VOL. 3, NO. 11.’ e

MORAVIAN FALLS, N.C. D

xsmmvm ‘l‘lnm ﬂ.w

SOME GOOD TOOLS FOR LADS.

Some of nnrﬂtenry quill jerkers have inkled
some whappin’ big essays on the subject of good
raisin’. A great many of them have done bully,
but there’s oodlins to say yet withont spoiling it.

Every few days theére’s children bein’ raised
somewhere or other, lndtoknow;usthowtodoit
is considered & great art.

Ahnntthebututhletohlvtlnym -around loose
for children to mess with, is a chunk of old-fashion-
edhauaty—thekindthntwont«mm ght

s A el .'._-‘ 5 6. SCe Jﬁa
nﬂetbamm- b ‘more THRR Was if ._#’
toupellNebuddkmmrrigﬁtﬂuﬁmﬁme
+~ It took two winters, a multitude of gum hickor-
ies and fortitude enough to lick.a whole army of
Turks before I fully mastered that word, and eith-
er, Ndah Webster or I one, are sorter spraddled yet
bout - the right wayto spell it.

Then thexe’s another tool that is bully for a
youngster to have in hewin’ his way thru the early
years of his adversity, and that is the art of bein’
at home of nights when the bedtime whistle blows.

I learned it when I was a lad. 2 _

That art was as familliar to me as corn-bread
and sow bosom for breakfast.

I knew it by heart,

It wes the e.leventh commandment in my cate-
cism. -

Dad tanght it to the whole push of us while we
were brats, and if one of nus were a little slow a-

bout learnin’ it'we were invited out to the wood-

shed, and there the art was explained to us so that
we got hold of the ides forever and amen.

Now-days, by the time a dinkey little dude is old
enough ‘to kick off &nglr bird’s eye swhd-
dlings; he’s out nulm at night-fall wandéring
far away, with oul!ﬁdlnrd ands himself on to
them}.et :

FOR A-WHILE.‘

Qong toot, toot, toot, and
fmmthepohtlmu depot.

er _ Iluve/vour ghmm- "
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demand for another four years. 41; X ,‘;
Probably the earth will continue to ZTin '.-'. DAL
on its axletree while our political doctors dally
the dudes and corfinue {o serve for “hiradps
to trusts and corporations fer stray pesinie .
that’s no He, but it's strong that wﬁlﬂnd
echo in the heart of this migh R
Official e:traﬁmmwiﬂmﬁnq, the  viilture
of prey will fly on with wings uncropped, graft
loull-hdlhg

‘| will flourish as a bay-tree and the

old stable of corruption remain uncléansedi’
We only ocmtimie to vibv the d Tix

'-- the nnnwho Wmhemd his
needaandﬂlemlhwhmchidclpihl is a strong
arm, a slice of cold corn pone and a soup bone.
Something must be done to make the working
man feel that he too, has a country and that it is
in every truth “‘the land of the freeand the home of
the brave.” Something to give him courage to' say
to the employing capitalists: *I'm youg
tryman, not your slave, you can have my labor by
giving me a just proportion of its products, I ad-
here to these principles, and they are not for sale

or rent.”

REJOICE DOWN IN YOUR CRAW.

And high coatofhvm is now over with, all but |

pidkin’ your teeth and takin’ a pill.
Mr. Woodpile Willsoon is goin’ to waltz the old

pirate around the rink and call down the Ligh'

cost of hog and hominy, and if he doesn’t make it
ante, we’ll plant Mr. Woodpile in the Taft patcly
nexttxmawegetnwhacknthlswhhbmemd let
the political ghosts dance on his official monument.
We believe Démocracy can bring it down like hog
hides skootin’ down a greased pole; becanse it
holds the original patent an cheap soup.
Itutheonlypnﬂyknownorunkmwnthntcan
build enough mp with one old'Shanghi ‘Tooster tQ

-ﬁoatuwnhlp

)lguhitﬂnﬂit,\;hnk -
" Besides thcr,glwuiree soup when dunocncy

{ "'which

I'umnnythinmwmmﬂn utl'
much glory in founderin’ uﬁnﬂuthut-
T fin'starving to desth on foot.  Take your chaice.
One is as bad as the other and & blamed sight
worse.

We know what it is to eat dried apples for break-
fast, drink water for dinner, and swell up for
supper. Andwbmmmbhmthcm
nhuvempayfwnﬂnmtoknepm and ‘the
babies alive, mhsnpoke&ywrmh at ﬂ-

Weknow\whtitmto bu“ m
biscuits and not be able to pay, them ‘back in-a.

We have heard the hoarse howl of the wolf at
our cabin door more times than one,

We have struggled with every degree of poverty
and feel proud of it, but don’t understand me to

fellow connr Leny ¥ love it.

Andwhcnwsuﬂeythepmumdm n(
these conditions coupled with the woeful waste
and excessive extravagance of those we syffer to sit
upon the official throne, it demands vur notice.
Into the world there’s talent born.

+  Butwithout means to back it— »
Millions of true and honest hearts
Beat ‘neath a ragged jacxet.
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Dogs, .
oo™ walkin’ W

Mhbebmnatlﬂwuldhenm&nd&mg

' The Wilsonites tell ns they are raisin’ cotton all
ready instead of raising Cain. Now we are not

haingmymuulgﬁhtbmtm;mn any high-
em;onrshmmlhﬂ‘hm so short we've been a

Mr., we hate to make youf

maulin’ away on your
plhwecalchum _




