat
| stramge nigger you talks so much about T
|Dis makes de ole ‘oman fightin® mad,
|she doubles up her Msts and makes a

Iliek at Primus’ head, but de olse man
dodged an’ saves hissef. De niggers giis
aifired med; dey husties Dilsey In

kyart an' sen's her home. Sam lef' an’
when Dilsey rees him passin’ de kyart,
whe seg, ‘Cousin Sam, 1 fergihs you, but
can't fergit yer Now I'se got ter go
fru dat ole long 'spericnce | goes fru

forty year mngo, kase you tuck an' dances |

me outen de Church.”

e white fokes hears de racket, an’
comes down ter de quarter (er see Whal
wus de rumpus., When dey gits dar, de
lights Is out, niggers scattered an' ehery-
ting is sllent as de grabe.”

Before de party dispersed Rev. Pri-
mus Cotton gave notlee to the mem- |
hors of hia errant Mock that he would
premch the next night and requested |
those present to Inférm the other mem-
bers of his intention. Sunday night the
|ehureh was crowded to {ts fullest ca-

pacity, many members of other churchoes
| being present
| depressed, and earnestly prayed that he
I might be so directed in all he sald, as to

be Instrumental In turning the foolsteps |
lof the wayward, When he arose from
‘prayer to address hls people, he spoke as
followse

| “Bredren. cordin ter promise, | ha=z call-
1 my echillens togedder ter have a lit-

| tie Areside talk. Now T'so growin® ole,
an' can't ba wid you long. an’' when I
lenbes you, whose gwine ter tuke Keer
ob you? Ef you chuses ter go in fer-
biden paves while I'se wi  yer, what
you gwine ter do when 1 Is gone? I'me
knowed you, an' lead you an' fed you
wense you was litlle chiilens, &an® 1 s
now trubbled In sperrit when 1 conaid-
ers de futur' years, when ole Frimus
won't be here (o advise an’ =ort an'
spound de word ob trufe ter yor deaf
cars no mo'. Dwe subject 1 has In view to-
night am Adam an' Ebe. In dar In-
nocence un' hapgess, de persented a butl-
ful pletur’; in dat happy home, all wus
Joy an' peace. When Ebe eat dat ap-

ple, den glb Adam a blte, 48 law am
vilated an' bofe dem nlggerm haba ter
leabe dat buliful an’ happy home. When
dit happens Adam an' Ebe gits a0 nkeerad

dey turns white, an' my bredren, dst's
why de white man am among us dis wery
day. Now, bredren, wan't it mean in
dom niggera ter fro away dat butiful

garden, wid all It hapnoss, jes’ fer one
lone apple? Ef It had bin a big fat 'pos-
sum, A chicken, watermillion or & horse
cake, dar wus mome sense in {t, but jes
dey makes u hig sMp up,
Den comes In de fall ob de yvear, an' It
am a mity eole day, Adam an' Ebe had ter
put on close, an’ sber sense den you nig-
ger has bin puttin® on close. You ‘omans
drosmes like pencocks ebery Bunday, gade
din' an' flounein’ 'bout, leabin yer chils
lens home by darmef, t1er grow up like
weeds, an' dea lke de worl blongs ter
yer, an' didn't heb ter go ter de cotton
patch ter plek cotton Monday mornin'.
Frum las' nite's dessepation | wishes (er
deliber a discose on de ebll ob drinkin’
whiskey. Now I'se ole an' feeble an*
takes my dram when natur calls fer
It, but 1 keeps It o= my sarvant an’' not

| @8 my marster, an’ I says ler you now,

my bredren, wid tears In my eyes, yea
wid a heart full ob wmorrow., an eben
weepin' dat yeu ls lef* de paves ob right-
fousness. Christmas am nigh an’ should
be aacred ter ebery heart, but de chil-
lens ob de¢ worl uses dese satred times

NIGHT

black rascal, fer dancin' me outen de

up wid *postum meat an’' taters, an' fell
angouncement of the approsching, agin’ him, knockin' him down. De ole

“"Ole man Sam all dis time lays undér
He slips up

pleces ober her head ab' say, ‘Now dang

WAy, some runs dat way, some rubs her

The old man seemed much |

sum powerful warm members n dis
gregation, but dey sin't hot
an’ do dar debiitry. I kKnows wi's
wus ob it, when she dancea ahée crodses
does, witches §s sho' ter ‘gin dar work,
keep de church warm. You young nig-
gers thinks we ole folkses got no sense,
but we knows ¥you is & big =&t ob fools,
kase we has mized you up an' whittled
¥ou down ter a pint. You tries ter him-
itate de young sprige ob de ols mars-
ters: wid a botitle ob whiskey In yer
pocket, one cent segar in yer mouf’, hat
one sde ob yer head,  an" red crebat
‘round yer necks. You den
don’t you nebber cross your fools; ef you
worl' am yourn. I wishes ter my heart
de ole mursters would keep dar boys at
de ‘great houge' an' not let dem soclate
you gll will sho' go te h—., Dar now,
drat ¢f 1 didn't cum mity nigh lettin
de cat outer de bag, bul you niggers
maut git back Inter de church rite ecany.
but now she’ll had a hard road ter trabel
her fools; ef she hadn’'t done dis she
fo' she gits back inter de fold. Now jes
lemme tell you young niggers oné fng
wexes me so, I gite dignant whén 1 seés
ef you ebber falla inter min by dancin’,
wid you fer bad company crupts good
manners an’ ‘moralizes de nigger genera-
tlon, dis Uma present Ef you young
niggers keeps walkin® in dar foolsteps
you trapsin' arter dem young sporis,
Keep on, fus' thing you know yer heads
|w|1| be In & halter an' 1 tells you rite
| ter yor face, of you don't pent an’ alter
| yver coss yYou'll nebber git ter heaben,

| “Now In de clusla ob my sermon I will
i""." (ubout thls time one of the mem-
bers, a strapping young buck, occupying
a mcal on one of the front benches near-
est the stand, while arleep gave a mighty
snort, which created such u sensation In
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you like inter a

whon -ht_t‘hﬁ.u'p s0 much debll, an'
brings on- herse! dn’ reporeh om |
de Church. No sconer does she tech hiny
den she Nghts eberyting, what cums Im| -
her way an' dances like & worling, an’ de

thinks de

Itl:o congregullon and =0 ruffled thae
speaker, he exclalmed with great Indig-
nation, “Brudder Dick Gasklill, do, fer
de Lawd's sake wake up dem perlite |

niggers on de moners’ bench what has
been noddin' ter me fru de whole ob my
| dlscore. 1 specka dey habn't got ober de
defects ob ole Ball Face dey tuck al de
weddin' Jas' nite, when he kock up mo
muech debil). Brudder Jim Dugger, lock
|dat do' an' put de key In yer pocket an'
i!uko up de collectin’, while de quire sings
dat butitul refrain ‘I'se er Cumin' Bred-
ren, I hopes you all will distribute ter
do bes' ef yer debilty, fer we needs all
de cash we kin git dese Christmas times,
|ter plenish de Inner man, so we kin hab
Erace an' strength ter go forth an'

| work In de wineyard an' warfare agin ain |

an' morallzation,
race "

an' upliftin® our fallen

i

| After the collection had been taken and
.Ihn money counted, from the many smiles

upon the countenance of Uncle Primus,
It was upparent the amount collected was
entlsfactory. He at onece requested Brud-
der Dugger to unlock de ‘do’,
| teeded to way:

| “1 knows amongst de members ob dim
| ehurch dar Is some hard nuts, an' dey
needs crackin', but It's weakness oh de

|

then pro- |
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 The Davis

White Sulphur Springs

have no
able room away from noise)
for 160 10 200 guests, Electrie
conveniences, such as sewers,

mile from railroad wi

Health

did table fare, fine serviea,

Crogque

nst §6 to §9 per week,

Hiddenite, N. C.

L

cold batha, long distance Bell P

HIDDENITE, N. C.

F!NH Mineral Waters. New Hotel
newer  Annex” (of 30 nice rooms,

this which are reserved for thoss whe
mhhh". and want nﬂhl.' comfort-
r":.”::"u_.a
U

hot

2 through traine
daily from Charlotte, €0 miles north-west,
Altitude 1100 feet.  Plessant days aod nights,
location, beautiful scenery, splen-

For amusements: Bowling Aley, Tennis,
Merry-Go-Round, Shooting Gal-
lery, Fishing Boating, Bathing, ete., all fop
MODERATE price of §5 to §7
'or June and Boptrmh:&lnd for July

per
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We Are Dependent

Upon the public for our very existence. Each
of our employes understands that the public
must be treated with courtesy and respectful
consideration, no matter how trivial the sub-
We ask that you extend the same con-
gideration to our young lady operators.

Effcient Bervice.

Reasonable Rates,

For information eall No. 9080,

¥

GOOD
ADVE R.

Guaranteed Whiske

All our goods are guarantesd under the Pure Food Law,
If not satisfestory, meney refunded on return of goods.
Goodsshipped in plain packages same day order received.

WE PREPAY ALL EXPRESS CHARGES.

Reaiftasces may be made by efhor Postal o Exprass Money Order, or Bugivtorad Lotter.
m-m-umuunm-um .
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