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NEW ADVERTISEMENTS.

ONLY THE SCARS REMAIN

Y1118VdVYSHYS

A Lively Remembrance
oF THR

HORRIBLE SORES

Which Caused Them.

Traveler Henry Hudson's Experience

A mong the many testiononials whilel
I wee in regind Lo cortili medicines
perlormbng cures, eleanising the blood,
ele, none Impress me more tinn my
own ease, and 1 consclentiously be.
lieve it to be my duly to let peaple
kuow it. Twenty vears ugo, ot the agoe
of 18 yenrs, T hnd swellings on my
logs, which broke and beeate running
gores, Our family physician conld do
me no good, and 1t was fearod that the
bones would be affected. At last, my

Cood Old Mother

urged me to try AYER'S Sarsaps-
rille, 1 took three bottles, the sorey
healed, and I liavenot been tronbled
sinee, Only the sears remain, nnd the
memory of the past, to romind me of
the goml AYER'S Sarsaparilln hos
done me. 1 now welgh fwo Bundesl
an fwenty povnds, and am in the besg
of health, T have heen on the roud for
the past twelve yours, have noticsd
AYER'S Sarsaparills advertised in
all parts of the United Btates, und al-
wiys lake pleasure in telling what

good it did for me”—THexgy Hupsox, of thg James Smith Woolen
Muchinery Co., Philadelphin, Pa

Ayer’s Sarsaparilla

Proparod by Dr. J. O, Ayor & Oo,, Lowell, Masu,

Has cured others, will cure you
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GABWOOD'S KEXTRAUT,
NACES TRIPLE,
VIOLET WATER,
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Just Reweived 150 Linen writing
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Stag Brand Propand | A lLarge |

Paints —Slok of—
Pure White Lead &

Linseed oil. LANDRETH'S
Pl sell paines ot &

very smell margio.

SKEED.

| GAKDEN

THE PLACE TO GET

=DRUGS > MEDICINES —

——AT THE—

LOWEST PRICES,

18 A0

DR A. R. ZOLLICOFFER'S,

WEST BIDE WASHINCTON AVE, OPPOSITE R. E. BHED.

WELDON. N C

S8TOCK KEPT COMPLETE BY FREQUENT ARRIVALS,

% s PRESURIFTION DEPARTMEXT FILLED WITH THR BEST SELROTRD MATERIAL e
‘PRESCRIPTIONS COMPOUNDED AT ALL HOURE WITH GREAT CARE,

PERFUMERY. STATIONERY, FANCY BOAPS, BRURHES,

Remember thit o hoarty welcome always awaila you b

FANCY ARTICLES, TOBACCO AND OIGARS

ZOLLICOFFER'S.

e ———

lllul\[hl“ BER AND FORGET.
1 sat beaide the strenmlet;
1 watched the watom flow,
An wo together watched it
Oue little yoar ago.
The soft raln puttered on the leaves,
The April grasa was wel—
Ah, fully toremember !
"Tis wiser Lo foyget.

The nightingales made musical
June's palace paved with gold;

I watchied the rose you gave me
Its warm red heart mafold,

But sight of rose and soug of hied
Were fraught with wild regret -

"Iy wiadoess Lo remembir;
"P'were windom to forget,

1 stoudl smong the golden cori—
Alas, no more | know [—
To guther gleaner's measure
OF the love that fell from you,
For me no gracious harvest,
Would God we ne'er hid met !
FPor ernel aa retuambrance is,
"Tis hanler o "orget.

The strenmlet uow i frozon,
Tho uighiiogales are fled,

The vornllelds are deserted,
And every rose i deml.

1 sit beside my lonely firo,
And pray for wisdam yet,

For ealmness to remember,
Foreonurage to forget.

BABY BRTH.

A NEW YEAR'S STORY.

It was New Yeur's Fve, Downstairs
in the parlor was HBuby Both's Christ-
was (ree, just us it had been arrauged
o week ago—bisqne doll, toys, plittering
balls, marvelous sugar doge and bears and
“elphunts," candy apples nnd hearts, pop
corn, colored tapers just resdy to b8
lighted—you koow it ull, it was just
what yon had for your threo year old
baby—tnd upstnirs Baby Beth was dy-
ing. Al week long, with the ferepniss
of a tigress fighting for her young, Mar-
garet Thorne had foaght for her child's
life. From tho moment that the frst
hoarse congh smote upon ber cor and
Beth bad said:  “Mamma, it burls we
here when [ toff,” she had lost 0o time,
All that dectors, nurees, servants, frieod
—oven mother love itself—could do, had
been done, and sow io ber darkened
chamber (ho mother sat with her baby
on her knees and waited,  Towards night
u change liad come,  The harsh cough
ceased, the panting breath* cama more
quictly.

“Dida’t she seom  cosier?” she had
asked, and the doctor had answered,

briefly: “Yes." Then, after an ivterval
of waiting:  “Wasn't her breathiog leas
labored?"  The doctor made oo reply.

"Doctor," piteonsly, “don't you thiok
she is betror?"

Dr. Lemoyne turoed away. He had
practiced many yenrs, and  wilnessed
many u scene like this, but to  his  kind
heart enth ooe wis now.

“My ehild,” be said, “she will pever
be better—she is dying."”

It is curious to see the effect, upon
different temperaments, of such  a shoek,
Some receive it with eries nod  lamenta
tions; others with sileal tears; some with
blanched faces and tightoning lips; while
u few shut the teeth together and  make
no other sign.  Aud uoder it all is (e
mother heart and the same  wouod, and
who shall say that there s great grief,
but here is les?

Margaret Thorne made no outery,

riow and all after lifo for tewrs,"—to day
shee had —her baby. She beat  over the
ehild ond hall® streteled out  lier wrms
with the impulse to tako ber and go
sowewhere—anywhere—away from ev-
erybody. It was ihe iostinet of the
wounded animal.  Then she fell into the
monotonous  swiogiog wotive  of the
koere, familiar to mothers, patting her
little voe softly the while as i she were
putting her to sleep

Tt was heartbreaking. The wowmen to
whom the child was only a dear little
baby who “would be bet'er off fo Heav
on,” us the plirase goes, crept wbout the
room weeping sofily wi b o ching leart
while she to whom she was all of earth
was dry eyed.  Afer s time  Marguret
looked up.

“hoctor,” she asked, | how Toag?"

4T cun hardly tell," he answered, “but
only o few hournat beat I thiok."

Bhe turoed to the women,

“Send fTor ber father,” sho naid,
briefly.

There was o slight stir of surprise,
Bignificant glances passed from one (o
another behind her bowed head Then
thuy went out to do ber bidding,

And do you ask why the futher must
be sent for? why husband snd wife had
stood alone on this long, long day, when
of all days they sheuld have leaned upon
each othes? T cannot tell T only know
that one year ago to-day, in ao unguard-
ed bour, & word—born of u threbbing
brain, or a quivering nerve, or an sehiog
tooth, perhupe—had wounded & heart;
that other words, sharper and wore sting
ingg, had followed; that the imprisoned
demons of wisuoderntandiog
snd obatinacy bad boen et loase, and
these two knd yowed “to love and

* | lently wrung his haod,

shid no tear—ahe would huve “to-mor--

"’ild,!h.

cherish” bad stood and cruelly  thrust
each other through  until their hearts
were Lorn and bleeding.

Aud the sun went down on a blasted
lome, And a man tossed on o loopless
bed that night, sayiog over and over: “1f
I could only take it baek!”  And a wo-
wan koelt io her lonely bouse and wobb-
ed: “0,.God! O, God! If T bada't
wid " Aod Memory wrung her
hunds sod wept over them both aod
monned: Vv wak just 0 word—just a
word—but they can't get it back!”

The memage was quickly sent and w»
quickly answerod.  The ease brooked no
dolay.  Margaret Thorno beard the fa
mi'iar stepin the hall, then in the room
below. Bho knew what he was  doing.
How often she had seen him stoop over
the grate with outspread hande, saying
ohoerily, ns Beth crowed and held out
her hands:  “Just a minute, litle  Botb,
Papn mustn't chill the baby!"  The mem-
ory of the old time tenderoess, the old-
time happiness struck hor with a sudden
pang. “Nover again; never again!" ahe
whispered, ns she beat over the child.

A momeot Jater he came in. The
women spoke to him in the sympathetio
key of the sick room and the dootor s
Margaret looked
up with o slight movement of the head,
but did not offer bhim her hand. He
stood irresolate n moment, then took Lhe
chair faciog her, the baby botween theus,

“Margaret,” he said, “it was vory good
of you to send fur me."”

“It was ovly Tight," she wmid, ber voice
hardening in hor efforts to steady it; “she
is your ebild, 1p0."

She hud nor meant to be harsh, but
she know it pounded so. Why must she
slways be misunderstood?  He ball
sighed. The mossage bad come, then,
from no lingeriog teaderness or returoing
softness, but from o stero sense ol right.
Well, no be it.

He made vo  effert at uun\rcmnou'
and #o they sat, the silence of death wpon
them. It grow oppressive. The women
ouné by cve, stole out of the room, and
the dootor Bually, with the fecling that
even be intruded bere, muttered some-
thing about gaing into the library to lie
dowa, telling them to call him if there
should be aoy ebange. e weot heavily
down the stairs, and the two were left
alone with the dying ehild.

It was u strange seenc.  Each held
# baby haod; each withu burden of griet
unutterable bent over the little form and
witched the flickering life go out; and
ench double locked and bolted the heart
that the other should not know what was
therelp. They were but a hand's breadth
apart, but botween them was o great gulf
fixed.

Jobn Thorve had not seen  his ehild
sinee that never-to be forgotten duy when
hie gave her wod his home into Margarct's
hunds and went forth alome. How
he had longed for a sight of the baby
fuce; for a touch of the baby hauds; pooe
but lmsell would ever koow. Bat he
bud been too proud to aak to see her, and
Margaret had waid, in bitter ssorn: 1t
is the way of thesex. A woman wou'd
never have furgotten  ber own  child.”
Aond she had clasped Beth - passionately
to her heart nnd eried out: I will be
father and mother both to you, my baby,
my poor, fursaken baby!"

And she had steoled her heart against
her hushand for Beth's sake and had kept
bier proudly out of his way, never doubt-
ing for » moment that his bad been a
shallow protense of love compared with
ber own.

As ho bent over ber now, all Lis heart
in his eyes, a strange foeling of doubt be
gon tuggiog ot bee heart, Had he really
loved the child like this? Unocomfortable
regrets took possession of her, Could she
have misjudged him? Bbe might have
sent Beth to oo him ocossionally, it
seemed to ber now, when she had ber all
the time. He bad beon more gooerous
than she. On thatdreadful day when they
had made their Boal arrungements and
she hisd asked, with beating heart: " And
Both?" bie had answered: ' Beth shall stay
with you. A mother hag the frst olaim.”
And she bad vever let him soo ber oneo,
And Beth had asked for him so often!
How could she have beeo so cruel?

Yeu, he had been very gonerous—she
could see it now—but then siie had calied
him heartlens, dustivate of natural affee-
tion, shallow patured, and her owo  hard-
heartedness she had ealled loyalty to Both,
Alas! alan! how we worship our very vioes
under the nawe of virtuos sod never
known they are misealled until soue ght-
ving flash tears away the rags we bave
elothed them in snd lays them bare Lo our
opetied eyes!

Bhe glanced furtively ot him. Heo res-
ted hin head on his right band, bis left
olasping Beth's His eyes were fixed on
the child as if he would in these fow mo-
monts Joft foist his famished heart apon
that which had been so long withheld.
Bowething in bis position made Margaret
thipk of one other night whoo thoy had
st like this and walehed Beth (hrovgh
the croup, and how (hey bad folt that if
{lod would only spare her they could have

them again.

or Jobn bad boen

8*_

Aud then there was the time (hat Bath
wus buroed and John bad walked with
her the whole night long and would not
even led the mother rest him, becanse “'she
wos weak and he was strong," ho had gaid.
How the memorigs eame thronging upon
her! O, if she oould only wake and find
that this year Lad been & droam—a hor.
tible drestn—and there had been no quar-
rell She threw ber bead back and closed
her eyes with a sick feoling that she had
dug ber own grave.

Tt would never ba! She would fod
hersell here to-morrow, but Beth would
be gone—downstaim would be a baby
that would look like her, but it would
not be Beth.  And theo there would be
the fuoeral.  And then the empty house,
the house that Joho bad said ko should
never toke from  herand Beth, And
then—oh | what would she do then?
Why, she was ooly twenty-three, and
most people didn’t die till they were old,
How could she live forty yoars—Alty,
maybe, without Beth —or—yes--or John!

The clock ticked on, the fire sputtered
fitfully, but the silence of the vigil was
unbroken, Joho Thoroe raisod his head
and looked at Margaret as she lny with
closed eyes.  Her white, sufferiog face
touched hia heart, How much older
she looked | It was only four years since
she bad stod a bride of pineleen and
given hersoll 1o him,  Why, eould it be
ouly four years! It seomed like an
etornity, Aud yet the socoe rose before
him with the vividosss of  yesterday—
the organ's tone, the brilliant procession,
the subdoed hush of the church, and
then the rector's solemn words, He
wondered if ho could remember any of
thew,

“For better, for worse"—how they
bad jested beforchand ovor that ! Thuy
were so sure it could never be **lor worse.'
“For hatter, for worse"—* For better, for
worse ' —the wordssaid themsolves over
aud over. “In sickness and in health"—
it wan all cowing back to him—"to love
and to cherish,” To cherish | that meant
to proteet, to care for—he had not dooe
that-—but he had meant to—ax God was
his judge be bad wesnt to—ho  had
made vows in good faith, moaniog te
keep them all, but somehow it had all
been o miserablo fuilure, Mo could
tho mistakes pow. If ho could only blot
itall out snd begin again |

“T'o love and to cherish.”  Ho did, for
atime, he told himselt, Their early
murried life had beon ax bappy a8 that
of most people, ho could honestly say—
“Till death us do part,” sounded the
proacher's voloe, ax ifit were wow—ill
death us do part.”

John Thome wiped the sweat from
hin forehead, He had nover felt those
marvinge vows so imperative, so unyield-
ing, %o lor eteroity, as now-—now that it
was too late,

Was it too late? A theill passed
through him, They were young, after
all, They had their lives before them,
Why not bogin again? Then be re:
wembered, with o winking heart, the
bitter, bitter thiogs they had esch said,
They were not truo—he had felt that st
the time—but they were wpoken und
cmld vot be reoalled, Ah, no! 1t was
too late. They could never undo it

Ho glanced around the room. How
oataral it scemed ! only the orib wos
gove—Bath had ocutgrown that, he sup.
posed. How they had laughed and
joked over that erib and his blundess in
selecting it! Aod how wwoot Margaret
had looked to bim as she lay with the
tiny wite on her arm aod oalled him
“papa” forthe first time! And they
bad called her their New Year's Gilt
avil sald she was to bring now love into
their livee! Andin that night of an
guish, just before, whon Margaret luy
hovering between life and doath, how he
had prayed in an agony of fear that she
might not die, that o might show bhis
love by a life of devotion to her! Aod
how—ash, how he had broken those vows!

The broath comen slowly, The little
hunds nre very still—aod yol, O baby
flogers, throoghi the solemn watches of
thia night, thou'rt gatheriog up the tan-
gled, broken threads of these two  lives,
and, with a touch oo other band might
use, ure weaving thom together, defily,
surely, with Heaveu soul skill |

Thero was o alight stiv, The mother
aod fathor felt & quiver pass through tho
little form. With startled faces (hey
bont over her, There was a gasp, o
mdden throwing upof the little hands
—then all was atill.

In an instent his arms were around
her, hor head on his breast,

“ , my wifo "

40 John, Joho!" she said,

The clock struok twelve,
Year had dawned

e

A Now

In the twilight of & summer day & man
and & womun stand bakide a little grave,
There is an air of subdued sadoess abuut
them that tells to whom the little mound
belongs, and yet when thoy speak, it is
hopefally wnd cheerfully, e is a tiny
grave—"only a baby," a atranger would
pay—but we who have stood beside such
koow that leve and grief are not measured
by feet and inches,

The glory of the wetting sun @lls the
place. Xt lights up the fasen of father

and mother as they lay, with lovieg

THERMS: _31 60 PER ANNUM IN ADVANCE,

NO. 39.

hands, forget ma-nots upon the green
turf, and then hund in bend, go forth.
A stray sunbeam falls across the white

stane.  We stoop to read the the insorip-
tion. It is a very simple onc:

1% BABY BETH, ¥

| 4 AUED THREE. 2l

wAnd o little obild shall lesd thent,"—
Carolive H., Stanley, in (lood Housekeep-
ing.

RAM'S HORN BLASTS.

WANNING NOTES CALLING THE WICKED
TO BEPENTANCE,

Beauty in the heart will fiod its way

Lo the face,
Fuith never builds on the saod.

Pride kills mere people than the small-
pox.

No man who believes wrong will do
right.

Treasure in Heaven druwa interest oo
earth,

Work for God must be doue in a god-
ly way.

Give greed the rein and it will run it
well’ to deatls:

Hape's best pictures are made for con.

tented people,

Whea you give adviee don't try to put
it all in italics.

Suceess on carth sometimes means very
littke in Heaven.

It will vot make you doy cleaner to
throw mud st unoiher.

Noone can look at the stars without
wanting to live foraver.

Kivery laod that fluws with milk and
huney has giants in i,

There can be no sueh thiog s the right
use of a wrong thing.

Noman ever backslides while he ia
praising God a8 he ought.

Only those who have a love for souly
know how to win them,

Every one of the dovil's arrows is dip.
ped into the poison of doubt.

Whon truth goes to battle it always
fights in the front rank.

Qur wistakes sometimes atiract more
attention than our virtues.

The most eloguent thing on carth is a
spotless Ohristinn charagter.

To oppose God's work in our own
hearta i 1o oppose it everywhere,

No man has great faith who does pot
know that he has & great (God.

All truth is nonsonse to the man  who
has taken a lie into his hoart.

It is casier not to speak at all than it
i 1o keep (rom saying too muel,

Some men join the church with no
better motive than others rob n bank.

The devil oan always find time to rock
the eradle of & sleepy Christian,

Every dollsr some men got widens the
gulf between them and Heaven,

The sin we hide io ourselves is the one
wo strike at the hardest in others.

more like home than an ice palace.

The lsws which control us wost are
those which have naver been written.

Tt will not do any good to pray forten
(nlents if you are not improviog your one
talent,

Whoever will receive Chirist as & gov-
eruing power will soon know Him s »
saving pawer.

Que of God's ways of helping us te
Telp ourse.ves is togive us somethiog hard
to do for Him,

Tho wan who serves Christ for gain
will betray Him ngs00n 84 he can got o
better price,

It will not help the cause of God any
for you to Lost of what a big sloner you
used to be.

God has ordered that the wao wlo
will not help cthers may prosper only | =
that he may rob himself.

The door of sulvation is slways opor,
but it is not God'spurpose to drive noy-
body through it.

~ Thire isn't much good in the was who
tries 1o be good ouly when his hesd tells
him that he ought to,

A DWR‘TISE‘H ENTS.

Pure

A orenm of tartar baking powder.
Highest of all in leavening strength,—
Latet U. 8. Government Food Report.

Rovar, Basine Powpsr Co,

106 Wall B, N. Y.

é
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Heaven withows love would not bo any | -

ADVERTISEMENTS.

REGULATOR
The Old Friend

And the bost friend, that never
fails you, ia Bimmons Ll\l'l" Regu-
lator, (the Ted Z)—that's what
you hear at the mention of this
exeellent Liver medicine, and
people sheuld not Yo pereunded
that anvthinge else will do.

It is the King of Liver Medi-
cinea: ia better than Ian and
takes the place of Quinine and
Calomel. Tt acta divectly on the
Liver, Kidneys and Bowels: and
gives new lifé to ilia whole BB
tem, This is 1lie medicine you
want,  Soll by all Drugsists in
Lignid, ovin Powder to be taken
dry or made into o tea,

MrEVERY PACKAGE w8

Has the 7 Stamp In red on wra
e ':‘ﬁnlu, : COwy Visklndelplila,

Fe

Chas M Walsh,

Bouth Syeamore st., Petersburg, Va.

Lswest cash prices gonranteed. All
work warranted satisfac
CHARLES M. WA

oot 11 1y.

SH.

New Mlllmery

—0— MY BTOCK OF —0—

FALL
And

WINTER

Mtllmery

NEW STYLES.

COME AND BELECT THR NEW-

EST NOVELTIES,

MRS, P, A. LEWIB,

oupd 1y Weldes, N. 0,

NEW ADVERTISE \lI'IN'['B

Lroceres !

[ £ 1B

I now ovrupy the Brick 81ore betwesn

ol .

H, € BPLERS aod €. 1. CLARK'S,

Lo poccivitg and openinga full line of lnl
STAPLE AND FANCY GROCERIES. {
T will keepon hand a deleeted stock of e |

Grooerion, Froits, Confectionerien, Cigar,
Tohacen, Banfl, Wooden and Willow
Wate, Crockery, Glaks, Tin
Ware, ele, ete.

1 will nell ut the

Lowest
Brices.

I also tolurn my sincere thanks ta ar
many fricods and sequdintunces for their
kind; 1iberal patronage in the past and
mliLiI. a continuancs or the same, with
guaranice to e,

Very Respectfully,

J. L. JUDKINS,
Weldon, N. €,

-
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GOODGOODS at

Stﬂra

PRICHEHS.
B Cll early and dvold the rosh, VSl
IT. €. BIPTENRS, Manoager. i

PALL G00DS!

~Crand Digplay st —

TILLERY'’S.

I-'A LL nnEss GOODI.

(with trimmings to mateh.)

In Black sud Colars.  Fancy weavey aod \
Nowelties,  Fall lino of CLOTHING, L)

SPRCIAL BARGATNS.

I you cun't ufit instock we can
have thew made to ovder. Tt takes snly 5
days to moke nuiL

Abiglineof HATS. Al the Intess
nobbiedt styles.

BOOTS anil SHOES ol overy description
fur everyboly.

GENTS' FURNISHING GOODS
in endless variety. 1 am always glad 1o
show goods and guarantes h.mut prives.
W. B. TILLERY,
The Reliable Hotse,
W.ldm. N.C

)

O Domiion Pyt

b sl

MANUFACTURING, G0,
J. COHEN « BON, Proprietor,

Cor, Bycamare nnd  Bollingbrook streets,
m‘. '
Bollcits trade of Esstern Carelina,
Md&mﬁﬂm

st 1 1y.




