How Old
Harney
Fooled the

A Thrilling Sport

Boys of southern Californin earn
many a dime catching centipeds and
tarantulas which abound in that re-
gion., Thonsands of these creatures are
captured every year and after belug

- | moumiod are sold to naturalists and

“Adong In 1855-60," sald a veteran of
trall recently, “General William
Harney was In command of the
ted States soldiers on the then fron-

His headguarters were at Fort
renworth. The wagon trail for
and Callfornia led from Fort
Leavenworth to Fort Kearney, Nebras-
ka, then to Julesburg, in Colorado,
from there to Fort Laramie, through

“Every now and then a band of Bioux
would ride up to an ox train, kill if
they felf like it and always drive away
the stock. Soldiers would be sent out
and have the pleasure of following the
Indians' trall until the weather would
méake winter quarters necessary. Har
pey started from Leavenworth after
oné band, taking about 400 eavalry
men, or dragoons. The Indians loaf:
along ahead of him till they reacho
the mountain, and then Harney turne
back. It was the old story, the Sion:
sald, and their scouta followed the so!
di¢rs until they were well into Kansay
Then the Bloux knew the country wur
elear for new operations.

‘“Harney stopped on' the Blue river, in
northern Kansas, pear where Marys

2 " '--..

soldiers
: ﬂm

tourists.

The young hunter's outfit consists of
a palr of homemade wooden pinchers
about eighteen inches long and a five
gallon oil ean with the top thrown half
open, Scraps of paper line the bottom
of this can to a depth of six or elght
inches, and into this rustling beap the
worms are plac- :
ed. They are
found uonder
rocks and
stones Full
grown Califor-
nia centipeds
are from five to
eight inches
long and aver-
age forly-two
legs and twen-
ty-one seg-
ments. Each leg
s terminated by
a formidable
brown thorn,
and if the worm
is angered he
simultaneously
throsts every
thorn Into the
flegsh of his vie-
tim, who feels
as If a redhot
iron were carv-
ing lines of pain
ppon his skin,
But the weapons that do the most mis-
chief are placed just below the mouth
aud are formed from the second pair of
feet, which are modified Imto a palr of
strong claws. These claws are perfo-
rated 'and are traversed by a little ca-
nal leading from the poison gland.
They come together under the flesh of
thelr vietim, with a hold so tenacions

| that the centiped sometimes has to be

forn to pleces before he will loosen his
holdl

Boys who gatber the creatures are
sometimes bitten, for on hot days the
worms run like a streak of lightning,
and unless the pinchers hold firm they
glide up the sticks and under their tor-
mentors’ shirt sleeves, where they
wreak vengeance and ralse Cain gener-

L ‘ally. Sometimes a young hunter wildly

‘clutehes his pants leg and, asccompn-

(| nied by his own agonized howls, begins

& remarkable dance. An applieation of

'| ammonia or baking soda is usvally effi-
ummmmoﬂutbapotwn.

|| Training Dogs to Save

Men From Drowning
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LITERARY FOLKS.

Some Bits of Persous! Gosalp A bout
Thelr Wayn,
[8pecial Correspondence.)

New York, June 17.-It is probably
pleasantly assuring for magasine read-
ety to learn that the editors of theil' fa-
vorite publications, those unseen auto-
eruts who bide behind sanctum doors
and select the dalntles for the montlly
repast, are yYeal wes of flesh and blyed
and bralns who not only kuow litira:
ture when they see It In manuseript

form, but can themselves occasionally {

produce it. All this Is pertinent to the
fact that two assistant editors of lend-

ing magazines have each published tids ],

sexson a volume of poems.

The latest of these to see the light is
a dainty little book of verse by Mr
Robert Underwood Jolhnson, who, with
Mr, Gilder, directs the destinies of tbhe
Century Magasive. There s about Mr.
Johnson's poems a distinet lterary fle-
vor. You recognize at once that this {w
the product of a trained pen wielded by
a man of fine fancy and deep thought,
The poems are gémmed with rare and
exqulisitely colored metaphors, such as

Along the mountain‘s altar orest
The russst deepens in the west.

Or this in a quatraln entitled “Foa
Tears:"

Some birches, fromd the winter snow un
bend,
And some lle prone the happy summe
long.
Is mer but weakness? May it be, blithe
friend,

The heavier burden stays but on the

strong?

There s a strong human note Io
these verses, a quality which makes
them worth reading and remembering.

Another magazine editor who I8 also
a poet is Mr. Robert Bridges, who as
gigts Mr. Burllngame in editing Scrib-
ner's. Mr. Bridges calls his book
“Bramble Brae Some of It comes
very near being real poetry If it is not
the genuine article, while some of it I8
pleasant verse which the author wonld
undoubtedly admit was nothing more.

Mr, Robert “W. Chambers, author of
“Cardigan,” was looking through the
Harper composing rooms the other
day. He stopped beside a monotype
machine and poticed that the operator
was at work on one of his own manu-
seripts. 'Without revealing his identity
he remarked:

“That’s
you're working on.”

“No; it's darned bad,” replied the un-
consclous printer, not pausing in his la.
bors, “The handwriting's all right,” he
added,

“Oh,” sald Mr. Chambers, “you mean |

the man writes poor stuft?™
“Noj; his stuff is pretty good.”

“Well, what is the trouble with the*

mantiscript?” persisted the m curi-
ous author, "

“Why, the man don't know how to
‘punctuate!” sald the printer, with
‘ROOTIE

Apropos of Mr. John Kendriek Bange
pew book, “Olymplan Nights,” it Is in

pretty good shanuscript |

—

GEMS IN VERSE,

—_—

A Soug.
A wild rose drank of the morning dew,
A wild rose amiled In the morning sun,
A wild rose dreamed the long day through.
A wlld rose dled when the day was done,

And ever the rose was falr, was sweet,
And ever the rose wis shy,

But a rose's life, like & dream, o flest,
And & rose In a day may dle.

Itfellon a that love once grew
In the of the heart like a rose;
Like a rose It smiled In the morning dow;
Like a rose It died at the sweet day's
close.

And ever the love was falr, was sweet,
And ever the love was shy,
For the life of a love, like & rou. i foet,
And love In & day may dle,
—Rochester Pout-Express.

The Now,
The charm of a love is its telling, the
telling that goes with the giving;
The charm of a deed s its dolng; the
charm of a life is Ita Hving;

The goul of the thing Is the thought; the
churm of the act is the agtor;

The soul of the fsct is its truth, and the
Now ia its principal factor,

The world loves the Now and ita Nowlist
and tests all assumptiona with rigor;

It looks not behind 1t to failing, but for-

' ward to ardor and vigor;

It cares not for heroes who faltered, for
martyrs who hushed and recanted,

. For pletures thatl never were painted, for
harvests that pever wets pianted.

! The world does not eare for a fragrance
that never Is lost In perfuming;

The world doea not care for a blossom
that withers away bafore blooming;

"The world does not care for the chimes
remaining unrung by the ringer;

“The world does not care for the songs un-
sung In the soul of the singer,

What use to mankind is a purposs thal
never shone forth in a dber?

What use has the world for a loving that
never had winner nor wooer?

'The motives, the hopes and the schemes
that have ended In idle conclusions

#Are buried along with the fallures that
come in a lfe of Mlusions,

Away with the filmsy idea that Ufe with
& past s attended;

There's Now—only Now—and no Past—
there’s never & Paat; it has ended.

Away with its obsolete story and all of
ita yesterday sorrow;

There's only today, almost gone, and In
front of today stands tomorrow.

Aﬂdhoputhnmqmqhhllmbrwgm
us like loans from a generous lender
Musnllnourc&mmm

no poorer {
mm.nuurummwu
us ever and ever
mmm.m,amm-mmup-

A White Night In Sleepy Hollow.
tch church that Irving loved,

Deep are the snows upon its roof;
. Ita anclent groves In drifta are lost:
jey pond and rulned mill
in the moonlight white and still.

beyond the willows where
mlwrmnrod-hrm
earved marble now

Mllmhlrm-.
‘s haunted vale.
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GETTING AN ORDER..,

LaROOQUE & ROUNTREE,

Paonn 67,

We are always anxious to
get your order and we are
just as anxious to 6l it
to your satisfaction. Itis
necessary that we pash
for the order and that we
are careful after the order
is obtained. It is our
purpose to sell y ou enough
staple or fancy groceries
to prove our judgment
and yours,

Ur-ro-Dare Grocers,
KINSTON, N. C

The hose and half-bose made by

Be sure to {usist on having goods

Patronize Home
and Save Money !
®

the ORION MILLS, Kinston,
N. C,, are not only economi-
cal for you to wear, because
of their fine wearing qualities
and comfortableness, but they
are made at home. The man-
ufacture of them  gives em-
ployment to people right o
Kinston. Ewvery dealer ought
to handle them.

made at the ORION MILLS
By doing so you will not only
save money, but will be help.

+If you want up-wi
Tailoring dcne place m'

lorder with

S. J. WALLS,

Everyt hing guarauteed
with a guarantee that is
good! Could you ask
fairer? e

Kmsro'u, u.-_i;:,

.YOU CAN MAKE..

tity from one quart up.
J. T. SKINNER,

Phone r40. KINSTON, N.C
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Keop out the pasty files

by having your Doors
and Windows fl:t31 with

‘We make tb.un o ﬁh
aay door or wtml:m‘.

Oomomdmourldoﬂandmmwry

Ice Cream

Aleo our large lot of

Freezers.

Water Coolers.. -

»o-We make you comfortable

DIXON &

HARDWARE,

s

HOOKER.

KINSTON, N. O,

ARE YOU TIHED

OF

QUAOK MEDICINES

THAT HAVE DONKE “vbt: NO uomw
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