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Methodist Church Directory

Sanday School at 9:30 A. M.
GEo. S. BAgER. SBupt.
Preaching at 11 A, M., aud7 P. M,,
every Sunday.
Prayer meeting Wednesday night.
G. F. SmitH, Pastor.

-

I’rotessional cards,

DIL 8. P, BURT,
PRACTICING PHYSICIAN,
Louisburg, N. C.

Offce in the Ford Building, corner Main
and Nash streets. Up stairs—iront.

ATTORNEY AT LAW.

LOUISBURE, N. C,

Wil practice in all the Courts of the Btate
Outice in Court House.

C W. UWOKE & BON,
* ATTCRNEYB-AT-LAW,
LOUISBURE, N. C.

Wi attend the courts of Nash, Franklin,
Granville, Warren and Wake counties, also the
suprems Court of North Curolinp, and the U.
¥ uircmt and Uistrict Coarts.

Dr. E. 8. POSTER, DR, J. E. MALONBE.
1 )Rs FOSTeuR & MALONE.

PRACTICING PHYSICIANS & SURGEONS,

Louisburg, N C.

Office in Bullulug opposite Emory Hotel,
Main #treect

DR. W. L. NICHOLBON,

PRACTICING PHYBICIAN,
LOUISBURE, N. C.

b‘l’liUlLL & RUFFIN,

ATTURNEYSAT-LAW,
LOUISBURG, N. C.

Will attend the courts of Franklin, Vauce,
dranvills, Warren snd wake couuties, also
toe sapremne Court of vorth varolios, £rowmpt
allentivn given to collections, &c.

rﬁﬂﬂ. B. WILDER,

ATTUORNEY-AT-LAW,
LOUISBURE, N. C.

Otfice on Maln stresl, over Jones & Cooper's
atore.

‘1\ W. BICKETT,

ATTORNEY AND COUNSELLOR AT LAMW.
LOUISBURE N, C.

Prompt and painstaking attention given tw
avery wmualicr intrusted to his hands.

Refers to Chuef Jastice shepherd, Hon. Johu
Manuing, dou. Rout. W. Winston, Hon. J. L.
Buxtou, Pres. First National Bank of Win-
ston, Wleun & sManly, Winston, Pevpies Buala
of Monroe, Chas, B, Taylor, Pres. Wake For-
88t College, Hon, K. W. limberiake.

Office 1o Conrt Honse, opposite sheritf's,

W M, CEBOUN,
L]

ATTORNRKY AT-LAW,
LUUISBURS, K. O,

Practices in all courts. Otbece 11 Neal
Bullding.

w H YLRBOROUGH,JE.

ATIORNEY AT Law,
LOUISBURG, N. C.
ulfice un second floor of Neal buvilding
Maiu dtreet.

Ali legal business intrusted to him
zill receive prompt and caretul attention

DB. D. T. SMITHWICE,

DENTIST,
LOUISBURG, N.C.
Officc in Ford Building, 2nd floor.

(as adminirtered and teeth extracted
without pain.

D® BE KING,
DENTIST,
LOUISBURG, N, C.

OFFICE 1IN DPERA House
buiLpixe SeconNp FLool

—_—i0——

With an experience of twenty-five years
is a sufficient gourautee of my work in all
the up-to-date lines of the profession.

HOTELS.

HOTEL WOODARD,
W. C. WOODAED, Frop.,

Rocky Mount, N, C.
Free Bus meets all trains,

Bates 32 per day.

FRANKLINTON HOTEL
FRANKLINTON, N. C.
SAM’L MERRILL, Prp'r.

Good accomodation for the traveling

publie.
Good Livery Attached.

OSBORN HOUSE.

C. D. OSBORN, Proprietor,

Oxford, N. C.

Good accommodatione for the
traveling public.

MASSENBURG HOTEL.

S P Massenburg Propr
HENDERSON. N.C.

@ood seeommodations. Good fare: =
lita and attantive aarvant

NORWOOD HOUSE
Warrenton, North Carolina

w. 3. NORWOUD, Proprietor.

Patronage of Commercial Tourists ana |

raveling Puablie SBolicited.
Good Sample Hoom.
NpARueT HoTRL TO STORES AND CoURT HOUSE

THE COMING OF THE MUSE,

The shy muse, rarely seen, at times
Floats down, but will not stay,

But hides her unembodied rhymes
Far, far away.

From out the blank unpeopled page
There ghines no vision fair,

And on the poet’s noble rage
EBroods cold despair.

In vain to toil, in vain to strive,
Efforts and vows are naught.

No favoring impulse comes to drive
The lagging thought.

Then gudden, mid the darkling ohill,
Dead hope and strivings vain,

A ghostly radiance seems to fill
His heart and brain.

Far off and thin, translucent, white,
His straining eyeballs trace,

Half hidden, a phantom of delighs,
A sweet veiled face.

And straight, 'tis life, "tis youth, 'tisspring
That comes his toil to cheer.

Blithe fancy spreads a joyous wing,
‘‘Tne muse is here!'"

O'er foam flowered wave, o'er snow elad hill
8he floats, or vernal grove.

His happy eyes warm teardrops fill
Of faith and love.

Now from the sunset beckons she,
Now from the dawn's clear rose,

And sadly now, now joyously,
Sings as she goes.

Now through the thick life laden air
Along the city street

Fleeting she draws divinely fair
His faithful feet.

Now by the palace, now the jail;
Lives gilded, lives undone,

Lives laughter lit or those that wail,
She hovers on,

And with her takes the poet's mind
And heart and soul and will.

Where'er she leads a wandering wind,
He follows, follows still!

—Bir Lewis Morris in Harper's Magasine.

LUCK OF LODORE.

‘““What is the ‘Luck of Lodore,’
YWatty 7"’

A look of terror overspread ,the

face of old Watty Gibson, the butler
at Lodore castle, when he heard the
question which his young master
put to him just asdinner was ended.
Bending over the laird's chair, he
replied in a low tone o that none of
the numerous guests should hear:

**Wheesht, laird, dinna speir, and
for the sake o' a’ that’s gude dinna
ask to see it."’

But his words had been overheard
by the nextneighbor to Laird Henry
at the dinner table, and he said:

“Family freits again, Watty; good
heaveéns, what a lot of rubbish our
forefathers did believe! What with
family ghosts in one gallery and
family skeletons in another and
‘Lucks of Lodore’ hidden in places
ycu wot not of you have a lively
prospect before you, Henry, my boy.
Why, your house is searcely habit-
able. Iknow I wouldn't stand it.”

““What would you do, Jarper
Keith{"’

“I would let in the light of com-
mon sense on the whole bag and
baggage of them, and I think in the
end you will find your worthy fore-
fathers have been kept out of the
best part of their mansion by a few
enterprising rats and mice.”

‘*Jasper Keith, you know you are
talking nonsense., You are merely
egging my cousin on to attempt the
solution of the Lodore mysteries to
gratify your own curiosity. Henry,
do not be influenced by him,” re-
torted beautiful Jean Arniston, who
sat near.

‘““My fair cousin, whatever you
gay must, of course, be right. A
pretty woman is always right. But
nevertheless I will stick to the rats
and mice theory until I am oconvert-
ed to a better,”’ was Jasper Keith's
supercilious reply as the company
left the dinner table with the ladies.
‘““Come, Henry, let's take our wine
in the smoking room, and Clifford
and Iwill give you your revenge for
the' £200 we won from you last
night.”

“Idinna like young Laird Henry's
look,’' said the old butler when he
imagined he was alone with the oth-
er servants clearing away the dinner
things. ‘‘He's like ane that's fey,
and I'm sure I saw his wraith setand-
in aside him in the ba' last nicht.
He'ws far owre chief wi’ that Jasper
Keith that was fain to marry Miss
Jean. That man’s here for nae gude.
He's gotten a face like the very deil
himesel’.”’

Iu place of the murmurs of assent
to his rentiments from his fellow
gervants which he was always wont
to hear a bitter, sardonic laugh fell
on his ear. He started, to see the
man of whom he had been speaking
standing beside him, having re-
turned to the dining room to recover
a paper he had left behind.

“Don’t like me, eh, Wattyi Look
too much like his satanic majesty to
please -your fastidious taste, eh!
Borry 1 cannot change my features
to oblige you.”’ And 4gain the oold,
rasping laugh rang out from the
pale, b'oodless lips of Jaspéer Keith,
whose pallid face, jet black bairand
beard and glittering eyes justified
old Watty’s description. -

The old butler vouchsafed no re-
ply. He made all the haste he could
to get away from close proximity to
‘‘the double of the devil,”” as Keith
was called. The latter was a distant
relative of the family and bad been
a rejected puitor for Jean Arnistoq's
hand: But his failure to secure the
prize did not discompose him. He
gsucceeded in establishing friendly
relations with Henry, and it was
whispered was the companion of the
young laird in some of the mou,tdil-l

g

graceful of the orgies into which he | I will enter those rooms tonight. I

was wont to plunge.

Lodore castle was one of those
rambling old border mansions that
still retain in their massive towers
and battlemented walls the mem-

ruthlees reiver and the stark moss
trooper were making the history
that has descended in ballad and ro-
mance. Btanding at the head of one
of the gloomiest glens in the Lam-
mermoor hills and perched on the
summit of a precipitous erag whose

base was washed by the burn that

brawled and fretted down the ravine
below the castle, the building was s
landmark in the distriet for milee
round. The scenery inthe neighbor-
hood was stern and forbidding. Rock
and moor, heath ‘and wood, scaur

and oliff were in evidence every- |

where. Yet escape from the glen
and immediately one was amid idyl-
lic piotures of pastoral peace and
agricultural fertility.

For centuries the Arnistons of Lo-
dore had been the hereditary lords
of the district omn all sides of the
castle. About the middle of last cen.
tury the head of the family had been
one Btephen Arniston, who lived to
a patriarchal old age, both loved and
respected and at length died, leav-
ing onme child, the beautiful Jean.
The estate, being entailed, passed to
the nephew of good old Btephen, a
young man of considerable promise,
but whose estimable traits of ami-
ability and gemerosity were sadly
discounted by a certain headstrong-
nese and obstinacy of temperament
which, united to an extravagant love
of flattery, rendered him an easy
prey to any adventurer. To the gen-
tle Jean he had been bétrothed at an
early age. Though during a lengthy
residence with his regiment in the
low countries he was reported to
have contracted vices of the most
degrading type, it was hoped that
the influnce of his gracious and no-
ble minded flancee would wean him
from such habits.

Great had been the rejoicings at
the castle over the arrival of Laird
Henry to enter into his new posses-
sions. Attended by several friends,
among others Jaspar Keith, he had
reached Lodore and had been warm-
ly welcomed by Dame Helen Arnis-
ton and her beautiful daughter Jean.
But more than one sharp eye noted
that Jean's weloome was rather
from the lip than the heart. Hand-
sgme and debonair thouwgh Henry
was, there was an undercurrent of
inginocerity in his manmner that caused
her to recoil from him and in reeret
to weep bitterly that he to whom
her heart was already given, her
other kinsman, Archie Rubislaw,
the only hope of a poor but noble
family in the district, had not been
choegen as her husband.

The ehort afternoon of a Novem-
ber day was drawing to its close.
The weather was dall, lowering and
stormy. Heavy clouds were banking
themselves up on fhe southwestern
horizon, while the wind, with an
angry, ribilant shriek, was causing
the boughs of the fir and pine trees
that clothed the gides of the ravine
to toss their long, gaunt arms to the
sky as though in piteous protest. A
tempest of no ordinary magnitude
geemed brewing.

Apparently Jasper Keith's pro-
posal to spend the afternoon at the
gambling table had not been re-
ceived with favor., The party had
gone outside, but seemingly the
bleak proepect without was driving
them bomeward. As they came
along the approach leading to the
main entrance Henry was asked
som's question regarding certain
rooms in the castle. He bhad been
unable to give & satisfactory anewer,
8o when they met the old butler at
the dgor the laird said, '‘Watty,
didn't you tell me I had seen all the
rooms in the castle?””

‘‘Deed, aye, laird, and so ye have."

‘““Not every room, I think,"” re-
plied Keith dogmatically.

‘““What have I not seen, Keith!"

‘““You have pever entered those
rooms on the second floor of the
weet wing whose window blinds are
always keptdrawn,’’ retorted Keith,
with his grewsome, Mephistophelian
laugh.

An exclamation of horror burst
from the old butler. .He could scarce-
ly find words to dissuade Henry
from ever thinking of entering the
rooms. .

““Ye maunna gang in there, Lo-
dore. 1t's as muckle as yer life's
worth. The rooms hae been sealed
up for mair than a hunner years. I
panna tell ye what for, but some-
thing awfu' happened there, and
Laird Godfrey garred seal them up.”’

‘‘Rats and mice again, 1 suppose.
These rodents have much to answer
for, Henry,' sneered Keith,

*‘1 shall enter these rooms tonight
or die,”’ cried the young laird, thor.
oughly piqued by Keith's animad-
vmn.- .

‘‘Lord sake, Lodore, dinna dasony
sic thing. I tell ye the deil himsel's
in there. I've heard the maist awfu’
ories an the clankin o' chains ilka
Hullowmass nicht''— -

“Hallowmass—why, that's to-
/night! Will we hear it1"’ cried one
of the younger members of the
party.

“‘Say no more, Wlt,ﬁ. I tell you'!

. - wolflike white teeth im a ghastly
ories of the stirring timaes when the |

' his baleful smile over the whole ¢ir-

| what there is that has frightened '

am determined to discover why half

my bouse is uninbhabitable.”
““Now, that is what Feall & sensi.

ble man,” cried Jasper, showing his

smile

‘Yo deevil, gin onything comes
owre him, the young laird's deeth
will be at your door,"” muttered the
old butler.

L L] - L] - - -

Supper was nearly ended at Lo
dore.castle. Thé company was a
merry one, but Jean and her mother
bad poficed with pain that Henry |
drank far more wine than was good
for him. Jasper Keith sat by him
and took care that his cup shonld
never remain long empty. The fun
waxed faswt and furious, and the
toasts followed rapidly one after an.
other, as though by their merriment
the company would drown the sound |
of the thunder the wind and the |
rain that raged without. |

At last Jasper Keith rose. He shed

cle of guests, and as be raised the |
wine eup over his hesd he cried: ']/
have one nore toast to propoee. 'We |
bhave drunk the health of the Laird |
of Lodore. Let us drink—drink |
‘prosperity to the Luck of Lodore.’
and let the laird honor the toast by |
drinking to it from the ' Luck of Lo |
dore’ itself. "’

From the lips of Dame Helen, her
daughtér and old Watty expressions
of horror fell.

“Stop, Henry! Do pot agree to it
—the honor of the house may pay
for it!" cried the beautiful Jean
pleadingly. .

I must eee it! Watty, bring the
‘Luck of Lodore." "'

For an instant the old butler hesi.
tated; then, seeing his master was
in earnest, he glowly left the room.
After some delay he returned, bear-
ing with him a curiously shaped
box. This he unlocked, and then,
after stripping off several coverings,
bhe exhibited to the gaze of the com-
pany an antique crystal goblet, curi-
ously cut and with certain strange
hieroglypbics inscribed around it.

“That is the 'Luck o' Lodoare,’
Maister Henry, said to have been !
gien to ane o' your anoestors by
the great wizard, Michael Beott. 8o
lang as it is keepit safe, so lang sall |
there be apne o' the name o’ Arniston |
alive to heir the estates. For five |
hunner years it has been preserved. '’ |

‘‘Indeed!'’ sneered Keith. ‘‘And |
the stability of the great bouse of |
Lodore rests on eo fechle a founda- |
tion as a phaceof brittte glass! Stuf |
and nonsense "’

“Fill it with wine, Watty, and

1

' then pass it round, that each guest

may say he or she has taken a draft |
from the 'Luock of Lodore.” "'

The old butler did so with trem-
bling bands and then returned the |
goblet to Henry, who drained tbe‘
ocontents that remained.

‘“What a piece of degrading super- |
stition! Can it be possible that any |
one believes that the present family |
would be either the better or the |
woree of that goblet being broken!™' |
wasJasper Keith's remark as Henry |
stood holding it in his hands. The
fumes of the wine were mounting
into the young man's bead, and the
epirit of bravado got the better of
him. _

‘““You are right, Keith!'' he cried.
'"We'll see whether thi® ‘Luck of
Lodore’ is a true or false prophet.”’

With these words he dashed the
crystal goblet on to the floor. A
sbhriek broke from all present. Dame
Helen covered ber face with bher
hands. Jean darted forward toward
Henry, while poor old Watty, with
a cry of anguish, ryshed to the spot
where the goblet hyd fallen. Atthat
moment a tremendous peal of thun-
der literally shook the castle, as
though in horror of the laird's ae-
tion. A mighty rushing wind also
seemed to pass through its galleries
and corridors, and borpe on its wings
like the wail of a lost spirit came the
words,'' Doomed, doomed, doomed !’
Yet through it all, with his cold,
supercilious smile on his lips, sat
Jasper Keith. “One superstition the’
less,”’ was his sole remark.

All was confusion now Watty had
found the goblet, and, &ingularly
enough, almost intact. The slender
stem alone was broken, but so that
it admitted of repair. Yet no sooner
had Jean perceived this than she
said in a low voice to her mother: |
‘“It is the stem that bas snapped.
Henry is doomed.”

But the old butler, without further
remark, replaced the ‘‘Luck of Lo-
dore’’ in its casket and bore it away.
The old man's face yas achen pale,
and as he tottered rather than
walked to the plate chest in the
strongroom adjoining his pantry be
muttered, ‘‘It's a’ np wi' the young
laird noo.” .

™ . . . » . 2

When old Watty returnéd to the
dining room, he found that, despite
PDame Helen's remonstrances and
Jean’s entreaties and tears, Henry
was determined to penetrate into the

closed suit of apartmemnts in the

‘wing. In vain the butler used

all bis powers of persuasion, in vain

be asked the young laird to wait un-
til morning light. 5o

, *No; 1 wish to go now, to see

L

you all and to recover the part of
lnyhomatbathuhmloﬂtqum
long. Get the keys "

Old Watty was perfectly stupefied
with terrur, but nevertheless he had
to obey. Jean, seeing her betrothed |
was 0 immovable in his resclution,
deternrined to go with bim, and sev |
eral of the other ladies volunteered
to acoompany ber.

The gentlemen drew their swords,
and, lighting a conple of flambeaux,
Henry motioned the batler to lead '
the way. Through many an ancient
gallery and corridor they passed
At length the long deserted suit of
apartments was reached. The storm
without had now reached its height,
and the thunder crashed and re

]achood through the long gsllery

with awful distinctness. But noth
ing intimidated the young laird

"‘Bolve thus mystery 1 will!"” be
erisd,

Watty with great difficulty insort
od the ancient key into the laok, and
after several ineffectual attempts at
last succeeded in getting the rusty
mechanism to gct. But he positive
ly refused 1o enter the rooms hum

self. Thereupon Henry and Jasper
Keith strode into the apartment

In an instant they soemed 16 be 1n

{ the world of another epoch The

i
furniture was rich past description,

but was thrown and tossed about as
though some deadly struggle had

| taken place. The rooms appeared 10

bave been closed up in great haste
OUn the table stood an old fashioned
china tea pervice, with cups stil]
containing the stain of the long
dried residuum that had been left

| after drinking. Near it stool an
| open spinet, with the music still

standipg before it. The piece was
one of Guilio Bassano’'s ong forgot
ten pastorals. Yonder lay a faded

| glove, blood stained, in another

corner a lady’s slipper, beautifully
ornamented. In the middle of the
room stood an immense bedstead of
very costly workmanship but the
curtains were closely drawn a

| round. In front of the bed lay tw

swords, thrown down as 1f 1n com
bat, and by them the bones of a
moldering human hand cut of
the wnist.

“*1f any sclution exists 1t liow
within those bed curtains wa i

| Henry in a low voice.

“Draw them aside and see wiat
is there. "’

“1 walll ™
These were the last words Lo
spoke.  As he advanced 1o the bl

side there came sweeping along the

| corridor the same rushing, mighty

wind they had heard before. Inan
instant all the flambeaux were ex
tinguished. But ecarcely had dark
vesa fallen upon them when a fright
ful crash was heard in the lower end

4 L0

| of the room. accompauied by a wuil

ingcry. Thecurtains enveloping the
bed were violently drawn aside, an:!

it eeemed as though a fiery hand

eurrounded with blue sulphurous
flame was thrust forth from the
aperture and crushed both Henry
Arnweton and Jasper Keith to the
floor, while overhead there broke
the most terrible peal of thunder
ever heard by any of those groupes)
at the doorway, and under whi!
the old castle trembled to1ts foun
dationa

Then over all there fell a silence
aven more awful than the roar f
the elements, gmidst which the
same waling as had been heard Le
fore eeemed to utter the words
though at a vast distance, "' Ti
doom bas fallen has fallen

Lights were not long in being pro-
cured, and the inmates of the castle
pressed forward into the fated cham
ber to see what remained. The cur
tains still fell with their dark n
scrutablae folds about the bed, verl
ing as before the eecrets that lay bl
there, but no man dared to with.
draw them. Before the bed pros
trate and motionless, lay two
corpses, blackened and distigured
They were those of Jasper Keith and
the Laird of Lodore. Traced upon
the breast of the Iatter as by some
diabolic engraver was the exact re
production of the "' Luck of Lodore

Lodore castle still stands in the
Lammermoors, but Jean Armiston
and the husband of her choice, Ar
chie Rubislaw, never sought to ex
amine further into the mysteries
of the sealed suit and were con
tent to take things as they found
them. ‘“‘The Luck of Lodore' stil]
sleeps undisturbed in the plate chest
of the present representative of the
family. —Black and White

A Smooth Tongue.

‘*No, Mr. Bmith,"" she said gently
but firmly, 'l can never be your
wife.'' Then he struggled to his feet
and said, in broken tones, ““Are all
my hopes to be thus dashed to
piecesi Am I pever to be known as
the husband of the beautiful Mrs |
Bmitht?"’ This was too much, and
she succumbed. — New Orleans
Times-Democrat.

Mot Just s He Meant.
“*Johneon wants to borrow some |
money of me. Do you know any- |
thing about him1"’ I
*“1 know him as well as [ do you. i
I wouldn't let him have a cent.''— |
Indianapolis Journal. |
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