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A FACT
ABOUT THE “BLUES”

What is known as the *Blues’
is seldom occasioned by actual exist-
ing external conditions, but in the
great majority of cases by a disordcs-
od UVER,__—‘

THIS IS A FACT
which may be demonstras
ted by trying a course of

Tutt’s Pills

They control and regulate the LIVER,
They bring hope and bouyancy to the
mind, They bring health and elastic-
ity to the body.
TAKE NO SUBSTITUTE.
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C. A. HALL,

MTORNEY AND “COURSELLOR-AT-LAW,
(iRAIIAM, N. C.

Oflice in the Bank of Alamance
luldiog. up stairs.

7. 2. COO0I,

Attorney-~ati-Law,
GRAHAM,

OfMee Patterson Bullding
socond Floor, .
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WALTER E. WALKER, M.D.
GRAHAM, '..N. C.

Office over Bank ofAla-
mance Up Stairs.

waOflice hours 8 to 10 A, M.
g Puose 80~h (and 197-a).

0k, WILL S, LONG, JR.

. DENTIST . . .
Graham North Carolina

OFFICK 15 5IMMONS BUILDING

JouUN GRAY £y 5UM, W. P.BYNUNM, Ju,
BYNUM & BYNUM,

[ Attorneys and Counselors ot Luaew
WA kNBBORO, N wu,

Practice regularly in the courts of Als
MAGCE ConnLy, Ay, 2, 84 1y

JACOB A, LONG, J. ELMER LONG.

] LONG & LONG,
Attorneys and Counselors at Luaw,

-

GRAHAM, N.
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ROB'T C. STRUDWICK

Attorney~at-Law,
GREENSBORON. U.

Practices in the courts of Ala-
mance and Guilford counties,

NORTH CAROLINA

FARMERS

Need a North Carolina Farm
Paper,

] One adapted to North Carolina
climate, soils and conditions,
made by Tar Heels and for Tar
Heels —and at the game lime as
wide awake na any in Kentucky
or Kamchatka, Such a paper is

The Progressive Farmer
RALEIGH. N. C.

Kdited by Cranesce H. Pox,
with Dr. W, C, Burkett,Sector B.
A. & M, College, and Direetor B.
W. Kilgore, of the Agricutlural

Iperiment Station (you know
them), s assistant editors (81 a
year). If you are already taking
the paper, we can make no redue-
tion, but if yon are not taking it

YOU CAN SAVE 50C
By sending your order to us
That is to say, mew Progressive
Farmer subscribers we will send
that paper with Tue GLEANER,
both one year for- $1 50, regnlar

price $2.00
Addrsess
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Graham
Underwriters
Ageucy
5COTT & ALB
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others a little keener. The laughter of

Author of “Ihe Master Mummer,"

| A MAKER
OF HISTORY

By E. PHILLIPS OPPENHEIM,

Mu “A Prince of Sinners,” "Mysterious Mr.
Sabin,” "Anna the Adventuress,” Ete

Copyright, 1005, 1906, by LITTLE, BROWN, sd COMPANY.
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CHAI'TER X1V,

13 deoe of the omnibus wna
opened ag Duncombe stepped

over the low wall into the

rond, A tall man o a long,

light inverness descendeq. '
“Hello, Duneombe!” he exclaimed
holding out Liz hand, " wins comlng'
In to gee you for a moment."”

“Giood man! Duneomle nnswered,
“Bring your fricuds, won't you"
ITe el open the gate hospitably,

but Lord Runton shook bis heqd.

"I only wanted o word with you,"
he said.  “We'ra all starviog, and it
you don't mind we'll get on as quickly
A8 we cun. Alout tomorrow. You
shoot with us, of course.”

“Dellghted! Duncombe answered.

“Cresswell miet me at the station,”

Lord Ttunton continued.  *1'q drawn
out o plan for the sghoot, but It seems
thut Crezswell-old fool—linusn't got his
barvest fn from the two flelds by Ket-

tou's Gorse. What I wanted to nsk
you was if we might tuke your tur-
nips up from Mile's bottom to the north
end of the gorse. We ean mnke our

cireult then without a break.”
"My dear fellow,” Duncombe pro-
tested, "was It worth while nsking me

such o thing?  Of conrse you cin”

“That's setthed, then,” Lord Nunton

declared, turning bnek toward the om-
nibus.  “Let we introduce you to my
friends,” le added, resting his hand

upon the otber's sbhoulder, “and then
we'll be off”

Duncombe, in whose envd big friend’s
ery was still ringing, pressed eagerly
forward,

“This Is my neighbor, Sir George
Duneombe,” Lord Ruoton sald, look-
Ing Into the carriage, “who will shoot
with vs tomorrow, Miss Fielding and
Colonel Fielling, Lndy Apgrave and
the Baron von Rothe."

Lady Angrave held out her hand,
“Slr George and 1 are nlmost old
friends,” she said, with o somewhat
Innguid smile. “We were both at Cas-
tle olkbaw last automn.”

Duncombe murmured something con-
ventionnl a3 he bowed over his fingers,
His whole attentlon was riveted upon
the tall, pule girl In the farther corner
of the omnibus,  Her ncknowledg-
“ment of lis introduction had been of
the slightest, nnd her features were
obscured by a white vell. She looked
away from him st ovee and continued
0 whispered conversation with the
white balred gentleman at her side.
Duncombe vcould think of no excuse
for addressing her,

“I shall ave the pleasure of meeting
you all agnin tomorrow," he sald, clos-
fng the doeer after Lord Runton. *I
won't keep yvou now. I know what the
journey iz down from town. Good
night, Runton.”

“Good night, George. Ten o'clock
sharp.”
Thg cmringe rolled off, and Dun-

combe returned to his own domaln, An-
drew wus waltlng for him Impatiently
by the gate.

“Well,” he exclaimed eagerly,
have geen her! Well ¥

The man was trembling with excite-

ment. ‘There were arops of perspira-
tion on his forehead. His volee sound-
ed unnantural,

“I saw o young lady In the carriage,”
Duncombe answered, “or, rather, I did
pot see her, for shie wore a vell, and she
searcely looked at me, but she was In-
troduced to me as Miss Fielding, and
her father was with her.”

“Fielding! Fieldiug!” Andrew repeat-
ed. *Never mind that. What was she
like? What color hair had she?’

“ told you that sbe kept her wvell
down,” Duncombe repeated. “Her balr
was a sort of deep red brown—what 1
could see of it. But, serlously, Andrew,
what is the use of discussing her? -One
might as soon expect one of my bouse-
maids to change into Phyllis Poynton
as to discover ber with a brand new fa-
ther, a brand new name and & guest at
Runton Place.”

Andrew was silent for a moment
He touched his spectacles with a weary
gesture and covered his eyes with his
hand,

“Yes,” be sald, "I suppose you &re
right. I suppose I am a fool. But the
volce!™

“I'he laughter of women,"” said Dun-
combe, “is music all the world over.
One cannot differ very much from the
other.”

“You are quite wrong., George,” AD-
drew sald. “The volces of women Vary
like the thumb marks of crimisals.
There are no two attuned exactly alike.
It s the receptive organs that are at
fauit, We who have lost one sense find

“yon

that girll George, will you keep me &
few: days longer? Somehow 1 cannot
mwmlrmhnurmlun

;E
i

think you newl rear the German.”

“I ought to holil my own with the
partridges,” Duncombe ndmitted, help
Ing himsell from the siphon, “but—
Come in, coms In!"

A servant entered with a telegram
upon n silver gsaiver,

“A boy hns just brought this from
Runton, sir,” he said,

Duncombe tore it open. Tle was ex-
pecting a message from hls gunmalker,
and he opened It without nny particu-
lar Interest, but as he read his whole
manner chapged, He hield the sheet in
front of him long enough to have read
it n dozen times. He could not restrain
the slight start—a half exclamation,
Then his teeth enme together., He re-
membered the gervant and looked up.

“There will be no answer tonight,
Murray,” bhe sald. “Glve the boy a
ghllling and some supper. If he goes
Dbome by the Runton gates, tell Lim to
be sure and close them beeause of the
deer.”

The man departed. Duncombe lald
the telegram upon the table. e felt
thot Andrew was walting Impatiently
for him to speak.

“The telegram
Duncombe sald,

“He has discovered something 7'

“On the contrary,” Tuncombe an-
swered, “he [8 asking me for Informa-
tlon, and curlous Information too."

“What does he want to know?"

“Tha telegram,” Duncombe sald
slowly, “is in IFrench, He asks me to
wire him at once the nomes of all the
guests at Runton Place,”

Andrew struck the table s mighty
blow with his elinched flst.

“I knew It!" be cried, “It was her
langh, ber volee. Phyllis Poynton I8
there!™

Duncowbe looked at his friend In-
eredulously.

“My dear Andrew,” he sald, “be rea-
gonable. The young lady and her fa-
ther In that omnlbus were Iintroduced
to me by Runton himself as Mr. and
Miss Flelding. They are golng to his
house as his guests. Naturally there-
fore be knows all about them. Miss
Poynton, as you have told me more
than once, ls an orphan,'™

“Common scnse won't even admit it

s from Speocer,"

ng a matter of argunent,” Andrew
gald, “1 know thut quite well, But
how do you account for Bpencer's tele-
gram?’'

“Remember that he |8 a pewspaper
correspondent,”” Duncombe anld. “He
has many Interests and many friends
with whom he I8 constantly exchang-
fng information. It Is a colncidence,
I admit. But the wildest flight of
{mngination could not muke aoy more
of It."

“You must be right,” Andrew sald
quietly. *It all sounds and |s so con-
vincing. But T wish that I had not
heard that laugh!"

CHAPTER XV.

UNCOMBE leaned hlg gun up

ngalnst o gate. A few yards

nway his host wos talking to

the servanis who hnd brought

down luncheon, The rest of the party

were only just in sight a fleld or two
off.

“Have & gluss of sherry Lefore lunch,
George? his host asked, strolling to-
ward him.

“Nothing to drink, thanks.
n clgarette If you have one.”

Lord Runton produced his case, and
n servant brought them matches, They
both leaned over the gate and watched

= geattered little party slowly com-
g toward them.

“Wheo I8 your friend, Fielding 7" Dun-
combe asked a little bluntly.

“Fellow from New York," Lord Run-
ton snswered. “He's beet very decent
to my brother out there, and Archibald
wrole and asked me to do all we could
for them. The girl is very handsome,
You'll see ber at dinner tonlght.”

“Here for long?’

rd lke

answered.
get them to come at all
written them three or four times, |
think, but they've slways had engage-
ments. They're ouly staying till Mon-
day, 1 think. Very quiet, Inoffensive
sort of chap, Fielding, bot the girl's &
ripper. Hello! Here they are I'll
introdoce you™ e ik
A groom bad throwa open o

which they
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In her words 6f |6 hee pronunclation
of them to suggest a transatiantic ore
igin. Bhe stood by hls slde, looking
pbout her with an air of Interest, and
Duncombe began to wonder whether,
after all, she was not more beautiful
thun the photograph which he had
treasured so jenlously. He became cone
sclous of a desire to keep her by his
side,

“Is your father shooting, Miss Fleld-
l“?ll

She laughed softly.

“You don't know my father, Bir
George,” she nnswered. “He hates ex-
ercise, detests belng out of doors, and
his Idea of paradise when he Is a
from business Is to be In a large hotel
where every one speaks English, where
there are tapes and special editions
and an Ameriean bar."

Duncombe lnughed,

“Then I am afrald Mr. Fielding will
find It rather hard to ammse himself
down here,” he remarked, ;

“Well, he's discovered the telephone,"
she gald. “He's spending the morning
ringing up people all over'the eountry,
He wns talking to his bankers when
we came out. Oh, here come the rest
of them. How tired they look, poor
things—especially the baron! Nature
never meant him to tramp over plowed
fields, 1 am sure. Baron, I was just
saylng how warm you look.”

The baron took off his cap, gave up
his gun to a keeper and turned a glow-
ing face toward them.

“My dear young lady,” he declared,
“I am warm, I admit It, but it 1s good
for me—very good, Indeed. I tried to
make your father walk with us. He
will be sure to suffer some day If he
takes no exercise.”

“0Oh, father's never 111" the girl an-
gwered. “But, then, he eats nothing.
Bir George, I hope you're golng to de-
vote yourself to me at luncheon. I'm
terribly hungry.”

“So we all are,” Lady Runton de-
clared. “Come nlong, every one."

Luncheon was served In a large open
barn plensantly fragrant of dried hay
and with a delightful vigew of the sea
far away In the distance’ Miss Fileld-
Ing chattered to every one, WAs amus-
ing and amused. The baron gaye her
ag much of hls attention as He was
ever disposed to bestow upon rny one
at menl times, and Duncombe almost
forgot that he had brenkfasted at 8
o'clock.

“Charming young person, that!" sald
Lady Runton’'s nelghbor to her. “One
of our future duchesses, I suppose?”

Lady Runton smiled,

“Lots of money, Teddy,” she an-
swered. “What a pity you haven't a
title,”

The young man—he was in the for-
elgn office—sighed and shook his bead.

“Such things are not for me,” he de-
clared sententioualy, “My aflfections
are engaged.”

“That lsn't the least reason why you
shouldn't marry money,” her ladyship
declared, lighting & cigarette. “Go and
talk to her!”

“Can't spoll sport!” he answered,
shaking his head. “By Jove! Dun-
combe Is making the running, though,
't he?"

Her ladyship raised her glasses,
Duncombe and Miss Felding bad
strolled ontslde the bam. He was
showing her his house, & very pletur-
esquo old place It looked, down In the
valley.

“It's mothing but a farmhouse, of
course,” he sald. 'No pretenslons at
architecture or anything of that sort,
of course, but it's rather a comfortable
old place.” °

“I think it 1s perfoctly charming”
the girl sald, “Do you live there all
alone? You have sisters, perbaps?”

He shook his head.

“No such Juck,” he answered. *Mine
Is entirely a bachelor establishment. A
great part of the time I am alone. Just
pow I bave a pal staying with me-—
awfully decent chap, from Devon-
shire"

Bbe was certalnly silent for & mo-
ment. He fancled, too, that there was
A change in her face

“From Devonshire?" she repeated,
with a carelessness which, If it was not
natural, was exeeedingly well apsumed.
“I belleve I knew some people once
who came from there. What ls your
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Sho had affected him in a most coriofs
manner, Another man would bave de-
clared himeself In love with her. 1t
was not possible that she could ba
any one but Miss Flelding. That start
which he had fancled that he bad no-

“The name, yes," she anmvered, “'bul
not the person.”

ticed, the sudden agelng of her face,
the look almost of fear! Absurd! He
was loalng hls nerves. It was not pos-
sible, be told himself stendfastly. And
yet—

Some of the women were following
them In a lelsurely sort of way behind,
Miss Fielding was there walking n lit-
tle apart. B8he carried her hat In her
band. The wind, which was blowing
the skirts of her white cloth dress
about her, was making bavoc In her
glorious halr, Bhe walked with her
head thrown back, with all the effort-
less grace of youth—n light heart, an
engy consclence, He deliberately left
his place and walked back to weet her,
Bhe waved her hand gayly. There was
color In her cheeks now, and her eyes
laughed Into his. The shadows were
gone. He felt that this was madness,
and yet he sald what he had come
back to say.

“] thought that you might be Inter
ssted to know, Miss Flelding, that you
will meet the gentleman—with the
spame name as your friend—this even-
ing. Lord Ilunton has been good
enough to ask him to come up and
dine.”

She noddad gayly.

“What a crowd of sentimental mem-
eries his coming will evoke,” she de-
¢lared. “Be nice to me, woa't you,
and belp me dispel them ™

“Porbaps,” he said, smiling with a
great rellef, “I might prefer to try and
eonstruct a few on my own account.”

“Go and do your duty,” she com-
manded, laughing.

Duncombe hastened to his place, His
eyes were bright. He feit that he was

only knew that she wore &

black gown and looked divine, Lady

Runton murmured “Paquin” with a
sigh and frowned.

“Thess girls might at least leave us

black,” she murmured to her neighbor,
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In his dreams was here. It was for
her that he had departed from the even
tenor of hls ways, for her he had
searched In IParls, for her he haod
braved the horrors of that unhappy
week.  Alrendy lo felt that she be-
longed to Lim, and lu o vague sort of
way she, too, scemed to Le letting her-
self drift, to be glving color to hls un-
consclous asxmuption by her lowered
tone, by the izt In letr eyes, which
answered Ids by all those little nome-
less trifica which go to the sealing of
unwritten compacts.

Once ber manner changed, Her fa-
ther, who waus on the opposite side of
the table, a little way off, leaned for-
ward and addresszed her.

“Bay, Bibyl. where did we stay In
Paris? I've forgotten the name of the
lﬂl(‘e."

“L'Hotel I'"Athenee,” shie nnawered
and at once resumed her conversation
with Duncombe,

But someliow the thread was broken,

| Duncombe found himself watching the

little gray mun opposite, who ate and
drank so sporingly, who talked only
when he was spoken to and yet who
seemed to Le taking a keen but covert
{nterest In everything that went on
about him. [Ter father! There wns no

1 {ro »» coNTINUED.]

A FEATHERED FRAUD.

Yobin Redbreast Called a Much Over-
rated Bird.

The horticulturist put down his

per and snorted in disgust when
e read an article praising robins,
“The robin is a much overrated
bird,” he said. “People rail againat
the English sparrow, but he doesn’t
begin to torment the gardener as
the robin does. Did you ever hear
of a robin eating insecta? No, in-
deed; not one little bug does he eat,
But he'll pull up all the worms in
the soil and impoverish it, for an-
gle worms are the natural enrichers
of the soil. His appetite is enor-
mous, and it won’t take him long to
clean out ull the angle worms in a
good plot of earth,

“Hg also feeds on berries, and 1
won't forget in a hurry what he did
to me last winter. I planted a lot
of black alder trees in my grounds,
anticipating that by Christmas they
would be blazing with red berries,
You know the black alder is called
the morthern holly, and its berries
are & vivid scarlet. Well, just ns
soon as the berries began to form a
gwarm of robins swooped down and

bbled them all up. How did they
ﬂppﬂl to be up north? Why, rob-
ins would stay north all winter if
they could find enough berries to
eat. They don’t mind the cold
weather any, It's simply s matter
of food that drives them to a warm-
er climate, Bittersweet berries are
the only sort they won't eat, They
are robbers too. They'll steal the
nests of such little birds as the
hoebe, that sing sweetly. And
ey haven't a bit of common sense.
When they teach their young to
ﬁg they keep up such a squawkin
that they attract the attention o
every cat for a quarter of a mile,
Of course the cats promptly gather
and pounce on the young birds.
Most hortienlturists will tell you
that the robin is a fraud and is no
pet of gardeners. Even his name ia
a deception, for his much vaunted
red breast is a yellowish brown. 1
welcome the sparrow around m
lace much more cordially than

o the fat robin.” — New York
Presa.

QUICK IN RETORT.

Bories of Bome Masters of the Gentle
Art of Raparies.

Benator lls was always quick
in retort, although he was himself
& subject of some sharp shafts. Once
be was attacked by Benator Eli
Baulsbury of Delaware, the second
smallest stale in the Union. He
of the whole matter by say-
ing, “I thank the senator from that
great state which has three counties
st low tide and two ceunties at high
tide for his advice.”

John Randolph of Roanoke was
the most sarcastic man ever heard
in the halls of congress, unless Da-
vid A. De Armond of Missouri be an
. Both Mhu ::‘P:'l and

B vil

but they are nzm mticn::h
are bard to quote. Iph, who
flourished in the early days of the
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The Widow's Dog.

A case was recently tried in a Jus-
tice’s court in which 8 common old
fashioned hound was the subject of
contention. This hound was alleged
to be the hest dog after coons in the
neighborhood. Two men claimed
the dog, and each employed an at-

torney to assist in the case. At the |

trial it developed that the dog be-

neighborhood, and the justice gave

longed to a widow residing in the |}

the custody of the dog to the widow
and assessed a fine agninst each of
the litigants in the sum of $10. |
They paid the flne, and the justice
gave it to the widow. She then said}
that cither of the litigants could
use the dog when he wished, pro-|
vided that neither of them paid his |
lawyer. It is reported that the at-

torneys are still looking for their
fae.—Columbus Dispatch.

Punishment,
At one time in a certain peniten-

tiary there was a renaissance in the

all were compelled to attend chapel
regularly. One of the prisoners
came to the warden one day and
begged to be allowed to remain
away from the chapel exercises, as
he wanted Sundays to write letters
to his friends, The warden looked
at the besecching convict in amaze-
ment, “What,” he exclaimed, “al-
low you to stay away from religious
exercises nll the time! No, sir.
Why, man, don't you know that’s
part of the penalty ?”  And the con-
vict continued to worship regularly,
while the warden led in prayer.

Buperstition In Caloutta,

The grossest superstition exists
in Caleuttn. Not long ago an
dian gentleman residing in Jaun
Bazar street had a live goat flung
down from his two sgtoried house in
accordance with the directions of a
g0 culled magician, who was called
in to cast out a devil with which a
son was supposed to be possessed.
The poor Lrute was first fed with a
few Enmbuu leaves over which the
wizard mumbled some mantras, and
it was then pushed over the terrace.
The animal was killed, and its flesh
was distributed to the poor.

-

-

Fako Antlguas,

Peoplo are bLuying Fnglish an-
tiques from tuste or us investments,
and as they do not part with them
the sapply is Locoming shorter and
ghorter. A reoult is that the cous-
try is full of imitations. The “an-
tiques” to e found in conntry shojm

are froquently bogu:, We are flovd-
ed with copies of uniique furmittre
and engravings.  Vlere are shop
auctions in London of whole ctocks

of bogus engravings, silver lLoxes,
Battersea enamels, ministures and
the like.—London Hrociator.,

Fooling the Boers,

During the Boer war Fredorick R,
Burnham, “the Amerlean scout,” was
out one day with a puatrol on the velly
when be announced that he had lost
the trall. He dismounted, says Col
ller's, and began moving about on
hands and kneew, nosing the ground
lke a bloodhound, and poluting out a
trall that led back over the way they
had just come. While he wus thus em-
ployed the commanding officer rode up.

“Don’t rafso your head, sir,” said
Burnham to him. “On thal kopje to
the right there Is a commindo of
Boern."

“When did yon see thom 7™ asked the

“1 see them now,” Burmbham an-
swered.

“But I thought you were looking for
o lost trall”

“That's what the Boers on the kopje
think,” sald Burtham,

india Rubber.

Few articies seetn more strangely
pamed than India rubber. It gets the
“rubber” from the fArst use to which It
was put—that of erasing pencil marks
by rubbing. Nor sbould it be asso-
clated with India, The tree was first
mentioned by an explorer among the
Mexican Indians three centuries ago,
and the first account of the substance
is in connection with Columbus’ visit
to Haltl on his second voyage. Most
of our present importation comes from
Drazil. But Columbus and those ex-
plorers who followed him were search-
ing for a short passage to Indla, and
they sapposed that the land they dis
coversd was India. The pame india
rubber is therefore a permanent sign
of thelr mistake.
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moral discipline of the prison, and |

able; to keep it from beil

too rough, or from splitting! 0
at the ends. Something, too,
that will feed the hair at the
same time, a regular hair-food.
Well-fed hair will bestrong,and §
will remain where it bm -
on the head, not on the combl

Tho best kind of 4 tostimonial— -
“Sold for over sixty years."

-G Ayer Co., Law

Remembert

eadaches

This time of the year

are signals of warning,
TakeTaraxacumCom~
pound now. It may
ave you aspell of fe-=
ver. It will .r:fu :
our bowels,
iver ri&ht. and cu

your indigestion. '
A good Tonic. A
An honest medicine,

3
sirain and the heart of ull - L
S §1800 byt JE SSR RSN
Proparsd by I O. DeWITT & OO., OMX 8

J. C.Simmons, Drug .
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