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W. D. PRUDEN. C. 6 VANK

PRUDEN & VANN,

ATTORNEYS AT LAW,

EDENTON, N. C.

in Pasquotsnk, Perquimams, Chowan,
Hertford, Washingtop and Tyrreil Counties,
aad in Sopreme Court of the State.
References—Chlef Justice Smith, Raleigh, N. C.;
Q W. Grandy & BSeans, Exchange Na'lon:l Bank,
olk. Va.: Whedbee & Dickineon, Ellioit Bros,,
timore, Md., and Wm. Stowe, Boston, Mase.

JULIEN WOOD,
ATTORNEY AT LAV,

EDENTON, N. C.

Will Practice in the State & Federal Conrts

B~ Prompt attention given to collections,

W. M. BOND,
Attorney at Law

EDENTON,N. C. \

IL.LUSIONS.

Go stand at night upon an ocean craft

And watch the folds of itsimperial train
Catchking in fleecy foam a thousand glows—
A miracle of fire unquenched by sea.

Thevre, in bewildering turt-ulesce of change,
‘Whirls the whole firmanent, till as you gaze,
All else unseen, it is as heaven itself
Had lost its poise, an each unanchored star
In phantom haste flees to the horizon line.

What dupes we are of the deceiving eye!
How many a light men wonderingly acclaim
Is but the phosphor of the path Life makes
With its own motion, while above, forgot,
Bweep on serene the old unenvious stars!
Bobert Underwood Johnson, in Cenfury.

UNCLE FLAXLEY'S HOBBY.

BY HELEN FORREST GRAVES.

The white, vertical light of a Feb-
ruary day shone down through the sky-
light of Julian Dover’s studio, its pitiless
brightness bringing out every layer of
dust on the Venetian red draperies, every
spot and stain on the much benicked
walls.

The lay figure was doubled up in a
most impossible attitude against a big
chair, covered with cotton wvelvet and
cheap gilt fringe; a bunch of faded roses,
in an old ‘‘crackle” wvase¢, hung limply
down, and Mr. Dover, in a shabby
plum-colored velvet coat, and a Turkish
fez perched jauntily on one side of his
handsome head, was painting desperately
away, intent on economizing every sec-
ond of the precious wintur daylight.

¢Oh, the deuce!” he exclaimed, ab-
ruptly. ‘“Wkat made you jump so,
Clarie? A man don't want the current
of his ideas disturbed just when—"

The model lifted her large, wine-
brown eyes to his face, with a depreca-

OPFPICE ON KING STREET, TWO DOORS .
WEST OF MAIN. '| tory smile.
ngmoam the Superior Courts of Chowan sad “I hear Kitty Flaxley outside,” said
‘!':' ‘;:g counties, and In the Supreme Courtat | cho.

¥ Colicctions promptly made.

DR. C. P, BOGERT,
B8urgeon & Mecphanical

% .
DENTIST,

EDENTON, N.C.
PﬁJ,‘IENTS VISITED WIEN REQUESTED

C. H. SANSBURY, JR.,
Contractor and Builder,

Edenton, N. C. |

i -:IH{_E:FL BEST OF REFERENCES
=R GIVEN.

Parties having work would de well to correspond
with him. g e

EDENTON, N. C.
J. L. ROGERSON, Prap.

This old and cstablished hotel still offers firsg
elass accommodations to the travellng publie

TERMS REASONABLE.

Sample roem for traveling salesmen, and con-
weyances furnished when desired.
Free Haok at all trains and steamers,
First-ciass Bar attached. The Best Imported
aad Domestic Ligunors al ways on hand,

ng

DDINTIAA .
o 1 HIVIINU

NEATLY AND PROMPTLY |

eeBY THE-——

Fisherman and rarmer

Publishing Company.
’ve Got It!

CHEAPEST -1- FAMILY --- ATLAS

191 Pages, 91 Full-Page Maps.

Colored Maps of each State and Territory in the
%n.lted States. Alro Maps of every Countryin the
orld. The letter press gives the equare milrs of
each State: time of =ettlement: population; chisf
cities ; average temperature; s of officials and
tbaprincu&al.l go«tmmten in the te; number of
faims, with their productionsand thevalue thercof
different manufactures and number of smploy
etc, etc. Also tha area of each Country;
truPan“g.
e; religion;

form of government; population:;
and mone ) value; amount o
army; m of gnd telegraph

roared, as a gentle rapping sounded on
the door.

“*Outside she must stay, then!" re-
marked Mr. Dover, frowning at his pal-
ette. ‘I can’t be interrupted; every
minute is a lump of gold. Wait!” he

*¢Clarie ig posing for me}”’
And thea one perceived a slight,
raceful figure in a coarse lilac cotton

gowneand a striped handkerchief care-
lessly twited around her rich, brown
locks, leaning
against a window-sash studded with |learn dressmaking,”
many small faues, that was supported be-

tween two standards, .
Her fingers were intertwined in her [s0f one’s own—think of it.”
hair; her elbows rested on the sill, where
a coarse flcwer-pot or two were ranged. | do'type-writing,” said Constantia, a tall,

r . - .
in an artistic attitude

- -

she l

‘‘Every bone in me is cramped.

““You haven't posed

sGI

He caught her hand as she skipped

past him, and kissed her—a kiss which
was a rich reward for all the cramp and
weariness she had endured—aund she ran | clicking marvel of the nineteenth cen-
out to the hall, tugging as she went to
remove the knotted red silk neckerchief
which supplied an element of warm color
to the picture.

There stood her quondam schoolmate,

Kitty I'laxley, with cheery lips and spar-
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¢‘Qh, Claire, how odd you ook 17 said,’l

she.

¢“Yes,"” said Mrs. Dover, composedly |
“I'm *Tne Fisherman's Wife.” Every
bone in me is a separate pain, with sit-
ting so long watching for my husband’s
boat.”

Both laughed; and then the artist’s
wife led Miss Flaxley into the studio,
where Julian nodded a pleasant saluta-
tion to her.

““You won't expect me to stop work-
ing?” said he.

“Of course not!’” said Kitty. ¢It’s
work that I've come to talk about. Such
gews as I've got! The family fortunes
are all made. Our Uncle Flaxley came
home yesterday. Thatis, he isa’t our
uncle—he’s only a sort of cousin; but
mamma naturally wants to make the re-
lationship as near as possible; so we are
all instructed to call him ‘nncle’ ”

“‘And who is Uncle Flaxley?”

“‘That’s just it,” said Kitty, laughing.
¢‘He went to the South Sea Islands,
thirty years ago, and people took no no-
tice at all of his exit except to say some-
thing about ‘good riddance to bad rub-

bish.” He comes back, and you would
think him a canonized saint. Nothing
is good enough for him.”

““Oh!” said Dover. ¢He's made
money ¢”’

«‘Exactly,” nodded Kitty. ¢‘But he's

the oddest oid fish—a little, dried-up,
parchment-faced man, who goes about
finding fault with everything,and every-
body, and promulgatiug the most out-
landish theories that ever were heard of.
The first thing he did was to upset all
our family traditions. You know, Claire,
how mamma has brought us up—Ilike the
lilies of the field, that toil not, neither
do they spinf Now, we are each of us
to learn a trade. I'm going into dress-
making!”

“Impossible!™ cried the artist’s wife.

““Theodora is going to tackle art em-

of horﬁglﬂ sheep, ' & vast ammt EPE:
e to gll. id
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broidery. ‘Constantine says she hasa’t
decided yet between telegraphy and | jfr, Flaxley.

typewriting. Oh, you may well look
amazed! It's all Uncle Flaxley. He
says he'll give us a thousand dollars
apiece when we've each learned a real,
bread-winning, practical trade. He says
it's what every woman ought to do.
Dora wants to get a thoussnd dollars to
get herself a stunning set of diamonds.
Con would like to go to C with the
Trelawneys next year, and I—don’t tell
anyone, please, Claire and Julian—but
Ishall give mine to Rembrandt Alison,
80 that he can go to Paris and study in
the Louvre.”

*‘Good!” cried Julian Dover. *‘Then
1t’s really true that you are engaged?
Kitty, Kitty, an artist’s wife is a first-
class martyr!"”

*‘An artist’s wife is the happiest crea-
ture in the world, Kitty?" counter as-
serted Claire, her soft eyes lighted up
with love. *‘A thousand dollars! Oh,
I wish I could make a thousand dol-
[ lars!”

“I'm going down town every day to
learn the Graftenburgh system,” said
Kitty. *‘I shall have to work three long,
endless months before they give me a
diploma; but I shall have something to
work for, don't you see?! And now
good-by! I'm off for Graftenburgh's!”

Uncle Elimelech Flaxley walked
around the house of his cousin’s widow,
with his hands hooked under his coat-
tails, and his blue spectacles balanced on
the bridge of his nose, peering into
everything, criticising everything, and
finding fault with everything.

Mrs. Peter Flaxley smiled at all his
comments. In her eyes his conduct was
perfect.

‘*What!” Uncle Flaxley had cried,
‘‘three girls, and not one of ’em taught
to earn her living! That's no way to
bring up a family, sister Annabel. Every
woman should have a trade. Every
woman should be able to support herself
the same as if she were a man.

This was Uncle Flaxley’s hobby. He
trotted it out, he bridled it and saddled
it and rode it perpetually, and the upshot
of it was that the thousand dollar propo-

sition was made and promptly accepted

y his three nieces.

¢‘It's dreadful!” sighed Mrs. Flaxley;
“‘but of course it is our interest to con-
salt your uncle's wishes in every re-
spect.”
“I've always thought I should like to
said Kitty. One
could clothe one's self at half the ex-
pense. And then a thousand dollars, all

+ #] know ever so many nice girls who

- She was not Mrs. Julian Dover for the WIIi'B’iavy rirl, with yellow hair and pallid
time being; she was “The Fisherman's ! . .
Wife,” destined b; good lusk and the | lieye there's nothine more genteel.’
grace of the banging committee fo figure
in the forthcoming spring exhibitign.
~ ¢Oh, Julian, T am so tired!”

pleaded.
Mayn't I rest?”

- S :
- ' : M “You've no idea of true art,” said
g | half an hour yet."”

*"%I’m so sorry; but—"

- ¢«Jump, then!” said the painter—ifor .
the first time realizing how pale and |and satins and several dozen ounces of
worn the delicate, oval face was, '¢ :
suppose I can be putting 1n the distant | design a pattern which should take the
sea while you gossip with your Kitty.”

skin. *‘If one must have a trade, I be-
But Theodora, the beawry of the Flax-
ley family, turned up her nose.

“+Such an absurd idea of Uncle Flax-
ley's!” said she. *“I’'m a tolerably de-
cent embroiderer already, and if the
woman’s exchange accepts a piece of my
work, I suppose the old crank will rec-
ognize it as a token of being an expert
in that particular trade!™

And as she shut herself up with silks

rainbow-colored filoselle and crewels, to

world of tapestry by storm.

Kitty wrestled bravely with the tech-
nicalities of the Graftenburgh system.
Constantina worked diligently at the

tury. Theodora was the first to look
back from the plow-handles.

I hate it!”” said she, pettishly. *‘I
can’t make anything out of it! Such
wooden-looking things as my cat-tails
and storks are! I mean to go and see
Philomel Alison about it.”

e

Young Rembrandt Alison’s studio was
far smaller and less picturesque than
that of his compeer, Julian Dover.

He slept on a sofa under the window
of nights, and his sister Philomel, who
kept house for him on the most econ-
omical principles, occupicd a three-
cornered closet at the rear, which she
called a bedroom, and which, besides
the cot-bed, held exactly two bandboxes,
and a chair with a wash-bowl and pitcher
on it.

She was a skillel embroiderer, and
worked her finzer-ends off, while her
brother, rapt in visions of Titian and
Buonarotti, stood before his canvas.
«tChildren, you work toc hard, both
of you,” said a little, old, yellow-com-
plexioned man, who had once kno_wn
their father on the Mexican {rontier,
and who came occasionally to the studio,
and viewed them with not unkindly eyes.

«Jt's work or starve, sir,” said Alison,
with short laugh.

«¢What do you ask for this picture?”
abruptly questioned Mr. Flaxley.

«“Two hundred dollars—when
finished.”

“Tut, tut!” said the old man. “Too
mucal Two hundrei dollars for a bit
| of canvas eighteen inches square?”

«:It's not a mere bit of canvas,” said
Alison, coloring up; ‘‘it's my brains—
my ideas—the visions I sce nightly in
my sleep.” )

“I'll give vou fifty dollars for it,”
hazaried the yellow-complexioned man.

+¢I couldn't possibly sell it for that.”

«‘Humph! humph!” snorted Flaxiey.
¢tThe next I know, Philly here will be
wanting to seil her bit of brown-and-
yellow needlework for two hundred dol-
lars, too?”

Philomel looked gravely up from her
work.

¢No,” she said. *I'm to receive fifty
dollars for it. It is an order.”

«*What is the world coming to?” cried

it is

“‘People must be achiag |

— e -

to zpend their money. What is the
thing. asyhow—ducks paddiing in »
pond?”

Philomel shook Ler head.

“‘Herens,” said she, **in a marsh full
of reeds and rushes. Those lines of yellow
silk—seef—are where the sunshine
strikes the water.

Flaxley peered dubiously at the mass
of bright colors.

*‘One has to exercise considerable im-
agination,” said he.

‘I wonder,” said Philomel to her
brother, after the fussy little visitor was
gone, *‘if I ought to have told him that
I was doing this work for his niece in
Radcliffe street?"

*¢ *Speech is silver, silence is golden,’ "
said Rembrandt Alison, mechanically.
‘‘It's always best not to talk. Do you
think, Phil, I've got the red too deep
in this peasant’s jacket?”

Mr. Flaxley, making his way home,
thought of the studio he had just left,
with a eoftening of the heart.

‘*They are nice children,”he pondered.
*‘Their father was a nice man. He took
me intp his ranch and cured me that
time I had the gulley fever. I might
have died if it hadn’t been for him.”

Time passed on; the three months ex-
pired. Constantia copied some letters
for her uncle on a typewriter with such
skill and rapidity that he wrote out his
check for a thousand dollars on the spot.

Kitty showed him her diploma from
Gruftenburgh & Co., and proudly called
his attention toa trimly-fitting dress that
she wore.

A second time Uncle Flaxley inscribed
his autograph on an oblong slip of pale-
green paper, and then Theodora unrolled
a banner of dark-olive satin, glistening |
with rich embroidery.

“‘It has just been sold at the woman’s
exchange,” said she, ‘*for a hundred and
ten dollars. Here's the receipt.”

Uncle Flaxley pricked up his feather-
like ears; he stared very hard through
his spectacles.

““Your work?"" said he.

‘‘My work!"” repeated Theodora, with
dignity.

“‘No, it 1sn’t!"” curtly contradicted Mr.
Flaxley, whose forte was not conven-
tional repose. ‘‘I've seen those ducks
and marsh-grasses before! I saw them
when Philomel Alison was working them.
Young woman, you have deceived me?”
Theodora turned scarlet. The sudden-
ness of his contradiction had stricken her
guilty soul dumb.

*‘No thousand-dollar check for you,”
said Mr. Flaxley. ‘‘Go and say your
prayers and read over the Ten Command-
ments, where it says, ‘Thou shalt not
stegl]’ For you are & thief!”

He had scarcely overcome his wrath
against this backsiding relative when he |
trotted around to Rembrandt Alison’s |
studio the next day.

“I can’t get that young fellow's wist-
ful face out of my mind,” thought he.
“I guess I'll buy the eighteeath-inch
squar®of canvas after all.”

He stood wiping his boots on the mat
in the studio vestibule, and plainly heard
Kitty's voice saying:
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“Do take it, Rembrandt! I'veearned
it myselt. It’s mine to give, and I've no
possible use for it. I thought of you all
the time, and I do so want you to go to
Paris and study in the Louvre!”
Uncl: Flaxley pushed the door open
with a bang and walked in, regardless
of etiquette. )
“Yes, take it, Alison,” said he—
‘““take it in the spirit that she gives it.
She's a trump, that girl is!”
Rembrandt Alison looked at Kitty's
scarlet face with grave, searching eyes.
“I will take it,” said he, *‘if Kitty
will give me herself, also. There can
be no crushing sense of obligation where
love bridges the way.”
“I'll give her to you,” said Uncle
Fiaxley,?)oldiug pushing Kitty forward.
“‘Things are happening just to suit me.”

“‘Me also,” said Philomel, in a whis-
per, her pale face lighted up with joy.
“‘Here!” said Uncle Flaxley; ‘‘what’s
the price of this picture—and this—and
this? I'll buy 'emall! Gracious me! if
you're really going to Paris, there’s no
reason Kitty shouldn’t go, too, on her
wedding trip.”’

Of all Uncle Flaxley’s eccentricities,
this was the most delightful. Kitty
had a loug story to tell Julian Dover and

Claire, in their studio across the hall,
that day.

“Jt will be such a glorious thing,
cried Claire, still enacting **The Fisher-
man’s Wife,” ¢‘for you to marry an ar-
tist!”

But Mrs. Fiaxley declared that her
rich relation had been ‘‘shamefully
partial” in the matter of the thousand-
dollar proposition. It is so hard 10 suit
everybody ! —Saturday Night.
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Wild Herses of Lob.

Two young Frenchmen,

'in Eastern Turkey.

| them thousands of specimens of birds,
' mammals, fishes and plants.

Among the more remarkable animals

are some wild horses, which are not the

| descendants of domesticated specimens,

hike the wild horses of the South Ameri-

can Pampas, but the real primitive wild |

| type and the projenitor of the domesti-
| cated breed. Three of these were shot

Guchen, after a long anc difficult chase.

The existence of wild camels was also
corroborated, a herd Laving been pur-
sued for a lonz way in the direction of

were unable to come up with them,.—
New York Press.
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142 & 144 Beekman St,,
Opposite Fulton Market.

 NEW YORK CITY.

A. W. HAFF,

Sucogssor to Lanphear & HafT,
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FRESH FISH, LOBSTERS, ETC.,

No. 12 Fuiten Fish Market.
NEW YORK CITY.
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~ THE ALBEMARLE
oteam Navigation Co.

Exists,Despite of Prophesy and
Opposition.

It will continue toserve the people according
to the followl g scheduls. Readl ft:
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STEAMER LOTA.

Carr. GEO, H. WITHEY leaves Fran
Va., on arrival of mail train from Portsmcuth
Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays, touch-
ing all landinzs on Chowan River, and ar
riving at Edenton at ¥ p. m.

Returning, will arrive et Fraak!in in time

| to conmect with Raleigh Express, at 4 p. m.,

for Norfolk.
J. H. BOGART, Supt.
K. R. PExpLETOYN, Local Agt.,
Edentcn, N, C.

P. MATTHEW, C. E.,
surveyorand Architect,

EDENTON, N. C.
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l an Index of Diseases, whick gives the Symp-
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| mantidote when a poison.  Alsoa Table wiid

brothers, |
Grum-Grjimailo by namie, have just re- |
turned from the ancient kingdom of Lob, | iaformation.
They bring with |

in the Dzungarian desert, just north of

Lob Nor, but unfortunately the travelers |

an engraving.of the Horse’s Teeth at differ-
ent ages, with rules for telling the age. A
collection of Receipls and other valuabie

One and two cent stamps taken.
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