James M. Trantham

The Decorator

Expert Assistants
Honest, Work

All kinds df Exterior Painting
done

PAINTS SCIENTIFICALLY MIXED

Paper Hanvine, Fresco Work and
all kinds of interior tinishing

a specialty.

Phone 71.
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Special Bargains for Mext Ten Days,

Everything at and Below Cost.
Don’t Miss It.

We especially invite the attention of those having ac

. 5 m ]

counts with us to eall and make prompt =ettlement,  Thank-
ing vou in advance for same, we are,

Yours respectfully,

KINSLAND & WELLS

Brevard, N. C.

Open the door and let me in
To those great bargains when they begin.

fovery morning by 6 o’cloek you will see on that union plattorm in front of T. W.
Whitmite’s generval store great crowds of’ people daucing, playing and <inging

sOpen the door and let me in
To the great bargains when they begin!??

Now | wish tosay it is not the good looks of mys=elt” or ¢lerks that draws these great
crowds=—it'< the quality of’ goods [ handle.
clothing in men’s, bovs' and children’s suits, the same in overcoats, al=o cravinette rain
coats, inany town than at my place in Brevard.
the Tine ot men, women and children’s shoes and overshoes | ocarrey.
hadt-way compare with them.

You can’t got better dress goods, ready-made

Another thing that causes the rush is
Nothing in town to
Men’s fine hats, =hirt’s and ties as nlee as a pin.

My grocery trade has beea up to the dot this sammer and | have no reason to believe bur what it will con-

tinue ths fall,

thing in general merchandise i< abont one-third larger than ever betore,
Several have received their premiwns and they are well pleased.

us and get our tree Staips,

Giood, healthy stutl that has <tood the test will sell any time in the year.

My stock of every-
Now we want everybody to trade with
Ccome join in the

&‘llnl'llr—“(‘p(‘n the door and let me in?”’
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To My Friends and Customers . . .

And I feel that you should all be that.

1 want to tell you ot =ome thing=s [ like and some T don’t like, and I want you all to notice caretully.

I like

when I serve my customers to the hest ot my ability tor them to appreciate it and pay nmie according to the ser-

vice they expect.

[ like tor my customers to anticipate their needs and not wait until the meal is on the table to

order cottee or some other article and then expect it delivered at once, tor ofttimes it is an impossibility to do so.

I like to serve people who know what they want and who know how to appreciate a Kindness when they receive

one,
credit tor good laree ammounts

I like promptness< on both sides and all the time.

And i do like money and would like to give some people

But I don’t like to tear down my goods and cut sampies tor people who are not regular customers and who

at the time don’t expect to buv—especially when others are waiting.
can do =0 and =0 somewhere c¢lze; as T am not doing othier people’s business.
where else and spend their money and then coime to me for eredit.
A thing when they don’t mean to or can’t do it.

I don’t like for any one to tell me they
I dou’t like for people to go some-
[ don’t like tor people to tell me they can do
But if" you are honest and want to do right and are willing to

live and tet live, come along and 1 will promize to treat you better than those who teed you on tatty with one

land while they

=

rlw.

gouge you with the other.

D. IENGILAND

Respectiully,

We have the Skeemer dhoe for Gents winter

wear.

Ladiesy’ shawls, Fascinators, fine Scarfs.

Children’s Caps, iloods and Underwear.

Joenkins & Duclkwortl.

J. F. HAYS, President.

THOMAS H. SHIPMAN, Cashier.

E. B. ALSOP, Vice-President.

Brevard Banking Company

Does a general

J. F. Hays DR
A. K. Ore

B. Alsop
W. A, Gash

BREVARD, N. C.

banking busiiess and solicits
your patronage.

DIRECTORS:

IR, . Deaver
T. S. Boswell

H. B. Brunot
Thos. H. Shipmav

Buttercups
Arnd Daisies

By Kcte M. Cleary

| Copyright, 1ok, by Kate M. Cleary

Jocelyn glanced at the tiny clock on
her dresser,
“Neven

"

ten! said, “I'lI have

time to answer that letter atter 1 get
f the dizhes washed!”

Her accomplished  with

| brisk dexterity. To be sure, there were

not many dishes be washed-—one

Cup, one =neer, one spoon, oue plite,
one knite, one fork.

she

task  was

to

“Quite an ol maid's oatfit!” she sail,
with a little grimace as she rinsed out
the diminutive teapot amd set it on the
shelt with the china.  “Now 1o tell
Ned, dear old Ned, that—that—oh, how
would a girl in a story refusce to marry

Camai that was quite the best fellow
she knew, oniy—only™
She  remdl FEdward  Ford's  leiter

through again, as though secking some
sugeestion as to the most delieate and
decisive manner in which she coukd de-
cline his proposal,

It was a charming letter—simple,
manly and straightforward. He loved
her—he had always loved her.  Sae

must know that.  I'here never had bheen

I'here never eculd
or would be while life lasted, whether

another cirl for him.

shie made him happy or bade  hiwm
wait or—or even should she answer
no. ke had wanted to speak when she

came up 1o work in the city, but had
not felt free to do so, having others de-

pendent apon him.,  But now that his
dear mother’'s sufferings  were ended
alnd that his sister beud married amd

possessed o hoine of her own he was
abile to folilow the dictates of his heart.
The old place needed @ mistress, It
wias very bheautiful just then, he added.
The syringn hedge white wiil
blossomnm, You coul:In't the road
for the clematis and seveir sisters rose
across the norch.

The girl, sittine ot the window of
the lodsing house. looked out at the
dirty Nottincham lace curtains ot the
lodzing house the street ol
i then afar over a wilderness of irrecu-
Lar brick walls and snoking chimmeys

waas

See

Qeross

| With eyes grown  swidenly wistful
How she hated it all!  Even if she

could keep this fresh amd dainty—this
tiny room she eidled her own!

Maplewild!  The big, comfortable
country house, set back in rich orchard
lands! She used to lanugh at the quaint,
prini, low ceiled rooms, with their aiz
of ricid order, of Now
she  fancied thein as 2 cocl
refuge.  1f there were only some fresh
swisses and silkoline draperies around,
and magazines and a lot of light, cre-
tonne piliows, what an ideal home it
woutld She would do the dinping
roon in yellow, as it was on the north
side of the house. and

The clanging gong of a fire engine
passing in the street below startled
her from her dream,  She straightened
up  with a little jerk and glanced
around the shabby little room, with
the crude paper, the agoressive carpet.
the cheap pine  furniture, and  her
trunk in the corner. It was here she
was going to remain—here.  She had
no intention of marryving Ned Ford.
So she hastily dipped her pen in the
ink bottle on the window sijll, steadied
her portfolio on her Lknece and begin
to write:

Dear Ned—I have your letter, and T'm
SOrryY, Sorry. so sorry you wrote it! Not
that I don’'t want you #o be fond of me.
1 do. It
lions of miles away from every one who
ever cared a pin for me. But it isn't any
use your loving me—that way. Don't
think there’'s any one «lse. There psn't.
Two men have asRed mea the same ques-
tion since 1I've been carning my living In
town. put I coulidn’t care for either the
tiniest bit. And [ do care for you—only,
not in the way I ought to if—

She shot a look at the little clock—
juinped to her feet.

“Neveil ten, stil!”

She grabbed her hat, hastily put it
on, adjusted her veil with a glance at
the pretty, pale face that looked back
at ler from the glass with quite a
| frightened expression, and caught up
her gloves.

sediteness,

sweet,

be!

“Merey! I must have forgotten to
| wind the elock. I was so tired last
night. 'li be late as sure as fatel”

The cars were erowded, and she had
to stand all the way to the store. She
was late aicd was not only docked, but
received] a reprimand from the head ot
the department. There was @ conven-
tion of some sort in town, and the great
establishment was thronged with sight-
seers and shoppers. The heat of the
day increased, and what with the close,
sultry warmth, the worry over the
episode of the morning and the inces-
sant demands upon her attention a
splitting headache began to torture the
girl. She found it hard to retain her
usual calm courtesy of manner when
a fashionably dressed woman upon
vhom <he had been waiting announc-
ed loudly and with a suspicious glance
in her direction that she had missed
her pocketbook.

seems sometimes as if I'momil- |

“I had it a moment ago. I just Iaid
it down here!” she explained to the
floorwalker who had hurried up. “This
voung lady was waiting on me!”’

It may have heen taken to the lost
wlid

and found department. It you
come with me, madam.”

She  reluctantly  aceompanied  hiin.
And when a few minutes Iater she re-
passed  the counter earrying Ler re-
claimed property the look she sent
Jocelyn Duane was as vindictive 13

though she still harbored doubt of her

innocence, :

SPleasant life, this!” the girl mur-
mured. Being independent was not al
it was cracked up to be she was de-
ciding when a gentle voice spoke,
“Gloves—H0 !

“Yes, madam! What shade do you

pret—

“Goodness,” eried the new customer,
“if it isn't Jocelyn Duane!”

A phump Little woman, holding a
plump little baby, sat beside the conn-
ter. The wholesome tan of the coun-
try was on her cheek, and the joy of .
living shone in her soft brown eyes,

“Why, Mary Andrews!”  Jocelyn
grected her gladly. It does seem good
to see any one from Maplewild! I

heard you were married soon after I

left. And this is your child? What a
darling!”

“Isn't he!™ said the mother proudly.
“Johm thinks there never was sieh a
boy. e came up to the convention,
and ¢f course we had to come along.
You iook awfully styiish, Jocelyi -

and prelis Youre prettier than ever.

Jut-—my, yvea're thin!™

cilow s every one st Maplewild?”
Jocelvn asked hastily, busying herself
with the gloves.

“Blooming—all that are left. We've
had deaths, you know. Peoor
Mrs. Ford is gone. They do say that
Ellie Moore would willingly be nis-
tress of Ned's fine old house now™

some

“Ellie  Moore!™  repeated  Jocelyn.
SBhe fiushed hotly, Fhere was o queer
ache in ber throat.  What right Lad

Ellie Moore—or any other giri

“She's a rich girl—and not ba:l look-
Ing! ‘Tan, please! How queer it seenis
to be buying gloves from you! Yes,
those will do. I must hurry.  This
young man setting  impatient. 1
suppose  youw'll never condescend  to
come to Maplewild again, Jocelyu?”

Jocelyn laughed ia a sudden, breath-
less, happy rashion.

“Perhaps I shall!” she said.

When opened  the door of her
ugly little room that evening a miracle
of loveliness met her gaze. In the
pitcher on the window xill was an
fmmense bhunch of daisies and butter-
cups-—it blaze of snow and gold,

“A splendid looking young wentleman
brought them,” the maid said when
questioned.  “He said I was to put
them in water in your room. And lLe
lert o eard with writing on.”

Jocelyn's tired tace glowed
read the penciled lines:

is

she

as she

I coulidn’t bear to read your answer. [
followed my levter in person. Will call
a4t 8 this evening.

Jocelyn went to her portfolio, took
out a halt written sheet of note paper
and tore it into minute pieces.  Then
she knelt down by the window and
laidd her hot cheek against the cool
velvet of the tlowers.  And all the dull,
monotonous, dreary present fell away
from her, She was not an independent
Young working woman,  She was a
happy girl again among the fields atg
home—loved, admired, protected.

Sueh magice had they wrought!

And when she dressed hersel! in her
prettiest xown of blue and silver it
was a girl with starry eyes and rose
ridd cheeks who smiled proudly back at
Lier from the mirror.

“Illie  Moore,” she  snid
Moore, indeed! The very idea!”

She looked so radiant and so lofty
whenr she swept into the parlor that
the stalwart young fellow striding

“Ellie

across the room to meet her felt his
heart sink.
“jocelyn,” he said, “I've come for

my answer.”
She smiled tenderly and touched the
blooms thrust in her belt,
<Oh, Jocelyn!” he whispered,
eves kindling., *Oh, Jocelyn

his
dearest!”

The Worst Wind of the World.

“What the worst wind of the
world " said the eaptain of a trading
ship that pokes her nose in alost
every spot of the world during her
curious  wanderings,  “Well, 1I'll tell
you tirst of other winds, so as to lead
up to it artistically. I've been through
a NXamchatka, which is what they
call the storms of that country, and
I've seen it blow drifts fifty feet high
in an hour. I put in three days in a
typhoon, which is the great-grand-
father of all the hurricanes. It blew
every sail out of the bolt ropes and
swept the deck so clean that it looked
as if it had been scraped. Down in
St. Vincent, in the West Indies, I lay
on the beach during a West Indian
hurricane, the black storm that sweeps
over the Caribbean, and I had to dig
my hands into the earth to hold tight.

*But worse than all these is the wind
that they call the woolly, or the willy,
or the willy willy, according to locality.
You get it at its best in the strait of
Magellan, but a great part of the coun-
try around the southern end of the
south temperate regions enjoys its
| blessings.”—New York Press.
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