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THE ROBE SONIAN,

pulilished every Wednesday nt Lumberton,
< (.81 #Lon gear and $lan for six months,
w td read every week by o large number of the
o tntelligent people of Robeson county and

Jas A vl elre alntlon inall the surrounding
'._.,,..,. Lieluding Florenee, Marion, Mariboro
and Dartipatonm, b S with Caralion, Tne Ronx-
..,-. a8 is now In ils twenty: wlgghith year and s
wuger an esperiment It never missed an
warye i1l the denth of ite Inte owner and hopes
ae fimie as good & future record, Particular
gt tention will be g fyen to kevping up the high
atann | of rxevllenee it lins atisined as n pur-
gryotr uf Joval news,
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THE CALF PATH.
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- Country, God and Truth'.

SINGLE COPIES 5 CENTS.

LUMBERTON, NORTH CAROLINA, WEDNESDAY, AUGUST 18, i897.
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WHOLE NO. 1434.

A N |THE ROBRSONIN 3B om

I8 FULLY EQUIPPED WITH
Fast Presses and Excellsnt Machinery.

Everything isnew andup todate,
having just been received from the
factories and foundries.’

A large stock of all kinds of paper
just received. Your patronage is
solicited.

JUDICIOUS ADVERTISING

grraTrs many & new business;
ExXLARGHS many an old business;
PresErvES many & large business;
gevives many & dull business;
Ruscues many a lost business;
Savis many a falling business;
BRCURKS success in anmy business.

To “advertise judiciously,”” use the
rolwmns of Tux RosEsoNIAN. Itis pub-
flshed in one of the live and growing
towns of North Carolina and circulates
extensively among an intelligent and
prosperous people, whose trade is well
worth secking and having.
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RATES OF ADVERTISING.

SPECIMEN COPIES FREE TO ADVERTISERS.
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Transient advertisements to be pub-
fished one month and under, must be
paid for in advance, All advertising for
a shorter time than three months is con-
sidered transient advertisin Accounts
rendered quarterly for all a vertisements
published for a longer period of time.

lLocsl advertisements appearing among
peading matter will be charged 10 cents
per line for each insertion.

Legal advertisements, such as adminis-
trators’ and executors’ notices, commis-
sioners’ and trustees’ sales, summons to
non-residents, ete., will be charged for at
Tegul rates, except ‘when they exceed a
certain lunit of space, in which case we
reserve the right to fix our own price.
All such business must he PAID FOR IN
ADVANCE. The charge is very small and
we cannot afford to take risks or wait the
pleasure of persons to pay.

M. K. PROCTOR, JR, 8. MCINTYRE.

ProcTtor & MCINTYRE,
ATTORNEYS AT LAW,
Lumberton, - N. G

Practice in all the courts of the State.
Prompt and painstaking attention given
to all legal business, tf

-

T. A, MCXNEILL. A. W. MCLEAN.

McNEILL & McLEAN,

ATTORNEYS AT LAW.

Offices in Shaw Building up stairs,
North Corner,

LUMBERTON, - - N. C.

Practice in State and Federal Courts.
P mmpl sttention given to all
Iognal business.

N. A. MCLEAN,
Attorney At Law,

LUMBERTON, N. C

All kinds of legal business at-
tended to anywhere,

MFRLD ROWLAND. J- A, ROWLAND,

ROWLAND & SON,

ATTORNEYS AT LAW,
LUMBERTON, - . N.C

Practice in State and Federal Courts,
Prompt sttention given to all
Jegal business.

" T. W. COSTEN, JR,,
ATTORNEY AT LAW

RED SPRINGS, - - N.

Practice in State and Federal Conrts,

‘DR, EUGENE HOLCOMBE,
Dentist,

Up stairs in New Shaw
Building,
LUMBERTON, N. C.
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Did You Know

that there was a dif-

ference in

QUININE?

Well, there is, and we
self only the very best
at the same price oth-
ers charge for the in-

ferior article,

1. A. NORMENT, JR. & (0.
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One day through the primeval wood.

A calf walked lvome as good calves should;

But made a trailjall bent askew,

A crooked trail, as all calves do.

Since then two hundred vears have fled.

And, I infer, the calf is dead.

But still he left behindihis trail,

And thereby hangs-a mortal tale.

The trail was takénup next day

By a lone dog that passed that way.

And then a wise bell-wether sheep

Pursued the trail o’er vale and steep,

And drew the flock behind him, too,

As good bell-wethers always do.

And from that day o'er hill and glade,

Through those old woods a path was made,

And many men wound in and out,

And dodged and turned and bent about

And uttered words of righteous wrath,

Because 'twas such a crooked path ;

But still they followed—do not laugh—

The first migration of that calf,

And through this winding woodway
stalked

Because he wabbled when he walked.

This crooked lane became a road,

Where many a poor horse, with his load,

Toiled on beneath the burning sun,

And travelled some three miles in.one.

And thus a century and a half

They trod the footsteps of that calf.

The years passed on in swiftness fleet,

The road became a village street,

And this, before the men were aware,

A city's crowded thoroughfare,

And soon the central street was this

Of a renowned metropolis.

And men two centuries and a half

Trod in the footsteps of that calf;

Each day a hundred thousand rout

Followed the zigzag calf about;

And o'er his crooked journey went

The traffic of a continent,

A hufdred thousand men were led

By one calf near three centuries dead.

—TFact and Fiction.

LADY OLIVIA'S SCRAP BOOK.

BY KATHERINE ROCHE.

Mother,” said Val, “you had a
pony when you were a little girl.
Why haven't Stephen and I ponies?
I should like a pony.”

The children had collocted round

mother to look once more at Lady
Olivia's book. Little Aline sat
upon her lap, the bhoys leaned
against her on either side; and Ol-
ive, violin in hand, stood behind
her chair; all intent on the famil-
iar prints and drawings so neatly
fastened to the pages of the large
old-fashioned book. 1 alone had
kept apart from the little group.
Idid not earato see the serap-book,
“IIICh was linked in my mind with
the remembrance of many an hour
of weariness and pain ; so I remain-
ed on my footstool by father’s sofa
—my hand in his, my head against
the cushions—finding amusement
enough in watehing the rest. How
pretty Olive looked, her dark head
showing behind mother’s fair onel
She is not so pretty as mother,
though. I never saw any one like
mother, with her bright hair and
dark eyes. She was father's model
for his last picture—Monna Gio-
vanna coming into Sir Federigo’s
garden, “Under the lustrou® leaves
and through the sheen of dewy
sunshine.”
It was just as he finished this
picture that father's eyes failed,
and that the doctor ordered him
to give up painting for a year at
least. It was very hard on him,
for he is never so happy as when
he ia painting. Mother was very
brave about it; she said we must
just spend father’s savings, and
trust to Providence for the future.
So it was settled that we were to
spend the winter abroad—father
and mother, Aline and I, that is.
The boys were to go to school and
Olive, who was studying music,
was to remain with friends in Lon-
don.

We were to start soon now. The
boys were going next day, aud they
had begged for one more look at
the serap-book before they went.
It had belonged to Lady Olivia—
the old cousin with whom mother
had lived when she was a girl, But
I have wandered from Val's ques-
tion.

“Why haven't we pouies? I
should like a pony.”

“T should like you to have one,
Val,"” said mother, “but yout know
very well that we eannot buy one
for you. Ponies cost money.”

“How much, mother?”

“More than wo eould possibly
gpend. You must manage to be
happy without a posy, Val.”’

“What became of your pony,
mother?”

“When Lady Odirvia died, her
house and garden, with everything
in them, belonged to her nephew,
Mr. Barrington, The horses were
sent down to his place in Hamp-
shire and 1 never eould find out
what became of the old pony or of
my little mare, Fenella.”

“Mother,” said Stephen, who
had been silent for somwe time,
knitting his dark brows amd think-
ing, “why didn’t Lady Olivia leave

you some of her money?”

“She intended to do so, Stephen.
She thought she had done so; but
there was some mistake, and her
money went, as I have said, to
Mr. Barrington.”

*‘A mistake, mother?"’ said Ol-
ive.

“Yes. I never cared to speak
about 1t to yow children, but it
may be a long time before we are
together again, and I should like
you to understand that Lady
Olivia felt kindly towards me and
did not wist to cast me off. She
made a will soon after I came to
live with her, leaving e & large
sum of money; but later on I
displeased her, and she destroyed
it-"

“How did you displease her?”’
asked Stephen..

“I eould not do'sommthing which
she wished,’' said mother. ‘‘Well,
it was about father. She wanted
me to promise to give him up,
and, of course, I eould not do
that.”

“Why did she want you to give
him up, mother?” asked Olive.
**Surely she did not dislike him.”

“*She liked him very much; but
then, you see, he was poor, and
she fancied—it was put into her
head—that he only wanted me be-
cause he thought I should be rich.”
““And then, when yow refused to
give him up, she disinherited
you?"'

“That is rather & tragical way
of putting it; but she really did
burn the will in which I was pro-
vided for,and made another, in
which my name was not mention-
ed, telling me that she would add
a codicil to this last when I got
over my folly.”

“What did you do then? run
away with father?”

“©h no; there was no need of
that,.even if we would have done
such & thing. No one could have
prevented our marrying whenever
we pleased; but Lady Olivia had
been ailing since summer. and T
could not think of leaving her just

then. Sowesettled that we would
wait. TFrank—father, I mean—

talked a good deal of nonsense
abhout being glad that T was to
have no money, so as to convince
Lady Olivia that it was for myself
he cared. 1 was not quite so
Quixotic as he, but I was too hap-
py to waste many regrets on the
money. Frank was staying at a
little inn in the village—sketch-
ing, he said; though I think he
could have done very little sketch-
ing in Novembez, and I used to
meet him sometimes on the road,
or at the rectory, where he was a
great favorite. L used to mention
these meetings in a easual way to
Lady Olivia, but she never made
any jeomment.

“‘One evening early in Decem-
ber I had gone to tea at the recto-
ry, and Frank had walked home
with me. I knew that the rector
had gone up to visit Lady Olivia,
so that I had no fears of her being
lonely; it was a fine evening, soft
and warm for the time of year,
and Frank and I walked up and
down in the moonlight, discussing
our hopes and plans. At length,
however, we saw the reetor’s portly
fizure pass through the gates, and
bidding Frank a hasty good-bye, I
went quickly up to the house. 1
found Lady Olivia, as I expected,
in the library, seated in her low
chair by the fireside, a shaded
reading-lamp on a little stand be-
gide her. Another lamp stood on
the solid leather-topped table at
the other side of the fire, showing
the lately used writing materials
lying about; and near this table,
half turned from it so as to face
Lady Olivia, was an easy-chair
which had evidently been lately
tenanted by the reetor. An idle
feeling of wonder crossed my mind
as to what he could have been
writing, but it was quickly for-
gotten as I went over to Lady
Olivia, and, seated on the rug be-
fore the fire, gave her a history of
the last few hours, She listened
and questiened as usual; then she
said—

“Dao you know what 1 have been
doing while you were away The-
resa?’

“iNop, aunt; what was it?’

‘CiMaking a new will—or, rather,
a new codicil to my last one” (the
last will was the one from which
my name was excluded). “Mr.
Forbes has heen urging me for
some time to do so; this evening
I allowed him to draw it up for
me, and I signed it, with him and
Marks as witnesses. 1t secures to
yvou the sum I always intended
for you—ten thousand pounds.’

““But, aunt,” I said, ‘you un-

derstand that I cannot give up
Frank Lisle?’

T do not want you to give him
up, my dear,’ shesaid. ‘I see now
that your affection for each other
is true and lasting. God forbid
that I shofffbput any obstacle in
the way of it. You shall marry
your lover ‘:% my consent and
blessing as séow as the leaves are
on the trees. You will not grudge
to stay with me through the dark
winter days?’ .

“I could only kisa her and crv,
and say that I would stay with her
always, if only I might see Frank
freely. _

“‘No, no, Theresa,” she said,
‘you shall not waste your youth
in waiting. Hgre, my dear, is the
codicil,” handing me a folded sheet
of paper; ‘lock it up in the inntr
drawer of the bureau, and then
write a note to Mr. Lisle, asking
him to come up this evening, and.
Marks shall send it down to the
village.’

“I did as she desired, leaving
the tear-blotted scraw} with her to
be forwarded, and went up to dress
for dinner, feeling as if no one in
the world was so happy as I.”
““Was Frank surprised at getting
the note?”” asked Olive.

“‘Ask himself,” said mother,
smiling.

“I forgot that Frank was father,”
said Olive. ‘“Was he like what he
is now, mother?”’

“He had not that long brown
beard in those days. I think that
was the chief difference.”

“No beard at all?”

“No beard—just a tiny monus-

“But where was the real one?”’

“We never could find out what
had Become of it. 1t had proba-
bly slipped down to the floor and
been burned by the servants next
morning. The rector wrote to
Mr. Barrington, Lady Olivia’s
nephew, to whom the bulk of her
property had been left, telling him
the eircumstances and asking him
te whide by the unsigned cudicil ;
but this he refused to do. It was
rather hard of him, as he was a
very rieh man, and the ten thous-
and pounds which Lady Olivia
had left me would have been noth-
ing to him.”

“*And what did you do then?"

“When Farnham Ceurt was shut
up I went to live with Mrs. Forbes
at the rectory. I had no other
home; so father and I were mar-
ried three months after Lady
Olivia's death. Wo were very
poor and for a few yeats we had to
struggle to make both ends meet.
I think Olive at least, if not Dor-
othy, must remember something
of the hard times.” (I did re-
member very clearly living in
small lodgings where we had no
room to play, wearing shabby
frocks and sometimes even being
told that we could have no butter
on our bread, as there was none
in the house.) *“Then father’s
pictures began to be known, and
things grew brighter.”
““Mother,” eaid Olive, after a
pause, “‘if we had had that money
could we all have gone abroad
with you and father?”

tache, of which hd was very proud.
Otherwise he was much the same
as he is now.” _
“And did he come when Lady
Olivia sent for him?”’

‘““He did, of course; and a very
pleasant evening we spent. Lady
Olivia was as kind as possible to
us both, as if to make up for her
previous harshness. It was that
evening that father made the
sketch you were looking at just
now—rthe one of Lady Olivia and
me.'f

I should like to look at that
gketch again Theresa," said father.
“It is a long time since I have
seen it. Stephen, my boy, will
you bring the book over to me?”
Stephen brought the book over
to the sofa, and stood holding it
with his arms held out before
him so as to make a kind of read-
ing-desk. I bent forward so as to
see the sketch also. Knowing the
circumstances in which it had

been made seemed to give it a new

interest for me. Lcould seefather
young and boyish-looking, sitting
in the library which I knew so
well by deseription, making the
little picture of mother and the
old lady who had been so good to
her. It wasa pen-and-ink draw-
ing; Lady Olivia in her low chair,
her white hair turned back under
her lace cap; mother standing a
little behind, busied in taking up
a dropped stitch in her cousin’s
knitting. The ball of wool lay on
Lady Olivia’s lap, the long thread
appearing to connect her and
mother.

Father looked at it silently for
some time.

““That’s a clever sketch,'’ msaid
he at length. *“Idon’t know that
I could do anything so good now.
How happy we were that evening,
to be sure! and what plans we
made for the future!”

““My dear,”’ said mother, ““none
of the plans were as bright as the
reality has been."”

“That is true; it was too hright
to last. I fear we are about to see
the dark side of life now.”

“You are seeing the dark side
because you are ill, Frank. When
you feel yourself getting well and
strong in the Italian sunshine, the
brightness will come back.”

“But go on, mother,” said ©l-
ive. “Why did not the plans
come to pass? Did Lady Olivia
change her mind again?”’

“Oh, no; she was good and kind
to the end—the end that was so
near, although none of us guessed
it that evening. She caught cold
a day or two after; it seemed a
mere trifle at first and no one was
uneasy, but slie sank suddenly and
died within a week of our happy
evening. The rector eame up af-
ter the funeral and told her solie-
itor about the eodicil. They asked
me if I knew where it was to be
found. I went to the bureau and
took out the paper which I had
placed there by Lady Olivia’s de-
sire. When it was opened it was
found to be—not the eodieil, but
a rough draft of it, which the ree-
tor remembered making hejore he
wrote out the fair copy. It was
neither signed nor witnetsed, u:ul'

was, of course, utterly valuel ess

“My dearest,” said mother, ta-
king Olive’s hand hetween her owm,
““there is me wse in speculating on
‘might-have-beens.” If we had
had this money our lives would
have been different in many ways
and the chances are that we would
have been far less happy.”
Meanwhile the proceédings of
the children had passed unnoticed.
When father had done with the
serap-book Stephen had carried it
back, not to its former place near
mother, but to the other side of
the table. Val had goue over to
look at the picture agaim, and lit-
tle Aline had slipped down from
mother’s lap and had climbed on
a stool next the boys. She socn
grew tired of studying the sketch,
and tried, somewhat roughly, fo
turn the page; Val resisted, while
Stephen, with more zeal than dis-
eretion, ondeavored to rescue the
book: the result being a scuffle, a
sound of the rending of paper and
a cry of dismay from the boys.
Olive went to pick up the book,
which the rest let go at sight of
the mischief. Aline ran to hide
her face in mother’s lap, and the
boys stood silent and ashamed.

““There i8 not much harm done,
mother,”’ said Olive, ““the drawing
Is quite safe; we can easily move
it to one of the blank pages near
the end of the book, and cut away
the torn leaf so as to make it look
like one of the slips let in in the
binding. I'll make it right in ten
minutes, mother.”

Olive went away and presently
returned with a china bowl of hot
water and a sponge. She laid the
drawing face downwards on asheet
of blotting paper, and began her
manipulatlons. It was fastened
at the corners only, so she soon
succeeded in detaching it from the
paper, the last fragments of which
she rubbed away with her hand-
kerchief.

““There is some writing on the
back of the eketch,” she said pres-
ently. “What a queer cramped
hand! I can hardly read it. Look
mother!"”

“That is Mr. Forbes' writing,”
said mether, taking the sketch
from Olive's hand. ‘It is quite
legible, I think. ‘I give and be-
queath to Theresa Beauchamp,
daughter of my ecousin—' Frank!
Frank! it is the lost willl”

I hardly remember what hap-
pened next; everything seems to
have been in such confusion. I
know that father sprang from the
sofa, and tried to stand, but fell
back, gasping for breath. Mother
and Olive ran to him, and for a
time none of us thought of any-
thing but him. In a few minutes
he got better; and held out his
hand for the drawing; and heand
mother together examined the wri-
ting on the back.

“Yes," he said at last, ““there
is no mistake. It eertainly is the
eodicil Lady Olivia signed that
evening. 1 see now how it hap-
pened. I was sitting at the wri-
ting-table in the library when 1
made that sketch, and I must have
taken the sheet of paper from be-
tween the leaves of the blotting-
book, not pereeiving the writing

on the other side. I wonder,

Lae]f.

though, that whoever gummed the
sketch into the book did not see
it

“It was I who did that,” eaid
mother. *“I remember feeling a
little disappointed when Lady
Olivia asked me to do =0, as I
wished to keep the sketch for my-
I did it that very evening,
after you went away, when, 1 sup-
pose, I was too excited to notice
to notice the writing. But, Frank,
will the codicil hold afteriall these
years‘”’

“It will, of course,’” said father.
“There will not be the slightest
difficulty in proving it. Mr. Forbes
18 still living, and 8o, in all proba-
bility, is Marks. I saw him not
long ago. We shall get back not
only the principal, but the arrears
of interest as well. 1shall putthe
matter into the hands uf a sohm-
tor the first thing to-morrow.’

“*We will not be hard about the
interest, dear,”” said mother.
“We will not be hard, but we
will be just. Mr. Barrington in-
sisted on keeping to the letter of
the law eighteon years ago, and he
must hold to it now. You need
not pity him, Theresa; he will
not keep a horse or buy a rare
book the lesa for being compelled
to restore what will free you and
me from devouring anxiety, and
secure thechildren’s future. I say,
mother, do you think the boys
nead be sent to school to-morrow?
Perhaps we might manage to take
them with us to the Riveria after
all.”

The boys did come with us to
the Riveria, and so, of course, did
Olive. There was no difficulty
about the money. Mr. Barrington
paid it without dispute on Mr.
Forbes’ proving that the codicil
was genuine. He madeusall very
happy. The oeulist whom father
saw on our way through Paris says
that his eyes will be as well as ever
if he gives them a year’s complete
rest. He is very patient about it.
and never looks into a book, or at-
tempts to draw the bheautiful
things around us. But he and I
talk a great deal of the picture he
is to paint next year. ITamstrong-
er now than I have aver been he-
fore, and I am work regularly in
the studio when father begins to
paint againt. Olive is going to
Germany to study musie. Mother
is younger and prettier than ever.
She often says that it was a good
thing for us all that the money
was kept until we really wanted
it, safe between the pages of Lady
Olivia’s Scrap-Book.

A Negro Rapist Lynched.

Weaverville, Buncombe
county, last Sunday morning, Miss
Kittie Aenderson, a young white
woman who is partially erippled
from an attack of meningitis, was
assaulted and outraged by Bob
Brackett, a negro. Brackett was
captured Monday and was taken
to jail in Asheville. Monday night
a party from the neighborhood of
the scene of the crime broke into
the jail for the purpose of lynch-
ing Brackett but they found that
he had been taken away by the
officers.

Not to be fooled the party set
out in pursuit of the officers and
overtook them near Terrell’s about
eighfeen miles east of Ashe-
ville. Brackett was taken and
carted back to within four miles
of the place where he assaulted the
young lady. Learning that the
Asheville military company had
been ordered out and were on their
way to intercept them and rescue
Bracketf, the Iynchers held a con-
sultation and sent for Miss Hen-
derson, his vietim. When she ar-
rived the negro was strung up so
quietly that half the hangers-on
who had gathered from the coun-
try round, did mot know that it
had been done. No shots were
fired, and the mob dispersed after
a half-hour, leaving the body
hanging. The militia arrived
about forty minutes after the ne-
gro had been hung and his body
was cut down by the sheriff and
taken to Asheville.

Near

The University foot ball team
is to have as a member William
Austin, the ‘“‘giant blacksmith,’
of Stanly county. He is 6 feet
9% inches high, weighs 240 pounds,
is 22 years old and can ecarry- a
500 pound bale of cotton.

There are said to be silver in-
gots in the vaults of the Bank of
England which have been there
since 1696.

Many a man thinks he is a vie
tim of circumstances when he is
too lazy to avoid being vietimiz-

ed?

, |[tinue indefinitely.

A Humbug and a Fraud.
Statesville Landmark.

A really great people need no
leadership; they will determine
for themselves what is best for
themselves, and will ultimately
secure it. To surrender to leader-
ship is a weakness of a people, and
this weakness is the more pro-
nounced when the accepted leader
is a solf-seeking politician, unwor-
thy to head & movement. Just
now the accepted leader in North
Carolina is Senator Butler. In the
last issue of his paper, the €auca-
sian, he declares that the issue of
issues before the American people
is the control of the monopolies
of the country.

It was not always so. Mr. But-
ler has presented ,to the people a
dozen remedies for the ills under

which they suffer. He chnnges

‘the remedy with every campaign.

We desire to do ne more now
than to remind our readers of hjs
frequent change of front and fo
ask them (1) if he has led them
into any very green pastures, and
(2) if he has not, what assurance
have they that he ever will?

It is the shame of North Caro-
linians—a people noted for their
ingight and conservatism— that
they have been so easily beguiled
by this little man. He has turned
the State upside down, and toswhat
purpose? Are we any better off
for his domination! Has he
brought us any of the good things
he promised? On the contrary,
we have higher taxes and worae
government than ever before. But
this charlatan infatuates the peo-
ple every year with new light—
like the ignis fatuus of the Dismal
Swamp, he lures them on to a new
destruction. Wea repeat the ex-
clamation of amazement that a
rational people can be for so long
deceived.

Another election i8 to come
along next year and there is talk
of fusion of Democrats with this
bird of ill-omen. Away with it!
Half of his own party has repudi-
ated him. He is a diseredited pol-
itician. Professing to be a friend
of the people, he would not vote
against the iniquitous tariff bill
which has just been thrust upon
them—a bill dictated by the trusts
and monopolies.

But, coming back to the point,
we ask the people to consider how
much better off they are sinee they
accepted the domination of this
charlatan. Which has given them
the better government—the gov-
ernment they gave themselves
through the Democratic party or
that they have liad through Sena-
tor Butler?

As for the Lankmark, 1t will
have none of him. He is a humbug
and a frand. Wao searcely under-
stand one of his plans of “‘relief”
before he brings another. Demo-
crats who understand him as well
as we do, and who were in the past
fond of exposing his duplicity and
deceit, are now strangely silent
about him; but he is the same fox
that he always was and this is as
good a time as any to say that the
Landmark is not going to march
under his banner, next vear nor
any year thereafter.

The Right Thing To Do.

The followlng remarks by Hon.
“Buck” Kitchin
consideration.
view he said:

“My opinion is that the Demo-
crats will have a walk-over in
North Carolina after this. But
the party must hew to the line,
eschew all combinations and deals
with any other party, and stand
fast by the declarations of the Chi-
eago platform. If it does this it
will recover its former ascendan-
oy, an ascendaney that would
never have been lost had it not
been for the blighting influenee of
alleged Demoecrats of the Grover
Cleveland and Matt. Ransom or-
der.

“Now as between negro domina-
tion in North Carolina and gold-
btg domination I think the first
is to be preferred, for there is a
certamty of shaking it off sooner
or later, but the reign of the gold-
bug is to be feared for it may con-
I would join
with the devil himself to beat any
party led by such a man as Cleve-
land.

*He it was who came near wreck-
ing the Demoeratic party and the
further the party gets away from
Clevelandism the greater hold will
it have on the country.

will eommand
In a recent inter-

ulists im our State cannot be led
any longer by their former leader.

waned. Crafty as he is, he will

pever be able to regain his lost

“The great majority of the Pop-

The influence of Marion Butler has

e s
prestige. He may have deluded
several estimable gentlemen into
the belief that he wanted Mr. Bry-
an elected last yvear, but there was
one man he did not deceive, and
he was just as earnest in behalf of
silver as he was for the Chieago
nominee,”” :
“Buck’ Kitchin may or may
not prophecy correctly the result
of the coming campaign. We can-
not tell, but we believe the thing
for Democrats is to do right and -
go straight ahead. That policy
will win sooner or later. We need
not eoncern ourselves aspociallv \
about results. -
Keep the old Democratie lhlp in
the right course, and sooner or
later she will come safely into port:

What Will Happen.
Ralelgh News and Observer.

It is bad enough for a publie ol'-
ficial to solicit a five hundred dol
lar bribe as did the Republican
chairman of the board of ¢ommis-
sioners of Vance county. . If was
scandalous enough for a mehber
of the Warrenton county board te-
become a fugitive from justice Ho--
cause of seduetion; it is crime
anough against Southern civiliza-
tion for negroes to begiven a voice,
in the management of white sehols.
It is enough to make every patriot
blush with shame to read the trans-
formation from the clean, orderly
and decent government that has
prevailed sinee the native white
population regained control of the'
State’s affairs after the orgies of
of 1868-"0 until the new crowd
came into power.

The actions of these officers is
bad enough, but the Asheville Ga-
zette tells of astory of how a nuni-
ber of Populists in Cabarrus eowi-
ty sought to shield one of their
ber for compounding a felony
that shows a moral bluntness, to
say the least, that is most disheart-
ening to those who believe that
publie office is a public trust. The
Gazette thus tells the incident:
“Ar. L. C. Caldwell, of States«
ville, a Cleveland elector in 1802
wanted pie bad, and turned Pop.
last year. He failed to get the
Pop. nomination tor Congress,
though it is due to candor to say
he could have beaten Shaford, the
successful candidate of his™ paFTy, "

examination. Mr. Caldwell acted
as State’s solicitor at a recent ferm
of eourt in Cabarrus eounty, at
which a Pop. justice of the pesco
was indicted for compounding =
felony. During the trial Mr. Cald-
well was approached by a number
of Populists. Some reprimanded
him, others told him of reports to-
the effect that Demoerats had paid
him $50 to prosecute Mr, Farr,
and satill others had reminded him
of the fact that he would hurt him-
self by prosecuting a fellow Popus
list.

“Mr. Caldwell, being a Presby«
terian, and believing in the perse-.
verance of saints, proeeeded in his
prosecution of this saintly Popue
list, and made the Furr fly. The
Hon. Furr was convieted, removet
from office and fined $50. Thess
threats made to Mr. Caldwell show
the animus of the active pie hun-
ters of the holy combination whicl
prevailed in this State last yoar.”

Mr. Caldwell and all others who
believe that & man’s politics ought
not to protect him from convies
tion for crime ought to quit tla
unholy combmation that has
brought disgrace and shame upomn
the good old State.

Too Many Criminals Pardened.
Raleigh Newns and Observer.

Sinee Governor Bradley, of Kene
tucky, took office in December,
1805, he has, the Louisville Post
says, pardoned 675 convicted erim=.
inals, and this number{ does not
include many cases in which the.
pardon was granted near the closa-

to prevent the loss of citizens:
rights. Of the 675, 82 were mur-
derers, sentenced for life, and they
were set free after serving an avers
age of eight years; three were murs
derers condemned to death; and
64 were men convicled of mans
slaughter. The remainder wera
persons eonfined for minorerimes,
including practically every offenca
that can be committoed.

Governor Russell has kept tha
pardon mill grinding in North
Carolina. We have not examined
into all pardons, but recall s Ha-
grantabuse of the pardoning powes:
in the case of a Republican erimi+
nal from Granville.

President McKinley has follows=

Governors and turned lovse somo,
precious raseals on the publie..

It is time to eall a halt., -

a point of two in a competitive

of a term of imprisonment gimply: =~ 12

ed in the lead of these Republiesnx



