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Mens’ womens’, and childrens’ SHOES
to close out at once to make room for
an entirely new line of gooods,

Remember we are the men who
the largest line of Furniture and
Furnishing goods in the county a
must have the-room now occup
our shoes. If you want to beam
bargain getters, don’t fail to see

A nic2 line of Christmas Furniture
and novelties on hand.

DAVIS FURNITURE CO.,
Main St., Burlington, N. (.
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CHRISTMAS SHOPPING BY MAIL.

J. H. & Som Flour,
Far Barrel, 83,60, Want?

BALTIMORE, MD. Dept. 800.
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PROFESSIONAL CARDS.

< JACOB A. LONG, <~
Attorney-at-Law,

GRAHAM,

Practices in the State and Federal courts.
White,
'"Phone Nao, 8.

Ulliee over
Sirent.

e = = = = N,C

Moore & Co,'s store, Maln

iR GrRAY BYRUM. + W. P, ByNoM, Ju,

BYNUM & BYNUM,
Altorneys and ooﬁnwlom at Law
GREENBBORO, N. O,

-
Provtice regulurly fo the courts of Ala-

rikee CongLY.

Aug. 2, B 1y

Dk. J. R, STOCKARD

GRAHAM, N. C.
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Dentist,

Vestal Bullding,
t's drug Store.
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OLIVER S, NEWLIN,

m'ﬂ‘l"llrm;
GRERNSBORO, N. ©.
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THE WAY TO PROPOSE.

What the Malden and the Mairon
[ad to Say Abont It,

“I never could accept a proposal from
& man uuless the conditions were just
right,” sald the romantle malden
thoughtfully.

“Of course not," replied the matter
of foct matron. “He must be the right
man in the first pluce, nnd be must pro-
. pose In the sccond. Those are the con-
ditlons that must be always Just right
before any sensible girl will think of
marringe.”

AOh, I don't mean that,” returned the
thalden. “He must know how to pro-
pose, Do you know, I belleve If [ wore
really In love with a wan nnd he didn't
propose properly 1 should reject him.”

“When It comes to proposals of mar-
rlage,” repllied the matron, with de-
lelglon, “any way is the right way."

“Oh, no, It Isn't,” asserted the mald-
en. “The surroundings must be appro-
priate. Everything must be In har-
wony. If my Prince Channing proposes
to me In the house, he must be In a
dress sult, and he must be enrnest but
digulfied. There must be a certain ease
and elegance of manoer, and hils words
must conform to his actlons, If he
proposes to me In the woods or on the
lawn, lie may be In negligee nttire, out-
Ing costume or something lke that,
and he may then be more Impassloned
and vehement o bis declarations. But
I never could accept & man In negligee
costume who proposed in the house,”

“Don’t you be too sure about It," re-
turned the matron.

“0Ob, but 1 am,"” aald the maklen. *1
havefigurcditallout very carefully. The
seene must wake n perfect pleture. It
would just kill the romance if it didn’t,
and I ecouldn't possibly accept him.-
And his words and tone! Both must
breathe love and yet be o conformity
with all the surroundings.”

“I've known lots of girls who thought
that," said the matron reflectively.

“And It dldn't happen that way?”

“N-0; bardly."

“But In your cnse?”

The matron sighed.

“I had the same idea,” she sald at
lagt. “1 pictured some qulet nook, the
birds twittering, the sun shining
brightly and all the world joyous as
he poured well rounded sentences
throbbing with love Into my ear. Or
else 1 saw him sinking on one knee In
front of the dlvan upon which I was
pitting and looking me straight in the
eyes with a long, lingering look of
love, while he gald: ‘Oh, adorable one,
be mine! Say that this is not to be n
| world of Stygian darkness for me, but
that tbe sunlight of true love shall
ghine ever brightly as we go through
life hand In hapd!" ™
“Oh, beautiful! Lovely!” cried the
malden. “That's just the way I've
pictured 1t. And when your Prince
Charming did come what did he say 7’
The matron sighed agaln.
“He was taking me home under an
umbrella In @ ralnstorm,” she explain-
od. “I was wet, and be was wet. My
balr was stringy, and there was mud
on his trousers, and we were altogether
two of the most unprepossesaing look-
ing mortals you ever Baw. When he
was about to leave me at the door, be
suddenly exclalmed, ‘Say, I'd like to
carry that umbrells over you all the

time."

» *What? 1 sald In some surprise.
w0k, to put [t in plaln words,” he
gald, ‘let's get married How about

dreadful?”’ exclaimed the

malden. -
“Wasn't it?
“Such an Inappropriate place and
time!”
“Yes, Indeed.” '
#And such prosale words!”
“Most prosale.”
“Oh, 1 couldn't sccept & man under
those eircumstances.”
“If he was the right man, you would,

For & moment stood tha caliph as by doubtful

| were silent as were those of corn.
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Well might then have paused the bra tor
around him angry foes, -
With & hedge of naked weapons, did that lonely
man inclose.

“But what fear'st thou?” ered the callph. “Ia

18, friend, a secret blow?
Fear it not! Our gallant Moslems no such tresch-
erous dealing know.

"Thou may'st quench thy thirst eecurely, for thou
i sll::l not die before
drunk that cup of water. Thin reprieve

In thine—no more)™

Quick the satrap dushed the goblet down to earth
with ready hand,
And the liguid sank forover, lost amid the burn.
ing =mand,

“Thou hast said that mine my lifo is til the wa-
ter of that cup

I have draineid, Thea bid thy sorvants that spilled
water gather upl*

pansions sfrecad,

Then cxclaimed: “Forever macred must remafd a
monarch's word.

“Bring snother cup and straightway to the noble
Perslan give,
Drink, 1 sald before, and perish! Now 1 bid thee
drink and live!"

—Richard Chenevix Trench.
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The fires on the hills were the warn
Ing. The farmers were commandeered
—that Is, every ablebodied msn be-
tween 10 and G I the district was
culled to take his horse, his “biltopg"
or dried beef ratlon, hls rifle and nm-
munitlon, and proeeed at onee to the
rendezvous, thence to procecd ngainst
the flerce aml warllke Zuluy, who had
agaln ralded the Transvaals Farmer
Putter saddled up and hurrled off, as
his first duty was, but first he ealled to
him Plet, his son, and solemnly spoke
to himn.
“Son of mine," sald the farmer sol-
dier, “you are not yet man tall enough
to face the Zulu Impls In open fleld,
but to your care I glye meln vroow and
your little sister Gretn nnd retorius,
your brother. You muost, If nesd be,
play o wman's part, for, sloce the two
gold prospectors left the farm at the
glgn of war, there I8 none to take com-
mani of the Kaflir servants but you™
Then Plet sald without bravade:
“You may trust ine, father, for,
though 1 be not a man, still I am &
Boer.”

So the farmer rode away, and IMet,
thus promoted to command, withdrew
ioto the sitting reom, and almost at
once his trouble begnn. I1is first care
was to clean and load all firearmsa.
These Lung on the walls, and some
were old fachloned and without am-
munition to fit them, Bot Plet’s eye,
seeking lils own pet light rifle, which
he had won Ilu a shooting match
agninst all boys of hls age for many
miles round, migsed It.  Ile was star-
tied, for it Is nlmost eriminal to meddle
with another man's glory—hisrifle—and
he sought Pretorius to see if that ambi-
tlous youtu had taken It down. Preto-
rlus hind Jt not, and P'let ran out to eall
Malula, n native servant, with sudden
fear In his soul.

Malula did not come at the eall, and
Plet, with a pale face, thooght for a
moment, and then, taking his old gun
and belt, leaped bareback on 4 horse,
without & word to alarm the family,
and rode off unseen at a gallop. He
rode to the cornfield, where the native
laborers should have been working.
The green corn waved 1o the wind de-
perted. Not n man was in sight. He
dashed to the meadows down the val-
Jey. where the herders sbould have
been with the cattie. Here, In spite of
himself, tears sprang to his eyes, for
the cattle were gone, and the berders
were nbsent. The great grassy felds

“They have deserted us as sooD a8
my father's back was turned,” cried
Plet In dismay. “And they were pot
Zulus! Can It be a general rising among
the Kaffir tribes?"
At that thought he trembled, but be
bad still vigor encugh to ride to the top
of & kopje pear by. From the peak be
bad o view of much country, and saw
8 cloud of dust far away, which be
was male by the stolen cattle.
“Never miod,” sald Plet; “if we beat
the Zulus, we shall get them back with
interest.”
Then be dug his beels into his borse’s
ribs and dashed down the hillside. He
had seen, Lalf a mile away, & black fig-
moving swiftly across the veldt,
glanced from
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JM:;' the last and boldest -the Invader to
Ouptive, overborne by numbers, they were bring-

ing forth to die,
laimed that noble g perish
in my thimt! i
DOive me but one drink of water and lot then ar-
rive the worst!™
In his
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deaths!™

rode slowly and mournfully homeward,
Here his troubled mother met Lim,

left us.”
her brave tace, and told her what had

the nearness of the Zulus,

“If my father Lod known It,” eald
her son, “he would not have left us,”

“He was commandeered,” sald the
Boer wife. “It waos his duty, Country
first—alwnys, my son."

“But,” sald IMet, ln much perturba-
tion, “my father did not think the
blacks would tly, He thought that they,
Basutos, would fight thelr ol enemy,
the Zulus. If these come, what are we
to do? 8hall we leave the farm and
trek to Van Boeven's?”

The Boer mother pressed her lips
with a frown of pride.

*“That was not well sald, my son,”
she answered, “Oom Dutter sald ‘Stay.'
As be obeyed lils genernl and went, so
we shall obey him and stay and fight
tll be comes."”

It was a Roman speech. Even as the
words came froin  her mouth she
tooked round and saw DPlet, a well
grown boy of 10 years; Greta, a child
of 11; Httle Pretorlus, and the biby—a
goodly garrison tv defend the learth!
But she saw that hearth, she saw the
dear walls her husband biad bullt to
bring her home as o bride, she snw the
flelds he bad tilled and the barns he
had ralsed, and seelng them slie would
have fought to the lnst serateh of her
nalls, lke a wildeat, rather than give
them up.
“Besides,” sald she hoperfully, “what
could the wreteh Malula know that we
don't? The Zulus cannot be pear, nnd
If they are, the farmers have out thelr
scouts, and they say the English from
Natal are also ready. Defore they reach
our farm the Boers must mect them,
and surely the savage shall be strick-
en."
Nothing more was sald about desert-
Ing the homestead, Viouw Putter went
ber work quletly, but IMet began to
prepare.  Now, the farmbouse was
roomy and the garrison a mosl pretty
one, and, puzzle over the watter ns he
might, the boy could not sce how Ita
rough stone walls could be protected at
once on all sides 1if the attneking force
wis to be o lorge one, His mother
was about ns good a sbot as he, and
even Greta could discharge a gun at o
ploch, but two or three guns could pot
protect so0 rmmmbling a bullding. Plet
came to that conclusion with a feeling
akin for @ moment to despalr, untll, at
last, as he stood In the broad yard look-
Ing nt the house, the chlckens came
clucking about hilm In thelr search for
food, and be bad an ldea.
All day he worked busily, leavipg
his mother to the children, and by
nightfall he had prepared a fort to
withetand a slege. Two or three times
during the afternoon he had slipped

could look afar, but each time he came
back, having scen nothing but the roll-
Ing veldt. They had supper, and again
Plet slipped away and edme back, but
now with a grim face.

“Mother,"” he whispered, “from the
wost | heard the war song of the Zulos.
It came faintly with the wind. In the
directhon also of Van Boeven's farm
the skles are red and If I go at dark 1
fear I shall see the flames rislng from
his barns."”

The mother gathered ber baby tight
In her arms for a moment, and then
guletly nsked Ler eldest:
“Are the guns cleaned and loaded ¥
“Yea," sald Plet, “and, mother, If you
approve, we must leave the house. It
s too blg and rambling for us two to
protect.”

“Leave the house?”

“Not very far,” sald Plet and explain-
ed.
In that lnod of few dwellers space s
not of muoch consideration. The farm
bulldings were quite widely seattered,
and Farmer Potter had bullt his cow-
byres and pigpens and so on a proper
distance awny from bhis house walls
All the afternoon Plet had been march-
Ing, laden with packages and bundles,
between the house and the outbulld-
ings. Now, when It was dark, be put
out all thelights of the house, NG the
windows and doors were stoutly bar-
red.

“Where are we golng to sleep?” the
children asked, accustomed to rise and
e down with the sun, and Plet an-
swered cheerfully, “In the chicken

The children, at first astonlshed and
ineredulous, were delighted when they
discovered that their brother meant
what he sald, for the might of the
chickens feeding had given the boy the
pecessary idea. If the house were oo
big, the coop could not be mccused of
that fault. About the rocky kopje
stones were plentiful and more conven-
lent than wood. Therefore, Plet had ald-

dhhbthlrinmlwlll:um
t

She looked round with a brave smile.

“Well, dope, Met,” she sald, and
began to cxamine the guna,
while at the same tlme quieting the
children, who, now in the dark and

i
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Bo he died, glorying In the bope of a
speady revenge, and the Boer boy, leay-
Ing hilm, recovered hls now rifle and

“Plet,” she sanld, “the Kafrs have

“1 know,” eald be, and looked Into

happencd and whbat Malula bad sald of

off to the top of the kopje, where he |-

among the shadows, and thls shadow
moved and glided, and eame swiftly up
the slope on which the chicken coop
Btood between the house and the trees
by the river. It was followed by an-
other, and another, and another, and
aunother, coming on like wild ducks in
a V or wedge, and from the heart of

of the Impls,

“How many ¥ the mother asked, as
the moon slione out, and I'let told her
there were about 20, with shields nnd
assagals, for In those days firearms
were not common among the Kafir
tribes ng now.

“A ralding party,” sald Vreouw Put-
ter, and took command. Plet was eager
to fire at once, but she forbade. The
children were very quiet, though trem-
bling. The savages came on and halt-
ed, and came on agaln, now silent and
apparently puzzled at there belng no
slgn of life about the house. As the
coop stood It could not be readily dis-
cerned In the shadow of the slope.
Aguln the Zulus advauced,

“Mother," sald Plet, “If they got close
to the bouse they will fire 11"

Bhe podded, but walted until the sav-
ages were only 50 yards away then—
“Fire!" she whispered, and from her
own loophole nnd from Plet's nt the
same Instant stecamed a (lame, and the
Zulus gave one great ery of rage and
astonishment, ng two of thelr number
threw thelr arms high and fell, thelr
shilelds clattering beside them., At once
little Gretn and Pretorius did thelr part,
and with Incredible bravery in such In-
fants forbore eoven to tremble, but
handed up fresh guns, while the two
defenders pnssod the empty ones down
to be loaded by these small But tralned
fingers. The Zulus, however, did not
fall back. Furlous nt belng taken by
surprise they dashed ot the little fort,
and a shower of spears came clashing
agalnst the stone walls, Crack! agaln
went the guns, aml again a howl of
paln resounded through the night. The
Zulus were almost In touch of the fort,
and were pressing onward, one on top
of the other, with their feroclous yells,
when a tall man among them with an
Iron ring on his bead, sign of an Induna
chlef, shouted a command and al once
his warriors fell back.

“Mother,” eried Plet, as they selzed
fresh rifles, “don’t let them think that
we are so few., Gretn and Pretorius,
load as fast ag you can. Mother, let us
fire continuously and, thinking we are
pumerous, they will retlre.”

Vrouw Putter nodded consent, and
at once these two vallant defenders of
I b and bowe began from the half
do firearms at thelr disposal to pour
bullets Into the retreating crowd of
naked blacks. They could not tell what
actual effect thelr missiles had, save
for an occaslonnl cry from the war-
rlors, but they hoped that so quick and
witheriug a fire would decelve the par-
ty. In this manner, however, they
used up & good deal of ammunition
from the two boxes of cartridges Plet
had carried to the chicken coop.

With hardly a pause, the induna gave
his snvages thelr lnstriuctions, and sud-
denly they ran apart from one another
in the moonlight and surrounded the
benbouse and came at it from three
sldes. Now, Indeed, the besleged were
hard put to It, but pever qualled. Greta
took the lightest rifle and, lttle girl
though she was, her father and brother
and even her mother had taughbt her to
use [t. Bhe took position, n white faced
heroine, at one side, and her mother
apd IMet In thelr old places. Down
came the Zulus, casting spears before
themn, and eheltered by thelr long,

the shadows came a low hum—the song

served. It Is the chicken eoop, which
Is known by the chilldren for miles and
bantles as “Oom Plet's Fort."—New York
Bvening Sun,

An Invalid's Lock In the Woods.

“Spenking of deer shooting,” sald the
loeal enthusiast, “reminds me of the
story of the man up Bethel way. Ie
hand n pulinonary trouble that bad re-
duced him somewhat, and he was
doubtful If his strength would permit
hinr to make the journey. His physi-
clan told him to go nhead, but not to
tramp much. In camp, where-he ar-
rived much exhausted, his friends told
him to make himself comfortable while
they went out and got him some venl-
AOML

“Ile pat about camp alone untll about
10 o'clock and then went In and took
hiss riflc out Into the open. Here be
sat down on a log and thought of his
unhappy fate. The sun was warm and
bright, and he moved out Into It, rest-
Ing lis rifle agninst the stump of a
pine.  He then lit his plpe and ruml-
nated. A rustle ln the brush aroused
bhim. Looking up, be saw & buck, with
branching horns, about 40 yards away.
He reached over without moving from
his seat, took the rifie, rested It on a
prong of the stump, drew a bead on the
deer and fired, and the buck fell dead.

“When the hunters who went out
after venlson for the Invalid eame
home, he sild, ‘What luck? ‘Ob, we'll
have deer meat for you before we go
home. Didn't get any today, but we
Baw signs.” ‘How's tlfs for a wign?
#ald the Invalld, and he led them up to
a 00 pound buck, and they broke the
profound sllence to remark, ‘Well, I'll
be darned.' "—Lewiston Journal.

A Question of Kinskip,

Genernl Hickenlooper and his fam-
ily make the evening dinner a source
of mental as well as of physieal notri-
tion, In which exercise the genernl has
usually the best of It by presenting
puzzling and dificult problems. The
other evening the youngsters turned
the tables upon him by presenting the
following legal proposition:

A French beggar dled and left one
child, a son, and a considerable estate.
The son, In order to Inherit the estate,
was required to prove a kinahlp to the
decensed.  What kinship did be prove?

The general promptly replied the kin-
ship of father and son,

The chlldren sald the answer was
wrong; the parent was a woman. This
tiekled the general, and he decided to
pass It along. so the next day, while
taking luncheon with a friend, he pro-
pounded the following:

A French bLeggar woman dled and
left a son and an estate, and the sop
In order to Inherit the property was re
quired to prove kinship to the deceas-
ed. What was the kinship between
them?

The friend promptly replled, *Mother

and son,"
“Well,"” sald the general, “you guess
better than I did, for | answered fa-
ther instead of mother.”—Cincinnati
Enqulrer.

The Earnings of Playwrights.
Dramatists of established reputation
write plays only upon order. Thelr or-
dinary prepayments are $500 upon the
delivery of n scenarfo and 3500 more
upon the completion of @ play. “If the
finlshed work does not reallze expecta-
tlona," writes Franklin Fyles In The

tough bullhide shields. Crack! crack!
erack! swiftly the rifles rang out, and
still the Zulus rushed on. The fingers
of little Pretorius were busy on the
floor of the but, losding the rifles now
gefting hiot. Crack! erack! The savages |
reached the wall; ope scrambled to the
roof; he thrust a spear down a crack.
The Boer's wife cried out; her shoulder |
was plerced. But Plet's volee was tri- |
umpliant, as a yell came from the in-
duna himself,

“I almed for the chief and got him!” |
eried the boy, and indeed the Induns
seemed badly hurt, for he limped back,
supported, and again called off his
soldlers. I"lét ran to his mother and
helped her bandage the wounded arm.
“It is nothlog,” she sald bravely, and
added more softly, “nor my life, either,
If ehlldren and bome are saved.”
Buddealy little Pretorius cried out In
dismay.

“Pet,” he sald, “there are no more
cartridges!”

It was true. One box was empty, and
the other covered box did not hold am-
munition. Plet looked and despalred.
Twao gold prospectors had been staying
at the farm who used dynamite in their
work. 'l‘btyhld'ouoﬂllllgnot|
trouble, but had left some tools and
things behind. In this box which Plet

bad carrfed off for nmmunition were
{nstead some sticks of dynamite,

“] —have — betrayed — my father's
trust!” cried Plet. “My mistake bas
been our ruln!” ‘
And he fung himself in despair |
agalnst the wall. But his mother, fnd- |
ing nothing but empty guns, kneeled
quietly down and prayed. her bables
aboot her. Bhe had done all she could.
The rest lay with a higher power.

For a moment Plet was craxy, and
then recovered himself. He looked
through his loophole. The Zulus were
in & group quite a hundred yards away, |
indistinguishable o the night
Even as et looked they moved and
be knew they were about to attack
again. With a shout of rage the forfous
boy suddenly stooped to the dangerous
box he had carried from the house, and
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"ing koown, the amount of beat devel
' In the case of large bodles moving rap-

Ladies’ Home Journal, “or If the man-
nger for any other reason does not de-
slre to put It on the stage, the money
pald Is forfeited after a certaln lapse
of time, and the ownership reverts to
the author.

“But If the manager decldes to pro-
doece the plece the author recelves a
perceninge of the gross recelpts, usually
B per cent, payable weekly, after the
amount previously advanced has been
deducted. Ordinarily It Inereases with
the amount of money taken In. More
than one natlve dmma has earned
$100,000 for its author. A dozen have
yielded $50,000 each, three times as
many £25.000 and a goodly number
$10,000."

If the Earth Should Stop.
The stopping of a projectile always
results In the gevneratlon of heat. The
velocity and welght of a projectile be-

oped by Its stoppage can be calculated.

Mdly the result of the calculation is
something astounding. For example:
The earth welghs 6,000,000,000,000
tons. It travels In Its orbits at the
mate of over 18 miles a second
Bhould It strike a target strong enongh
to stop Its motion the heat developed
by the shock wounld be sufficlent pot
merely (o fuse the earth, but also to re-
duoce & large portion of It to vapor.

It has been ecalculated that the
amount of heat generatad by a collision
o colomsal would equal that obtained
from the burning of 14 globes of coal,
each equal (o the earth In size. And
should the earth after Hs stoppage fall
Into the sun, as it certalnly would do,
the amount of heat developed by Its
impact on the sun would be equal to
that generated by the combustion of
5000 earths of solid carbon. —~Phils-
delphila Record.

More Thas Threry.

ther s dead, Lut the brave old mother
lives on with Plet and lils wife. Many
changes have tnken place on the lonely
farm on the veldt, but one bullding re-
malins nochanged, and reverently pre-

We do a cash business and have

Everybod 8
bor—your n{’plgzo
way todo b
customer and ourselves,

200 pairs all wool pants,

Pants for regular, lean, extra si

can't sell you. W1

There are two things we give to’every purchaser
Who buys a suit or an overcoat, viz:

us the same price.
r buys as cheap as any one,
ness 80 that it will be mutually benefiicial both to

nleed not to rip
110 suits all wool black Clay worsted, 18 oz __

Come to see us we will convinee you that our prices are right—we w
lo get better acquainted with you anyway. We will treat ;'icsr: nice if

CO0CO0CTO000 B 00000000000

" Good Value a
A Good Fit.

Only One Price.
o S s

....... .- $2.00
..$10.00

zes and stout men.

LL H. MATTHEWS & CO., !
304. 8. Elm 8t., Greensboro, N. C.

THE “GRAY FOX.”

General Charles King's Reminis-
eences of Major General Crook.
Young officers fresh from West Point
looked at him In wonderment. Instead
of a somewhat unapproachable dignl-
tary, In precise uniform and epaulets
and embroldered sash and belt, they
were welcomed by a cordial handclasp
from a tall, bushy bearded man, with
twinkllng gray blue eyes, in an old
slouch felt hat, flannel shirt, rough
canvas shootlng coat and trousers and
common soldier's boots. =
Generally his beard was tied up with
string or red tape, the only use he had
for that usual military Indispensable.
He sat at campfire or In the simply
furnlshed parlor of his army home lis-
tening to the chat about him, rarely
epeaking and asslduously playing soll-
talre with a pack of cards produoeced
from an Inoer pocket. He could play a
capital hand at-whist, but fooght shiy
of a game with careless or forgetful
players. He heard everything that was
aald and eaw everything geing on
about him, but seldom gave a sign.
From the so called pleasures of so-
clety, dinpers, dances and receptions
be shirnnk in dismay. He ate only the
slmplest food. He pever smoked, He
bhated wine. He wouldn't touch spir-
Its. He marveled that apy man shounld.
“It spolls his shooting,” sald he. And
our general was a capltal shot. He
could foot It through an old fashloned
quadrille or Virginia reel, but pothing
else, and would always get away on
sovial oceaslons loto the first obscure
corner Lbe could find, and then oot
would come the old pack of cards.

Ready,” General Zocliury Taylor, were
generally peoned by some  brilliant
stafl officer.

Children Le loved and treated with
a shy tenderness that was sweet to
see, but he had none of his own. s
wife was a Maryland girl who won his
heart doring the war days while her
brother and other enterprising “rebs”
made way with his body, eapturing
him by a daring night rald into Cum-
berland.

Like Grant, he was simplicity Itself
In speech, rerely lifiing up bis volee,
and only onee did 1 ever hear him
speak an fmpatient word or one that
falntly resembled an expletive, but

that was I the thick of the 8lonx cam-
paign of 1870 and when be had moch
to try him,

We had to eat our horses that year
to keep allve. We had no tents, and
bardly a change of underwear could
be found In the whole colomn. We
were wet, bedragegled and dirty when
we reached the Yellowstone, but the
genernl was as badly off as the hum-
blest trooper and minded It less. There
we met the spruce conjmand of Gen-
eral Terry, and Terry himself, In hand-
some uniform, the pleture of the gen-
tleman and soldier, came over to our
blvouac to eall on Crook. [ was (dry-
ing my buckskins nt a fire as he ap
proached and stepped forward to sa-
late him.
"Where shall I find General Crook ¥
nald be.

For a moment 1 could not answer,
Then an old trooper grinned and nod-
ded toward the river, and there, squat-
ted or'n rock, well out in the stream,
stripped to the walst and serubbing
away at his shirt, was our general,
and Terry was too muoch of a gentle
man even to look nmuscd at the sight,
The Indiana called him the “Gray
Fox.” The soldlers had thelr pet
names, but we, his officers, who follow-
ed him all over the west, from the
Mexican border to the upper Yellow-
stone, spoke of him always as” “the
general” our general. That peant, of
course, Crook, the simplest soldler 1

He rarely read anything but patare's
books, nlthough he lnd a mathematical
gift napd not only stood well In wel |~
entific stulles pt the Dolnt, ns did
Grant, but he Lelped along bis i
mathemntlenl  roommate, Sheridan.
Writlng wns somcthing Crook abilor
red. He could hardly declpher one of
his own pages, amd Lis letters and s
patches, like those of old “Rough and

e ——————————
Relief in Six Hours,
Distressing Kidney and Bladder :
felleved in six bours by the “Ngw Osmar
SouTn AMEnicax Kinxey Cone. pew -
remedy 1s & great surprise on sccount of its
dlng promp in relleving puln in
the bladder, kidneys. back and every part 0
the urinary passagos in male and female. Tt
1 relieves retention of water and palosn pass-
+log italmost mmediately. 1f you want quiek
! relief and cure this Is your remedy’ Boldby
T. A. Albright, druggist, Graham, N.C. 3

The State Normal and Industrial

Collegs: of N, C.

Offers to young women
literary, classical, scientifie, and
dustrial education and special ped-
agogical training. Annuoal expenses
$90 to 8130; for non-residents of the
State $150. Faculty of 20 mem-
bers, More than 400 regular stu-
dents.  Has matriculated about
1,700 students, representing every
county in the State except one.
Practice and Observation School of
about 550 pupils. To secure board
in dormitories, all free-tuition ap-
plications ehould be made before
August 1. :

Correspondence  invited from
those desiring competent trained
teachers.

For catalogue an/d other informa-
tion, address

PRESIDENT MoIVER,
Greenshoro, N. C.

NEW .
wWheeler & Wilson
Sewing Machizz

Rotary Metion asd Ball Beasias-,

Easy Running, Quict, Rapid,
and Durabie.

Purchasers says
‘It runs as light as a feathe:. -
' Great improvement over an) ..
I so far.”
"It turns drudgery into a pasiic... |
* The magic Silent Sewer.”
7.1 sizes an | styles of sewing v -
nines for Cloth and Leath:

=8ar-The best machine on earth
see it before you buy,

ONEIDA STORE CO.
J. M. Haves, Apent.
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THE McCALL COMPA
Tidte 146 W. 1418 Streel, New

ever knew. In all the years It was my
fortune to serve under him In Arisona,
Wyoming, Dakota, Montasa or at hill

*I bhaze ciodied Duance very thoe-
oughly,” mald the young man who
wagled (o belp the bank president
make a brilllant socces=s of his enter-
prise. “Consequently | thought 1 would
go into the banking business.”

“Well” apswered the elderly man as

beadgquarters in Omaba or Chleago, lt
pever saw Lim In the uniform ofhhl
rank until he lay in his coffin, his
guard of bovor

Youth's Companion.




