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THIS $18 INDIAN RUG Fop Trap

With Free Zuni Basket.

I o r ; $;i o . o o . and Field QUAINT OLD WINSTON-SALE- M

Warranted eenuine ' handwoyen from pure
handspun wool by Indian weavers; fast colors
in ncn' rea,-biac- ana wnite, or in Diue ana
white, if desired; finest weave; last a genera-
tion. Size, 30x60 in.; worth $18. To introduce
our genuine Navajo and Pueblo Indian Blank-et- t

we will deliver this rug prepaid by express
for $10, and will include
fkek this month one
hand woven $2 genuine
Zuni Indian Basket, 12 in.
wide, as shown. Our cat
alog of Indian Blankets sent free. Any size,
color or design woven to order. e Art
Catalog of Indian and Mexican handicraft, 10c.

THE FRANCIS E. LESTER COMPANY,
Dept. KH12, Mesilla Park, New Mexico.

It has stood for Perfection in Confectionery
for half a century first made by father,
then by son.

Send one dollar for a pound box (prepaid)
of assorted chocolates and bonbons and
learn what Delicious Sweets are.

Five Pound Christmas Box (pre-

paid), Five Dollars.

R E B B O L I ,

446 Main Street,
Worcester, Mass.

VEUVE CHAFFARD
I I
ft SpN

Fall Quart

Park & Tilford,
NEW YORK.

PUMP GUN r?
IN a class by itself because it has three

indispensable superior features. 1. It
is Solid Breech. 2. It is Hammerless.

3. It loads and ejects from the bottom.
No other Pump Gun made has all

three vital improvements. The Solid
Breech does away with a hammer to
catch, keeps dirt out of the action and

insures safety. The ejection at the

bottom prevents the ejected empty
hell from crossing the line of sight.

The Remington Pump has won the

Full .Pints

hearts of the trap and field shooters

because it has beautiful lines,

shoots right up to the Remington
standard and embodies the mod-er- a

Remington ideas which are
the most te in the world.

If your dealer can't show

you one, send for catalog.

The REMINGTON ARMS CO.
ILION, N.Y.

Agency, 315 Broadway New York City

PORE OLIYE OIL

IN HONEST

BOTTLES

Full Ualf JPinte

S. S. Pierce co
BOSTON.

Uf ou plan to visit flMneburst
You surely want THE OUTLOOK in advance of your coming. Why not

end your subscription NOW?
THE OUTLOOK PUBLISHING CO., Pinehurst, North Carolina.

North Carolina Town where Time

and Tide Seem to Have Waited.
HERE is a little town in

Carolina where
time and tide seem to
have waited says the New

lork Herald in a copy
righted by Louise

Eberle, where a century past and gone
has sat down to rest and wait, maybe, the
end of time. The spirit of that other
century finds here unchanged the scenes
of her youth streets, houses, ivy covered
church and schools, great trees and
above all, that city of the equal dead that
is the beauty of the place, all are
as they were when her first days dawned
among them and she looked forward with
wide young eyes to what the years would
bring.

Each Easter there is held in this old
city a feast given by the living to both
living and dead, where those who have
died since the Easter are, as it
were, the guests of honor. And this is

the strange tale of it.
The twin towns Winston-Sale- m are

veritably an example of the past chained
to the present. Winston new, bustling,
growing, the worm s largest tooacco
market, thrilling with life and energy ;

Salem what its name means, peace
peace with a century and a half drawn
over her head like a veil to keep out the
glare of the world.

North

story

great

before

About 1752 the settlers of this town
came from M ravia, and there was then
transplanted to this new soil a bit of the
Old World that has remained as it was
unchanged, unchanging, waiting and
content to wait, sitting aged among
strong young cities, untouched by their
youth, their progress or change.

The outer world take3 very little cog
nizance of this ancient, quiet place save
to send its sons and daughters to its fam
ous schools to be educated till Easter
week. Then trains bring in outsiders
till Winston is crammed for it is the new
town that, with its modern accommoda-
tions, reaps the financial benefit of the
attractions of the old, to which the old
place is serenely indifferent. Thousands
come and each year the throng is greater,
and all who come leave wondering why
no pageant has ever awed them as this
ceremony, so simple that even the word
'ceremony" is too much.

A love feast and an eastern dawn ser
vice are what bring the outside thousands,
the first taking place on the afternoon of
Saturday, or Great Sabbath, and the
second Easter morning. It is the love
feast that has about it the element of the
emarkable that sets the thing apart,

unique, unanalyzable, and holds a multi-
tude in a spell it cannot define. For it is
so devoid of the mysterious that it be
comes a mystery itself, like the sun that
by unwrapping itself utterly makes it im-

possible for the human eye to look upon
it ; for so simple is it that it has about it
the awe of the simple manger at Beth
lehem; so empty of pomp that it bows
the heart to worship as the splendor of
no king could do. Its one explanation

is that it is in spirit and .truth, as well
as in title, a love feast.

All in the hot spring sunshine the
people gather and crowd the wide roads
between rows of giant ancient elms.
They pass, on their way from one town
to another, the museum where is a won-

derful collection of relics of the ancient
days, one of the quaintest being the fire
engine with leather buckets brought
from Europe in 1695. The boys' school
building now used by the local historical
society, dates back to 1794, and the girls'
school with its white pillared, ivy cov-

ered portico, has long passed the cen-

tury mark. To it maidens came in the
olden day from far and wide ; came by
stage or on pillions to receive the polish
necessary for a Southern lady.

But quaintest of all is the little gabled
brick dwelling which was built in 1769

as a "brethren's house"' but which is
now the ."widow's house." It proudly
boasts an ancient ghost, the "Little Red
Man," who, clad in scarlet jacket and cap,
remains faithful to the house where he
once lived in flesh.

Washington was, once entertained in
Salem, and the old brick tavern where he
rested still stands as a memorial.

But for all their history there is no
place in the old town which can rival in
the hearts of the people the ancient
church, built over a century ago. It
stands at the crossing of two quaint
streets, plain, unpretentious, ivy covered.
Its one claim to distinction, being that to
it come each year from far and near thou-
sands united by no bond of blood or in
terest, drawn solely by the .knowledge
that here each year there unveils itself in
hearts the spirit of brotherly love, that
primal emotion of the soul that antedates
man's history, in the flesh, that is the
voice of deep calling unto deep. The
stranger coming for the first time may
have expected to find a strange pomp and
ceremony the magnet which draws these
thousands, but it is the lure of utter sim-

plicity and the irresistible attraction of
love alone that brings them.

When every nook and aisle has been
filled the ' Bishop rises to welcome the
throng. The present Bishop is Edward
Rondthaler, a man whose gentleness and
childlikeness are his only cloak of dignity
and who is patriarchal because of them.
In his greeting he does not speak of wel-
coming strangers to his church ; he tells
of his gladness at seeing so many chil-
dren of one Father and one Christian
Church together. Then he speaks of the
love feast, and as the quiet words go on
one realizes slowly that this great re-

union is not only of those who are there
in the flesh, but of the dead also, and
strangely, without fear, one feels that
this thing,unbelievable in other surround-
ings, is true here that all are gathered
together from both sides of the veil in
peace, in love, in fellowship. Then
there is no mystery about it, no miracle
about it in utter simplicity, in words
like a child's the Bishop speaks of the
presence there of the elder brother of
them all, Christ, and one feels that this


