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saw what he had been looking for—a puff of white smoke, coming from
the thick cedars in one corner. He toppled so slowly to the left that
Coltrane had time to urge his horse to that side, and catch him with one
arm.

The squirrel hunter had not overpraised his aim. He had sent the
bullet where he intended, and where Goree had expected that it would
pass—through the breast of Colonel Abner Coltrane’s black frock coat.

Goree leaned heavily against Coltrane, but he did not fall. The horses
kept pace, side by side, and the Colonel’s arm kept him steady. The little
white houses of Laurel shone through the trees, half a mile away. Goree
reached out one hand and groped until it rested upon Coltrane’s fingers,
which held his bridle.

“Good friend,” he said, and that was all.

Thus did Yancey Goree, as he rode past his old home, make, consid-
ering all things, the best showing that was in his power.

. Charlotte and Her Neighbors

Isaac Erwin Avery

With the end of Reconstruction in 1876, North Carolina, like other south-
ern states, began abandoning its Old South economy and developing the
industry and commerce of a New South. One of the leaders in that
movement was Charlotte, which between 1880 and 1920 became the
heart of a cotton-manufacturing region and North Carolina’s largest city.

This sketch reflects the civic pride and boosterism that accompanied
that New South enterprise. Published in the Charlotte Observer about
1902, the sketch appeared in a weekly column by Isaac Erwin Avery, then
the paper city editor.

& The thing to do for the stranger within the gates is to betake him to the
tower of the D. A. Tompkins Company building. The citizen of Charlotte
who thinks he has kept pace with its growth and knows how big the town
is ought to go up there and have his eyes opened. The big, square struc-
ture, with observatory platform under its very roof, holds its head above all
the steeples and domes in the city. It looks high from the street, but a
realization of its loftiness is to be gained only by a trip to its top, and really
the ascent to the Tompkins tower is one of the treats of Charlotte.

The tower is equal in height to a fourteen-story building and the
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ascent up to within four floors of the top is made by an electric elevator. All
visitors desiring to make the ascent are met by a polite official in the store
room on the first floor, where they register their names. There an attendant
is assigned them, who accompanies them to the elevator and to the top
and designates all the interesting objects in the landscape.

The view from the tower is an extraordinarily fine one. North, south,
east and west, it covers every street and house in Charlotte, and the
suburban towns are as plain as pictures on canvas. Qut over the town on
all sides the range of vision extends for distances, varying according to
topography, from twelve to thirty miles. One building near Davidson
College is clearly indicated, as are also farmhouses about Sharon church.
The view of the mountains is surprisingly fine. Not only are a dozen or
more individual peaks clearly outlined, but back of them and towering
high, but in a paler blue, is seen the Blue Ridge range. The peaks and the
range are visible to the naked eye.

The best view of the mountains is to be obtained in the forenoon,
when the sun shines upon them, but at any hour of the day the view from
the Tompkins tower is an interesting one. At first the visitor is struck with
the oddity of the roof effect of Charlotte, and next with the intensified
volume of the roar of traffic. The bang and rattle of a loaded truck passing
in the street below seems tenfold greater at this height than it does on the
street level. The clatter of horses’ hoofs and the exhaust of steamn engines
come up with piercing keenness.

The charm of the view, however, is the picture of moving life, the
living current of people and vehicles, the smoke from the factories and the
exhaust of the railroad engines on the four sides of the town. The long,
curved trestle from Fourth street to Mint street, with the shifting engines
going to and fro over it, is strikingly like a section of elevated railroad. In
whatever direction one looks, the horizon is blotted with factory smoke.
Closer in on the north, south, east and west the black puffs from railroad
engines is pierced by the ascending columns of exhaust steam. A beautiful
picture of a busy and thrifty city is framed in the white and black of the
steam and smoke of industry.

This view of Charlotte and surrounding country is entrancing in
itself, but if the visitor happens to be in the tower in the late afternoon,
there is injected in the landscape to the south something that is worth
looking at. It is the coming of the local train from Atlanta. If the afternoon
is still, there will be seen on the western horizon, rounding King’s Moun-
tain, a puff of black smoke which slowly rises, spreads and hangs in the air.
Then another will rise in front of it, and a short distance nearer still
another. That is the trail of the incoming train. The black smoke is emitted




e
T e e i e

66 Environment

as the train is coming up the grades, and when it is first seen the cars are
perhaps two miles in front of it. The course of the train can be outlined by
the overhanging clouds of smoke until suddenly the engine darts into view
through the deep cut on the Dowd farm two miles distant. It is down grade
there, and the train comes flying into sight with black smoke and white
steam streaming back like ribbons over the roofs of the cars. In a few
seconds the whole train comes into view as it crosses the big trestle to the
west of the city, then it is alternately hidden as it goes through cuts and
under the foliage of trees, until three blocks away it is seen creeping into
the train yard. For many minutes after it has reached the depot the route of
the train is outlined in the western skies by a lazily rising, sinuous cloud of
smoke. The Charlotte citizen who has not been on top of the Tompkins
tower does not know Charlotte at all.

. The Downfall of Fascism in Black Ankle County

Joseph Quincy Mitchell

Though the Ku Klux Klan and other night riders were significant factors in
rural North Carolina politics until the twentieth century, their stature was
later diminished and often became comic, as in this short story by Joseph
Mitchell.

In 1925 Joseph Quincy Mitchell left a Robeson County tobacco farm
near Fairmont to attend the University of North Carolina at Chapel Hill.
He later went on to New York as a reporter for the Herald-Tribune and the
World-Telegram and eventually joined the staff of New Yorker magazine.
There he specialized in short stories and amusing sketches of Greenwich
Village characters. This story was taken from a 1943 collection of his
writings, McSorley’s Wonderful Saloon.

., Every time | see Mussolini shooting off his mouth in a newsreel or
Goring goose-stepping in a rotogravure, I am reminded of Mr. Cathish
Giddy and my first encounter with Fascism. In 1923, when 1 was in the
ninth grade in Stonewall, North Carolina, Mr. Giddy and Mr. Spuddy
Ransom organized a branch of the Knights of the Ku Klux Klan, or the
Invisible Empire, which spread terror through Black Ankle County for
several months. All the kids in town had seen “The Birth of a Nation,” and
they were fascinated by the white robes and hoods worn by the local
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