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CHAPTER 1.

The soldler guard at General Brun-
dage's place, which lay on the Pamun-
key river, loitered on the bank with
a string of freshly cafight sea trout In
his hand. The distant boom of cannon
at the front rolled low. thunder, and
Tom Wentworth's heart reeked with
discontent. It was eple and not idyl
which he craved. He turned his head
at a rustling.

“Good morning, Miss I'olly,” ralslng'

hig cap. “I have n mess of fish here for
Aunt Chloe's frying pan.”

“When did I become *Mliss DPolly’ to
the Yankee gyard of my graudfather’s
plantation?’ the girl flashed out as she
stepped into full view.

It was a charming apparition despite
{he battered straw hat, the faded ging-

Lam gown and the hideously cobbled !

glhoes wherewlith faithful Uncle Jonhs,
the family factotum, had striven to
eke out & scanty wardrobe. This

Federal eavalry trooper, not long out |

of college, could think of nothing but
come fabled hamadryad Just emerged
from the cloven bark of the big oak.

As they tuined, each with a sense of
keon irritation, the soldier picked np
Polly Brundage’s hat, which had fallen,
a'lowing countless motes of gold to
sh'ne aureolelike on her silky topknot.
Shie took the straw monsirosity with a
grogerly little fist and an aretie “Thank
you,” and suddenly an hnplsh fapey
seizod ber, for this was a maid of
moods, whose pride was not proof
grainst lirepressible bubbles of mirth
and mischief. Not far away squatted
two half grown negro boys. frowning
with incipient war over a half ripe
waternelon.

“Pyvompey, Cwsar, eyome heah right
now!" ealled Pelly. and she placed
thom In pose of combat. Pompey, the
bully of the plantation juveniles, had
often hammered Cwesar to submission,
and Poliy felt sure of her champion.
“Now, PPyvompey, you stand for our
brave Confedceracy, an you must fight
like a here In a great cyause, for Cosar
is the no'th, an If you don't whip him"
—tlie lad's quaking soul foreboded the
uncompleted sentence. The clash of the
chnmpions as they butted and wres-
tled and thrashed each other avith
windmill strokes was secarcely lomer-
ic, but a pretty mill of Its kind. At
last Pompey stumbled and went to
grass, whereupon the unchivalrous
Cwsar. with memorles of contumely
and defeat festering in his black bos-
om, koelt on the squirming body and
pommaled It with a tattoo of thwacks.
At last Pompey, all other thoughts
blotted cout by the play of those ruth-
less fists, bawled out, *1 gives In, nig-
gah,” and. once released. scuttled
awav over field and fence.

No words can do Justice to the storm
of Polly's spirit. Al glimmer of hu-
mor faded as the battle waxed, while
her wide eyes were full of woe, and the
absurd was blown away in the terror
of a portent. There was something pa-
thetie in hier quivering eagerness and
the dismay whiech darkened over the
close of the viearious strife. Big drops

swelled in Polly’s eyes, and she raged
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He knelton the squirming body and pom-
meleed it with a tattoo of thwacks.
with the suspicion that this northern
fnvader war laughlng In his sleeve.
But all waggish impulse had fed from
his sympathetic heart as he felt how
rorely smitten n beautiful young wom-
an had been by the outeome of staking
the anxfeties of a great cause on the

soothsaying of a bagatelle.

“Don’t feel so about this trifle. "T'was
a mere aceldent.” said Tom, his voice
me!lowed by an indeseribable feeling.

She started as if a bornet had stung
her. “Never speak to wme agaln, you
wreteh!” she flung back at him over
her shoulder, hastening townrd the
house with as quick a pace as com-
ported with smarting dignity. .

The soldier scowled at the back of
the offended young Diana. “Don't fret

yourself, Miss Brundage. 1 shan't
weep over It.”

CHAPTER I1.

This eplsode, with Its tragl-farel
Interlude, had Leen the first tete-a-tefe
of the couple. The spinster. Miss 'a-
mela Brundage, absorbed as she was
in pursing her paralytic father. whose
Pabble only hig own family could con-
strue, had shrewdly guessed that the
soldier guard was something more

than the “miserable Yankee hireling”
carrent_in squthern phirase.  Pride in
the family tree, Ler ruling passion, was
maiched by a kindliness whiclh sweet-
ened it to the core,

“Perhaps Mr. Wentworth” — "twas
thus she was wont to put It—"“would
like some readin to beguile his time.”
And, with much condescending flour-
Ish "of language: she gave him sundry
volumes of Shakespeare, Dryden, Pope
and Addisom, which, with simllar old
fashioned classics, made up the stock
of a southern gentleman's library of
the period. Polly's fine eyes had shot
daggers of Reorn at this complaisance.

“Why should you trouble yourself
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about this Yanpkee soldier, Auntle
Pam?’ spe resfonstrated. ~“Better let
Unele Jonas act for you.” Tolly estl
| mated fitness of favor in this instance
| to be Its bestowal at the end of a pair
| of tongs.
“Lord Chesterfield regyardx‘pol!te-
| pess to one's infeviors ns the finest test
of good breedin,” gaswered the spin-
‘ster. with a bridling of her thin meck |
land a look of reproach. = o
“RBother Lord Chesterfieid!” sald the
irreverent Polly. *“Do let that pom-
! pous old fool sleep in his tomb, auntl
! dear. An d’vouthink Lord Chestertield,
| ghe went on, with kindling eye, “with
all hig minecin airs an graces, would 'a’

&8

{ time of the Revolution.
i you may be our fahaway kinsman,™ |

| powed down sn smirked befo' a ba’ |
| barous foe? No! He'd 'a’ whipped
out his rapier an stabbed ’cm to the
heart.” And she threw her lithe grace |
into fencing position and made a
thrust with her switch as if she would |
have lked to skewer President LincolnY
and all his generals at oue fell coup.
“0Oh, Polly,” woaned the shocked

Aunt Pam, melting into a drizzle of gnd 1 warn you off the property.”

tears, “one of the wust things about

hostility of lier face, but she hadn't
forgotten the moraing cpisode and took
not part in the table talk.

“Ah,” sighed the elderly malden, “if
waw could only be waged by pussons
of gentle blood an tempered with the
fine cyurtesies of rpeech an deed! Sure-
Iy, Mr. Wentworth, your own family
name bespeaks descent most as good
as that of our own Virginia gentry.”

“My forbears and their people, I*be-
lieve,” raid Tom ecarelessly, “have cut
some figure in New England for a cou-
ple of centuries, but that doesn’t count
for so much in the north.”

Mis8 Brundage fluttered her cork-
screw curls at this plebelan point of
view, and so the modest feast slid on
toward its end, with the lady's maun-
derings and Tom's strain between po-
lite replies and Lis keener desire to-
ward the fine, weary old face and the
equally speecliless Polly, whose lashes,
howerver, sumetimes opened wide ashine
of laughter In the wells nunveiled
at the spinster’s flights. At last gar-
rullty harked home to the Brundage
pedigree and remembered that a Hun-
kei-Wentworth of New Hampshire had
marricd Into the Brundages about the
“So perhaps

she simpered.

U'nele Jonas had been fanning the
filos from his master's face, and, inter-
preting a glance, he hobbled out. Di-
rectly again his footstep limped on the
wilk, succeeded by a eclang of rifle
butts on the bricks and a harsh, “Gim-
me that, old ebony!" Tom leaped from
the end of the poreh and faced a burly
ruifian in blue, decanter In hand, with

| half a dozen men at his back.

“This place Is under Federnl guarld,

he

said sternly, but how bitterly he (e-

this awful waw is that it prevented mplored the lack of saber and pistol, loft
your goin to a seminary an acquirin | in his quarters, for instinet foresaw a
the polish of your long line of distin- Prlsis. and no sharpness «f ward could

guished ancestors!” Whercupon the

youug woman with hug and kiss soot

ed the spinster into her wonted ealm.
Tont. poundering much, leaned on the

rickety gate opening into the grass | Moimental marks had been removed |
\ from the cap.

grown lane on the afternoon of the
Cwmsarian vietory. Uncle Jonas hob-
bled up to him with the weight of an !
empire puckering hls wizened [ace.
Every kink of snowy wool had bris-
tled on this ancient servitor's head
when he had been informed of Pom-
per's helnous erime. Major domo of
the meager following which waited on
fallen Brundage fortunes. their wreck
had not abated his sense of the famlily
importance. Shaking his rheumy fist |
at the distant woods and talking ve-
hemently to himself about *‘dat mlis'bul
nigeah Pomp,” he searcely noticed the
soldier's presence.

“Hello, Unele Jonas,” =ald Tom, *I
hope you're not going to give Pompey
aunother licking when he comes back."

“Fo' de Lawd. Mars' Yank.” the old
man replied solemuly, “Missy [Polly
drefful mad. 'cos she 'spected Pomp to
w'op, an it war 'e's duty to w'op an do
w'at missy t'lnk. Sbe lak to hab ‘er
own way, lak all de Brundages, an fo'
w'y not? Das allus de rite way w'at
de Brundages want. Lawd 'a" massy,
dars Mars' Wat, 'e ossifer lo Mars'
Ginnul Stuart’s calbary now,” and
Unele Pompey waxed garrulous. “W'en
e war youmg, nubbudy c¢’ud put a bit
in "e’s mouf ‘cep’ ole Mars' Ginnul, "e's
gran'pa, 'fo' he done gone up norf to
Wes' Pint, 'e war dat besyutiful ram-
pagyus. Yassal, 'e de best young
mars' ev' was, an Mlissy DPolly jes' lak
‘en, W'y, Mars' Wat, ‘e'd jes' eut a
sassy niggah ober de 'ai? wid 'e's w'ip
an den gib 'em a dollalh. Yassah, das
w'at he done. Yo' sh'ud jes' see de
cap’en now. 'E carry s'o'd six foot
long. Pray de Lawd yo' nebber eummn
1o’ 'em. W'y, e slice yo' 'ald jes' lak
watermillion.”

“What an ogre to eat up little boys!"”
laughed Tom. *“Well, I shall have to
be on my guard against your head
glicing captain.”

“Uncle Jonas, Uncle Jonas, I want
you!"” called a voice from the house.
and Tom saw Miss I'amela Brundage
beckoning. The old fellow shuffled
away, to return again with the impor-
tance of an embassador. Bowing as
low as his rusty joints would serve, he
said: *Yo'se greatly 'onnghed, Mars'
Yank, I "sulk yo'. Dey famlly ax de
plaishar ub yo' company at deh own
dinnah table at fo' dis a'ternoon. 1
spects 'twar dat fish, de fust trout ub
de yare,” he mumbled discontentedly,
yet smacked his toothless gums. Tom
accepted his novel blllet and went to
his quarters In an outbullding to smart-
en his toilet. HI% meals had always
been served to him alone, and now hLe
was to be the gurest of threadbare gen-
tility. His pulse quickened a heartbeat
or two In spite of himself at the
thought of Polly.

The board spread on the front porch
carried a glitter of old family plate on
the coriously darned and bepatched
cloth. The fried fish was flanked with
a savory platter of bacon and greens,
and appetite pricked sharply at thelr
homely bidding. A stately wreek of a
man sat in the wheeled chair at the
foot. Brilliant black eves, still afire
with indomitable spirit. gave the lie to
twitehing features and rigid limbs, and
there was something which went to
the heart in the struggle to 1Ift an im-
potent hand in salute. Hix thick tongue
broke Into A splutter of sounds. and his
daughter translated to the soldler
guest:

“The general thanks you for your
eyurtesy an .desires to apologize that
he oyan't talk with you. My father,
you know, suh, Is greatly afllicted.”

A world of impatient scorn spoke In
the paralytic eves, as one disdaining
any overt sympathy, and the strong
young soldier fancied he could read
those sparkling glances: “The clay is
‘phuined fast, but the will and spirit
are a-saddle, leading a column of =a-
bers in the thick of the war game."”
The eloquence of his look softened to
another mood as it was bent on the
frank intelligence of Tom’'s aspect. His
own grandson, the last to uphold the
honor of his name, like this fine north-
erner and enmemy, was part of the
dreadful machinery forever lacerating
and crushing out lives. Both, too,
might within & few weeks be its vie-
tims, with cold faces turned up to the
cold sky. The sad irony of that regard
embarrassed young Wentworth, but he
replied to Miss Brundage's words with
quick tact:
~“I happen to know a little of General
Brundage's past. Iic has done so much
in peace and war that on our side we
should quite rejoice he can't be active
agalnst us were It not that his own
suffering is the gaoler.”

Miss Brundage beamed graciously,
and even Polly, drumming her little

rival that bristle of weapuns whiech
stamped alert authority.

“3Ho, ho!” sneered the big marauder,
who wore a corporal’s stripes, though

“That's all in my eye.
Yer one o' the downy coves, I s'pose,
that spots all the soft ‘snaps.’ while we
hev to do the fightin an get chucked
into the guardhouse fur a little fun.
Ther's too much o' protectin the rebels
anyway, an we hain't here fur nuthin
today; so, Mr. Cavalryman, ye'd better
jest shet yer teeth an yer bloomin eyes
ef yer wise an vally yer own skin.”
The already half drunken rascal took
a big pull of the *peach” in the decan-
terr and passed It to one of his gang.
while he Ianid a hand on Tom's arm,

Tom Wentworth sank to the ground,
. pierced by a bullet.
| lade.

It would go sorely against the
| grain to fire on his own uniform,
though that uniform had been dis-
graced by Its wearers, and he would be
clearly within the line of his duty. But
fate took the problem out of his hands.
The jingling of scabbards smote the
ear sharply, for the grass grown road
| had muffled the nearing hoof beats.
(Carbine shots and yells rang out as a
squad of gray coated troopers rode to
the gate, while others pursued such of
ihe tyving thieves as had not dropped.
What wonder tiat in the confusion of
¢ tiee secene shots flew at the solitary
blue fgure standing, sword In hand, on
the grass! Tom Wentworth sank to
the ground, plerced by a bullet, and
Polly, who had watched the swiftly
changing drama with heart in her
mouth, felt a mist swim over her
senses. Blind to all else, she sprang
from the plazza and beut over the hud-
| dled heap of blue, the hero who had
fallen for her and hers. What matter
| to her now whether he wore blue or
| gray!
1 “Polly, Polly, what does all this
| mean?”’ sald a familiar voice, and she
| looked up Into the face of her brother,
| who commanded the troopers.
l “He, this soldier, the Federal gyvard,”
-'panted the girl—he saved us from
| those wretches, an now you have killed
| him for i*t, Walter. An I, only this
{ mornin, I bated him an eyalled hlin
' bad names,” whimpered poor Polly.
“I'm sorry,” said Walter Brundage,
“for that missent shot, but It couldn’t
] be helped. Anything blue, you know,

which the latter shook flercely off and | 5 5 pagnet for bullets.” And he took

with a coupie of bounds was again ol | her in Lis arms and kissed her tenderly.
the poreh. with the look of a wolf de- | «gg0d God, look at grandfather!” Full

fending the cave where its cubs lay.

CHAPTER IIIL

The Intruders wavered and counseled
before scattering over the place In
quest of plunder. Tom whispered to
Polly, and her eyes flashed bravely
back to Lis as she nodded and darted
into the big hall, where such of the ne-
groes as could had gathered for shelter.
She gave directions to Cmesar, who
scurried out of the rear door to reach
the soldjprs’ qnarters unseen if possi-
ble. The leader and a couple of the

| of an awful dread, the palr ran to the
iporch. General Brundage was dead,
| literally slain by the violence of his
|own wrath and outraged pride. a thin
| trickle of blood smearing his white
| beard as It oozed from the dilated nos-
{ tril. The daughter who had loved and
nursed him so tenderly sat within
| arm’s length, blindly winking, for her
| wits had gone woolgathering, and it
|l was the sudden vision of Walter which
| pulled them together.
“Deah boy, welcome,” she smiled,
| and then her eye traveled with gather-
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rascal crew came now to the front and | Ing light and ken from thelr conviused | three months.

givedily eyed the silver on the table | faces to the shoek of the dead face sag- |

and the sparkle of a ring on the clench-
ed hand of Polly. who stood defiantly
by her grandfather’s chalr.

“1 shall hev to report ye to yer com-
mandin officer fur bein on guard wid-
out yer belt.” sald the corporal, with
a mecking smile, “my dandy hoss sojer.
I'm good mind to court marshil ye here
mysel?, but we hain’t time. 'm r'ally
'shamed o" ye, though, fur the sake o’
the discerpline o' the army. I'm a great
stickler fur discerpline.,” he went on.
with drunken bumor. Just then one
of his party rushed up, dragging the
scowling Cweaar by the car, with Tom's
weapons hanging on their belt over his
arm. The corporal, with a great chue-
kle of lauglhter, slipped off his own and
buckled on the cavalry belt.

Our soldier, finding | imself stripped
of his arms under conditlons of such
deadly ipsult, burning with rage and
humiliation unspeakable, stood speech-
less, madly impelled to hurl himself
agalnst this jeering devil at any risk to
himself., But for the sake of others he
dared not vet foree the issue and could
onlr walt on the turn of the cards. The
rogies had laid their rifles on the grass
and gaibered close, grinning at the fun
of such congenial comedy.

“We'll pay that nigger we found
t'other side o the woods fur tellin
us 'hout this soft ‘lay’ by freein 'em
from slavery, fur slavery is an orful,
orful erime. an ole ‘horns and hoof® “ll
git ye fur it, ye wicked ole man, as he’s
already on to ye with both claws, I
see.”

The corporal, tickled at his own con-
ceit, shook his finger with mock ve-
proach at General Brundage. The hein-
less Virginian's face was emboipiod,
his eyes bloodshot with ihw
which rended him within. this old mesr
who had the strenzth of 5 baby &aod
the wrath of a Titan, 7l acsldings Tezre
rolled down his face in his toriore.

“A gal, -too, as handsoine as a prize
doll at a church falr. “vaal, 1 say, we
hev struck it rich, boys!” The rufiian,
leering at Polly. #hrew a kiss to her
with his dirty paw and ascended the
steps to approach the family gronp.
Wentworth instantly shaped his plan.
He allowed himself to be rudely jos-
tled as the man lurched by toward
Polly, but with a motion of lightning
he snatched the pistol from its holster
and felled the rascal with a smashing
stroke of the butt. BPefore the gaping
trio could shake off their daze he stood
between them and their guns, with
leveled six shooter in hand.

“Quick, Cisar, a rifle there, and
gtand ready!” he sang to the black boy,
who had watched the spectacle with
big eyes, and scarcely had this recruit
armed himself when another tumbled
‘over the fence and clutched a second
gun. With a gush of penitence, Pom-
pey had foHowed the marzuders from
the woods. “l'ze a wicked niggah,
mars',” he blubbered. “Dem Unioners
gwine to shoot me, an 1 tole nam "bout
AMars' Ginnul. But I'ze fight now, "deed
I will.” And he pulled the trigger with
sveh remorseful zeal as to send the
bullet humming far wide of its mark.
The stupor of the rascals was broken
by the shot, and they scuttled like rab-
bits around the far side of the porch to
join their comrades; busy in plundering
hen roost and smokehouse,

The shot upset Wentworth’s ealeula-
tions. He had faocied that the gang,
deprived of thelr leader and confronted

LA EL e (1)

toes just opposite, relaxed the sullen

with arms, would retire without fur-
ther mischlef. Now le dreaded a fusil-

;glug Hmply on the Lreast.
J When the wounded Wentworth was
! roused from the first torpor of his shat-
| tered rib, there came to his perceptions
| the loud lamentations of the negroes,
the grief stricken faces of the Brun-
dage Indies bowed over the chair,
| where the majesty of death was
throned, and the sympathetic group of
gray troopers standing apnr:(. It seem-
{ ed to belong to the Imagery of a dream.
' Then the torturing patn racked him
| and cleared his brain for a space. He
heard the words of command ordering

been tumbled from the porch, to be
dragged away. That was beyond the

mending of the gallows tree or the
surgeon’s trephine.

“I have no time to mourn,” =ald the
Confederate captain, with a studled
control of his voice. *“Two hours more,
' an we must ride., I barely got leave
| to eyome, an it was to such a grief as
I this! Tomorrow at dawn"—le glanced

about &s If even there he would hedge
lln a perilous secret—"“we attack the

| Federal right with crushin odds, for
‘Stonewall’ Jackson has arrived with
his whole army to strengthen General
Lee, an the Yankecs suspect nuthin.
‘We shall grind them to powder an
end the waw, for the vietory in our
hands will make the world ring"
| Flerce elation lifted hiz accent above
| Borrow, though the temsion quickly
gripped him snew.
“An now we must bury this deah old
man till we ean glve him propah fu-
nersl honahs worthy of the Brundages.
Tetsorish the mem'ry of this'll sharp-
Yet, perhaps, Polly”—his volce
sofiened a little—"that will fade away
with other things of life, for I may be
what he is ncw, an you alore, with no
one to lean on.”

His glance unwittingly roved, with a

Wentworth, who quivered with 2 fee-
ble movement. The pressure of facts
wns complex and Immediate, and one
feeling clashed with the impact of an-
other. “I don’t know what to do with
this man. Were lie one of those mis-
ereants a few minutes would settle it.”
His look of interrogation was answer-
ed by the nod of a tall sergeant. “But
the fellow's wounded an has done us
right gryallant service, even If "twere
his duty. By heaven, the problem's
maddenin! I ecyan’t leave him, with
two women heah; I eran’t send him In-
to Richmond; he cyan't be returned to
his own lines.” Captaln Brundage
twisted his mustache in moody vexa-
tion.

“T'll settle that, Walter. He must
stay healh.” Polly’s eyes were swim-
ming with the grief that would have Its
way, but determinntion glittered
through thelir mist, and her voice rang
clear. “My face 'u'd shame me in the
glass if the house which he defended
dido’t give this brave man shelter an
nursin. An he's out there, perhaps dy-
In now. He must be cared for at once.
Don’t you see, deah old Wattle, ther's
nuthin else In honah?”

Walter svecumbed gloomily to logic
and gratitude, but with a wrench, for
he boded vague mischief. As Tom
Wentworth, only half conscious in his
growing pain, was borne by on a shut-
ter into the house he felt a touch, light
as a leaf, from a warm little hand on
his, and somelow that redhot auger in
his side didn't bore quite so fiendishly.

(COSTINUVED NEXT WEEK. )

the body of the marauder, which had |

frown of annoyance, to the wounded | undersigned on or before the 23rd day of |

The Semi-Weekly Observer, a
perfect family journal. All the
news of the times, Only $1 per
annum. Sample copies of eithes
upon application.

|
i The
|

Charlotte Observer,
Charlotte,. N. C.

ADMINISTRATORS NOTICE.

Having been appointed and having
qualified as administrator of Peyton
Green, deceared, late of Rutherford
county, N. C., this is to notify all per-
sons having claims against the estate of
| snid deceased to exhibit them to the un
dersigned on or before February 6th 19-
02, or this notice will be pleaded in bar
of their recovery. All persons indebtod
to the estate will please make immediate
parment. This 6th day of February 19-

0l. W. M. Watsox, adm'r,
S Gallert, attorney.

EXECUTOR'S NOTICE.

of, and having qualified as executor of
J. W. Goode, deceased, late of Ruther-
ford county, N. C_, this is to notify all
persons having claims against the estate
of said deceased, to exhibit them to the
undersigned on or before the 30th day
of Junuary, 1902, or this notice will be
pleaded in bar of their recovery. All
persons indebted to said estate
please make immediate payment.
This 30th day of Junuary, 1901.
M. L. Goode, Executor.

EXECUTOR'S NOTICE.

A. B. Long, Sr., deceased, late of Ruth-
erford county, N. C., this is to notify all
persons having claims against the estate
oif said deceased to exhibit them to the

January, 1902, or this notice will be
pleaded in bar of their recovery. All
persons indebted to said estate will please
wake immediate payment.
day of January, 1901,

W. L. axp G. W. LoxG, Executors.
NOTICE.

J. K. Lynch, deceased, I will sell at his

9th, 1901, the following lots of roduncee,
to wit. :1700 bushels of corn, I:::mru or
less; 175 bushels refuse corn, more or
less ; 100 bushels wheat
less ; 6000 bundles of fodder more or less:
20 bushels of peas, more or less; 15 gal-
lons of molasses, more or Jess: '

T. M. Lyxcu, Admr.
February 6th, 1901, PR
L

NOTICE.

;Havmg been appomnted under the wilt
of, und having qualified as executrix of
James Griswold, deceased, late of Ruth-
erford county N. C., this is to notify all
persons having claims against the estate
of said deceased, to exhibit them to the
undersigned on or before the 13th day
of February, 1902, or this notice will be
pleaded in bar of their recovery. Al
persons  indebted to said estate will
l:n;;e l';:Jn:alua ;mmedinte Payment.
- MARY JANE Grisworp, ix.
_ This 18th day of Feb., NOLExecutru

WM. F. RUCKER,
Attorney & Counseller at Law

Rutherfordton, N. C.
Prompt attention given to all business
intrusted to him.  Offiee in brick build-
ing on coruer above the conrt house.

752

at this price.

The Weatl

¢ Weather
Is gradually tuarning cooler.

[ Why not make yourself and
| family comfortable by buying |
\ one of our ART SQUARES?

$ Do You Want

A good easy going Rocking
!. Chair at a low price? May ba
' you don’t care to buy but would
; like to sce them, then come,

your call will be appreciated.
| K.J. & H.L.
4

':Tllei[‘..llarloﬁé_ Ol-)ger\-'er.

Having been appointed undes the will |

will |

Having been appeinted under the will |
of, and bhaving qualified as executors of | |

This 28rd |

Having qualified as administrator of |

old kome place on Saturday, March the |

|

and rye, more or |

‘THE - CHEAPEST
STORE

On Earth!

®

Prices cut to a cash Lasis. Call

and get his prices. A complete

stock. New goods arriving every

day. Bring me your produce

aud et cash for it.

Experiment
a Man Clower still on hand.
By Jeammette H. Walworth | o o Clower =tiflon Bend

Is one of the most spirited and spicy I h e
short stories that ever came from the

pen of this gifted writer.

Read It in This Paper

Bean

‘HarnessShop

It will anpear soon, along with seven
others by Wolcott Le Clear Beard,
J-hn ]. a Becket, G. T. Ferris, A. |
E. W. Mason, Martha McCulloch |

Opposite Court Houve.
Williams, Howard Fielding and Zoe

Anderson Norris. !
. I
!
| Harness,
] Saddles,
l Bridles of All Kinds
i Always on Hand at Lowest
1 Prices.
|

Will Not be Undersold.

Horse Collars, a specialty. All

work guaranteed. Repairing

{ promptly and neatly done.

| John P. Bean.

E: Eskridge

‘:'Ain’! you got co better than that to give |
your man w'en "¢ comes "ome?™

Eight Good |
Short Stories |

GCabriel of "o Triangle !
Ey Wolcott Le Ciear Beard
Cwylm Gwent's Daughter
By John J. a’Becket | B..fore you have any Blacksmith-
The Fail of Pompey By G.T.Ferris |
A Flat Exneriment Ling done. He does all
| repair work.

ki“d!’\ uf

By Jeannetia H. Walworth | Al work excested

An Inconvenlence of Hakit
By A.E.W.Mason | ,;, short notice and in fiast-class

The Bubble Reputation
By Martha McCulloch Willlams | style.
A Puzzling Bequest g
By Howard Flelding i spesialty.

zsgin Clvillzed !

Bill Scro,gny Zoo Anderson Norris | 10T5¢ wagun for zale.

Horse and mule shoein
I Lave a good one-

The best

All to appear i this pa from time to | is alwavs the cheapest,
time, beginning soon. The cut illustrates |
a scene in ‘' Gabriel of the Triangle,” by |

You had better
Wolcott Le Clear Beard

C. Eskridge

THE

BOOK STORE.

The place to buy

e — A —— A

BOOKS, STATIONERY,
SCH!)‘UI. SUPPLIES, ETC.

A.L.GRAYSON

J.G.& L. G. RE!D,
DENTISTS.

Marion and Rutherfordton. All

\2- _J
#Oh, might I have a hundred dollars right

The Bubble
Reputation

By Martha McCulloch Williams |

work guaranteed. Our 1 Tices
reasonable,

City Barber Sh P,
W. H. GIBSON, Prop.

This is the title of l.charminglho'rt! For white people only. The

story which will soon appear in this | Only first-class shop in town.

paper. The reputation of the writer | () . -

is sufficient to guarantee the charac- !.La" and see me opposite the

ter of the tale. It isone of & series |SD0€ Store.

of eight short stories by authors of Also Whole bat

the highest reputation which we have deal .S.le and Retail
based and which will be pub- | 4¢21€T 1 all kinds of tobaccos.

lished for the entertainment of our

readers.

WATCH FOR THEM "=

|
1
|
|
1
1




