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RATES OF SUBSCRIPTION
One Yoar, in advence,.

fesramane i
ST

W. F. CARTER,
drrogNEY-2r-Law,
MT. AIRY, SURRY €O, N. L

m*m{- hisservioss are wanted

R. L. HAYMORE,
ATTORNEY-ATLAW
Mt. Airy. N. C.

Bpecial attentieu given to the collection of
1—12m

elaims.

B. ¥. KING,
wITH

JOHNSON, SUTTON & CO.,
DRY GOODS,

Wes. 31 and 29 Seuth Sharp, Street,

T. W. JORFSON, R. M. SUTUON.
J. K. R. GRABBE, G. J. JOHNSON.

P. PAT, ALBERT JONES.

Day & Jones,

SAPDLERY MARNESS, COLLARS, TRUNR
Me.336 W. Baltimore strect, Baltimore, Md.

w. A?ul;c. M. O.Smith, B.8. Spraggive
Tucker, Smith & Co.
Manufastarkrs & wholesale Dealers in

BOOTS, SHOES, HATS AND CAPS.

Fe. 200 Baltimere Strect, Baltimore, ¥d.
i

R. J. & R. E: BEST,

A ; WO i .
Henry Sonneborn &
WHOLESALE CLOTHIERS.

90 Aaneyer St., (botweenUerman & Lombard Sts)
BALTIMURE MD.

N, SONNEBORN, B. BLIMLINE

- L. H Blair
W. H. MILES,
wITH

STEPHEN PUITNEY & CO.
Wholesale dealers in

Beots, Shoes, and Trunks,
1219 Mun Street,
sept. $81-6m. RICHMOND, VA.

G E LEFTWICK.
with
WINGe, ELLETT & CRUMP,
* RICHMOND, VA.,
Wholesale Dealers in
BOOTS, SHOES, TRUNKS, &C.
Prempt attention paid to orders, and satis-
elion gauraateed. y
2O Virginia State Prisen Geods & specrally
March, 6. n

BORERT W, POWERS, EDGAR B, TAYLO .
R W. POWERS & CO.,
WHOLESALE DRUGGISTS,

“ Dealers In
PAMWTS, OILS, DYES, VARNISHES,
French and American

mnoﬁ tm?fz, &C.
OKIN WIN
ol BSPECIALTY

1806 Main St., Richmond, Va;
Angus 0w 26—

J. LG BIRD, .
W. D. Kvie & Co.,

mmmg-y?. L

IBON, NAILS nd C;nuol Goovs
No. §Governor Street,

RICHMOND,VA.
TOPUYYOUR

T WILSON, KURNS & 00,

‘WvoLESALE, OROCERY IAN” oouxns

30 8 Howard street, corner of Lombard;
BALTIMORE. .
'.ol.puutuu, on band a large anc
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| OF YHE PEOPLE
OF THE PEOPLE
OF THE PEOPLE
OF THE PEOPLE!

FOR THE PEOPLE;
FOR THE PLOPLE!
FOR THE
FOR THE

PEO !
PEOPLE!

ONLY $1.50 A YEAR!

SUBSCRIBE NOW

It is your duty to aid your county

paper. We prupose publishing a good
family paper. and solicit from our
friends and from the Demooratio party
in Stokés and adjoiniug eounties a li-
beral support. Make up clubs for us.
Now go to work,and aid an enterprise
devoted to your best interests. Kead
be following

NOTICES OF THE PRESS:

The REPORTER AND 10T is sound in
licy =ad politics, and deserves a libe-
Pr:l gpport}:o—kcidaville Weekly.
The Danbury REPORTER AND Post
begins its thirteenth year. It is a good
peper and deserves to live long und live
well.—Daily Workman.
The Danbury ReporTER AND Post
delobiates its twelfth anniversary, and
with pardonable pride refers to its suc-
cess, which it deserves.—-JNews and 0b-
server,
The Danbury Rerorter aAxp Post
is twelve years old. It is a good paper
and should be well patronized by the
peaple of Stokes. It certaivly deserves
it.- Salem Press.
For twelve long years the Danbury
ReporTER AND P0ST has been roughing
it, and still manages to ride the waves
of the journahstic sea. We hope that
it wi'l have plain sailing after awbile.
Lexington Dispatch.
The Danbury RerorTER AND Post
has just passed its 12th anniversary and
under the efficient management of broth-
er ns caunot fail to increase in
ty with the people of 8:okes and
adjoining counties. — Winston Senlinel
he editorials on political topics are
timely and to the peiut, and the general
amke up of every page shows plainly
the exercise of much care ‘:dﬂp‘i?:l-
taking. way it live and flourish
uudi:‘mm‘pnmt wanagement.—Moun-
tain Voice.
The Danbury REporTER AND Post
ed the thirteenth year of 1ts vx-
and we congratulate it upon the
prosperity $hat is manifested through its
columbs. ‘l‘:":l itri:‘:odre dllnn an ac-
uaintanoe, we italmost as a
Eu-n.— ksville Gazefte.
] TER AND Post
s veliablo g |
.1t 18 & strong o paper
:n‘iir{oridly, 1t is & good local and gever-
al newspaper and in all respects a eredit
to its town and section. 1t ought to be
‘well patronized.—Stalesville Landmark
Danbury REporTER AND Post
has just entered its 18th year. We were
molthmwv.htdhnobodthlh-
PORTER, and feel 8 d:ep.interest in its
welfare, and hope that she may drift on-
ward with & elear sky and a swooth sur-
) for a8 many wore years,.— Caswell

n; Danbury REPORTER AND Post
T "m.“n;.lmh i dp_L.u
paper is iy an tics,
and deserves the mynmcolm

of Stokes. It is an exvellent

| y and we hope to see it flourish in

i future us mever before.— Winston

The Danbury REporTer AND Post
came oat last week with a long editorial,
eutitled, “Our Twelth Anuniversary”
‘and, reviews its past history in a vory
entertsining way. Go on Bro, Pepper
in your good work; you get up one of if
not the best coun pm in North
Carolina. le 3
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I WONDER.

CHARLES R. BARRETT,

I wonder that the flowers,
With such beauty, should decay,
To mark the flight of seasons
As they gentl, B WWAY .
PELATED MorE.

WILLIAM H. HAYNE.

Belated hope is like the feeble rays

Of clouded staylight through dim desert
ways,

Less than the foam that haunts a wave-
worn space,

Or light that falls across a dead mau's
face.

Cissy’'s Lover.

It was an ordinay picture—a pretty,
slender youug girl seated under an 1vy-
wreathed poreh, darning stockings; but
Phillip Staunton’s eyes brightened ay
they.rested upon it, and a strango thrill
unusually unsusceptible
heart.

“Have I traversed the wide world
over' aud gono unscathed all these
years,” he asked himself, ¢-only to fa'l
io love, at Grst sight, with a rustio di-
vinity out in the wilds of Yorkshire?”

At the sound of his footsteps the
girl looked vp, with a startled air, the
lovely peach bloow color deepening and
brighteming in ber velvety cheeks,

What Cissy Moreland saw was a tall,
dark young man, of eight-and-twenty,
with a somewbat listless expression upon
his fine, bandsome face. He wore a |
touriat’s diess of gray tweed, and car- |
ried a small knapseck slung across his
broad shoulders.

“May I trouble you for a drink of
water "’ he asked, in a low, musical |
voice, iliat made the young girl stare,
its refiuved accenis were so different
from the rough speech to which she was
accustomed.

Before Cissy could comply with the |
request, the kitchen door swung sud-
denly open, and a hard, strong-featured |
face, with beetling black brows and
fiery eyes, peered out

Mrs. Moreland, Cissy’s stepmother.

“Don’t come in bere ! she cried, in
a sbrill, acrid voice, glowing angrily at
the astonished young man. ¢ You have
nothing I want iu that thing. I pever
deal with tramps.”

“Ol, mother!” eried Cissy, in dis-
may. “I am sure this man is no ped-
ler.

“He’s something worse, then, and
bad better go about his business.”

Mrs. Moreland was about to slam the
door, when, by an wnusing coincidence,
a pedler’s cart drove into the yurd,

8She was one of those women who
wake ‘idistinetions.” Though unable
to abide one who carried his pack on
his own back, she had a weakness for
pedlers who bad arrived at the distine-
tion ot driving a cart,

The angry look instantly vanished
from her coarse faco, leaving it bland
and smiling. Sbe devided that Philip
must be the avaot courier.

*1'w sure I beg your par.lon,” she
said bumbly. 1l took you for one of
the sort that goes about with smuggled
goods made at home, and cheap laces
they try to palu upon one as genuine
thread, I'w disgusted with the whole
tribe. And Cissy there has put me all
out of temper with her trifing and
idling. Just like her dead mother they
say. It’s g dreadful trial to bave aa-
other woman’s child to bring up. I
would never have married Robert More-
land bad | known he would up and die
at the end of five years and leave me to
1
have children enough of my own to look
after.””

Cissy was accustomed to these tirades
but they always brought tears to her
eyes. She might have retorted that
her stepmother bad seized upon the it
of property that was_ left, and used it
for her own progeny, add kept her sla-
ving from morning till night, but she
refrained.

“Wait a minute,”

J garrul

Mrs. Moreland
“I've got a lot

-rr'.”'o,. d&‘:c':{omm AND
gt e S

} way it live tv
um oﬂhuﬂ,hwldusnn-
‘we 10 min-

myumhco up-

‘of rags s'owed away in the garret that

I've been keeping until the right per-
son comes along. If you don’t mind
being hindered, I'll go and gather them

A roguish twinkle showed itself in
Philip Swunton’s eyes, as the good wo-

“My ‘pack’ contans the kit of a
strolling artist,” he said smilingly.
“Bat here comes the real Simon Pure,”
as a freckle-faced mnn, with'a scraggy.
sandy mustache, climbed the steps.
bringing an armful of tinware and some
old-fashioned steclyards. I sball ab-
dicate to s favor.”

Cissy’s cheeks were burning botly,
bat she caught up bec straw!bat, and
bringing & tumbler from 6%~ pantry
shelf led the wiy to the well, ic the
shadow of some lilao busbes rear
of the house. * - &”

Philip drank the cool water she prof-
ferred, as though it had been ambrosla.
Ou returning the empty glass his gaze
bappeuen to fall upon the pmn that fast-
dued Cissy’s collar. It was a cameo of
considerable value—a portrait finely
cut, but it did not look out of prace,
though her dress was of eommon ul-
paca.

“I beg your pardon,” hessxid eager-
ly. “But may I ask where you got that
broogh?”

“It wus my mothers,” Cissy replied;
“that is why I like to wear it.”

+0-~an herrloom ! Can you tell me
anything of its history?”

“Very little. My mother prized 1t
highly. The likeness is that of some
relative—a great aunt, 1 believe.”

“What was your mother's maiden
name ! be inquired.

“Cicely Durrant.”

Philip gazed at the young girl cun-
ously. He woald bave said more, but
Mrs. Moreland’s shrill voice sounded
at that instant, calling sharply for Cis-
8y.

+Dun’t be loitering there, you good-
for-nothing child' You mnght try to
make yourself useful occasionally.
You've only been & burden to me ever
since your father died. Go up into the
garret and bring down the rest of them
rags.”

Cissy Mlitted away, a painful flush
suffusing her face.

But she had vot seen &% we of the
bandsome artist.

That evening, as she stood dejectedly
ut the garden gato, wearied out with the
labors of tae day, and trying to escape
for a few moments from her step-
mother’s shrewish tongue, bLe ecame
whistling along the lane, aad paused
beside ber.

“You have been crying,” he exelaim-
ed abruptly, looking into ber pretty
forget me-not eyes.
+Yes,” she adwitted. It was very
foolish of me."”
¢That dresdiul woman has been
scoldlng you again ?”

«I deserved ity no doubt. I am uot
strong, and eannot accomplish wuch.

Phillip muttered something under his
breath.

“Why don’¢ you leave her ! Have
you no relatives to whom you could

™

Cissy shook her pretty bead.

“There is only the great-aunt of
whom | spoke this worning—and 1 deu’t
even know where to find her. It would
make no difference if I did. She is
very rich, but my stepmother says she
hates guls, and could not be induced to
give me a penny.”

“Suppose 7ou go away with me?”

The girl-stared at him, ber cheeks
flushed, her lips apart,

“I don’t understand what you mean,
sir,” she stammered.

“There is no oceasion look so
frightened, hitile one, though it is very
sudden. But 1 took a liking to you at
once, and [ cannot bear to see you
abused. 1 waat you for my wife, dar-
ling.”

Cissy bad had lovers before, but nev-
er one for whom she cared.

A thrill of tingling t shot

n.am disappeared wn the directiou of the »
\ | upper regions.

Yorkshire, but it is time you saw some- : «Wait until you have met my héir,

thing of the world. You can come to
me for a six weeks’ visit if you like,
But don’t expeet to become my Leiress.
My will isalready made, and does not
give you a shilling.
“AmMy DurRaNT.”
“Bleas we ! Mrs. Moreland exclaim-

You might change your mwnd.”
“Never !*
Poor Cissy dropped floods of tears

| into the box with the new clothes Miss

Durrant’s groerosity had provided.
At last, when the good-bys bad been

ed, startled aluost out of her senses. | spoken, she grooped her way tlindly
“It is from that miserly old woumu,id..wu stairs. A gentleman stood pear

your great aunt,
your address, I wonder? And she has
actually sent a check for fifty pounds to
buy a new outfit and defray expens-
es. Well L never !”

Cissy’s heart beat high with hope and
expectation.

“I may go!" she oried, 10 an eager,
pleading tome,

Mrs. Moreland frowned.

+¢1 don’t know hew to spare you, just
as harvest is coming on, but that crab-
bed old maid would be angryifl re-
fused to let you go. She lives n Lon-
dov, it appears. Ten pounds will take
you there, and leave sowe money
your pocket, and you'll waut fifteen
more for new clothes. That will leave
twenty-five for me and my daughter
Sarab:  Yes, you might as well begin
to get ready.’

When Cissy’s preparations were all
wade, and she was about setting out
upon her journey, Mrs. Moreland said,—

“Now I want yom to speak a good
word for Barah. Bhe aio’t no relation

of Miss Durrant’s, to be sure, but the |

old miser might send her a few new
dresses and jewels, and never miss ’em.
Take everything that's offered you, Cis-
8y, and when you come back I'll divide
the things betwcen you two girls.”

. - - . . .

Cissy was quite startled by the mag-
nificence of the graud house where her
grand-aunt resided.

Her grand-aunt, wrinkled old erone
in black velvet and lace, welecmed her
with a kiss,

“You bave your mother’s face, my
dear. ] am glad of that.”

«Oh,” cried Cissy, eagerly, “do you
remember my mother ¥

stllertainly, I used to wish she was
a boy, that I might leave her my money.

But girls are not of much consequence |
| on the marsh.

in this world, I had lost all trace of
poor Cicely.
He was a good man but sadly wanting
In energy.”

“How did you find me, Aunt Amy ?”

»That’s a secret,” an odd twinkle in
her beady eyes. By the way, [ sece
you wear a cameo broock that was your
mother’s. It was cut in Italy balf a
century ago. Do you know whose head
itis?”

Yours, Aunt Amy.”

The old woman laughed softly.

“Yes, dear ; though it does not bear
much resemblance to me now. One
changes iu fifty yeaes. There were two
out at the same time. 1 have always
kept the dupheate.”

It was a charmng life that opeved for
Cissy. The gay city, with all its attrac-
tions and novelties, seemed like enchan-
ted land. She was thoroughly happy
for the first time in ber life.

Miss Durrant appeared quite fond of
her, and her sweet dreams were never
1wterrupted by Mrs. Moreland’s sharp,
rasping voice.

Six wecks went all too quickly, and
at last she was gummoned to her great-
sunt’s dressing room.

“The limit of your stay bus expired,”
Miss Durrant said, looking at her keen-
ly. I hope you have enjoyed your-
self v’

“Very much,” Cissy returned, her
sweot voice choking a little. 1t was
very kind of you to 1vite me here.”

“You are ready to return home !”

“Whenever you thiuk that [ bad bet-
ter go, dear aunt.”

Two or three great drops fell down
the girl’s pretty face. She wiped them

through her veins. She felt the spell
of those magnetic dark eyes, but Phil-
ip was & stranger, and she dared not
yield to 1t.

“Nv, no,—you cannot realise what
you are saying, or else you are only
laughing at me,” she cried, ronning
away and bhidiag herself, with emotions
singularly blended of rapture and alarm.

Two weeks wore on Cissy saw no
wore of the handsome artis!, but she
was continuully dreaming or thinking of
biw.

One morning she nnexpestedly re-
ceived a letter. 1t fell first into her
stepmother’s hands, who, in the exer-
cise of a privilege she arrogated to her-
self, immediately tore it open and poss-
essed horsell of its contents, It ran
thus :—

«1 do nov expect to feel prond of a

grand nicee brought up in the wilds of

P ly away, but not before he
cunoing old woman had seen them.

“Chssy,"” she oried abruptly, “what if
I were to ask you to remain ¥’

The girl sprang toward her with an
impulsive little ery.

“Will you, aunt ¥’
eo glad '”

“You can stay upon one condition.
1 have learned to love you, but my will
is made, as I wrowe you. It cannet be
altered, oven to please you. The bulk
of my fortune goes to my half sistor’s
80n, & very worthy “young man. Cissy,
you can remain a8 his wife! 1 have
communicated with him, and he is will-
ing to t to the ar o

Cisyy grew very pale. Consent to
marry a mao she had never seent No,
that would be impossible, even if Phil-
1p's image did not fill her heart.

“1 must go,” she said sadly. “There

Ob, I would be

is noother way.”

How did she learn | the drawing-room door.

And so Rorert is dead? ‘
| the careworn lady.

As she looked
up a startled ory broke from ber Llips.

| Philip Staunton !

«“You here? How very strange !

She blushed furiously, but as the
young man opened his arms, Cissy lean-
ed her head upon his shoulder with a
weary sigh.

«Are you glad to see me, darling he
whispered.

“Oh, very glad !”

«Then you do love me a little ?”

«Yes.” she answered, unable to keep
back the truth.

Just then Cissy heard a low laugh,
and, looking, up, saw Miss Durrant
stauding upon the landing, ber kind cld
face beaming with dehight,

“You might as well ring for the maid
to take your wraps, my dear,” she
said.

Cissy glanced bewilderedly from the
smiling woman to the handsome loyer.

“What does she mean ¥’

“That you are going back to be abus-
ed by your shrewish stepmother,”
Philip replied. ¢«Forgive me for try-
ing you so eorely, but it was Aunt
Amy’s wish. I am ber heir.”

One week later, Mrs. Moreland reo-
ceived a large box of clothing and knick-
nacks, bot she nad seen the last of Cissy
herself.

b e
THE SMALL BOY,

One day I satina car seat on the
Saugus branch of the Eastern road be-
hind a pale, careworn lady who was ta-

| king a little boy from Boston to Malden.

As the lictie boy was of a very inquir-
ing mind, and everything seemed to
attiact his attention, 1 could not help
listening to some of his questious. |
“Whet 1§ that, auntic?” the little boy
commenced, pointing to a stack of hay

«Oh, that's hay, my dear,” anawered

«“What is hay, auntie 1"

“Why, hay 1s hay, dear.”

¢«But what is hay made of 7"’

“Why, bay is made of dirt and water
and air.”

“Who makes 1t

“God makes it, dear.”

¢Daoes he make it in the day time or
in the night?”

«In both, dear.”’

“And Suadays?”

“Yes, all the time.”

¢ Ain’t it wicked to make bay on Sun-
day auntie ¥

«Oh, I don’t know.
Willie ; that’s a dear.
ed.”

After remaining quiet a moment, lit-
tle Willie broke out :

“Where do stars come from, aun-
tie 1

«I don’t know; nobody knows.”

“Did the moon lay 'em?”

¢ Yes, I guess 80,” replied the wick-
ed lady.

“(Can the moon lay eggs too

«I suppose so. Don’t bother me.”

Another short mlence, when Willie
broke out .

“Benny says oxins is an owl, auntie
is they ™

“Oh, perhaps so !”

“I think a whale could lay eggs—
don’t you auntie "

«Q), yes— 1 guess #0,’ said the shame
less woman-

“Did you ever se¢ & whale on his
nest

«0, I guoss so.”

«Where

“I mean no. Willie, you must be
quiet; I'm getting crazy.”

“What makes you crazy, auntie?”’

“Oh, dear ' You ask so many ques-
tions

“Did you ever seo a fly cat sugar

“Yes dear,”

“«“Where ¥’

“Willie, sit down on the seat and be
gtill or I’ll shake you, Now, not an-
other word !”

And the lady pointed ber finger
sharply at the little boy, us if she were
going to stick 1t through him. IF she
had beem a wicked woman she would
have sworn.

There are eight willion little boys
like Willie in the United States, and
balf as many in England.--Boston
Post.

I'd keep still
Auntie is tir-

Raleigh is to have amother cattle

show.

CRUMBS OF HUMOR.

FroM ouR EXCHANGES.

Very “taking” in its way—Swmall-
pox.

Shere nonsense—trying te cut the
hair of a bald-headed man,

Tu regard to modern languges it is
said abat the Chinese is the most diffi-
cult. We find this out when we try to
explain to our Chivese laundryman that
s pair of our socks is missing.

A friend of ours, absent on a trip to
Washingtoy, writes us that he bas been
all through the pational edpital and con-
siderable of his own.—Lowell Oiti-
%ens,

Billy’s little mster had fallen and
burt her nuse, and she criea a gieat
deal overit. Hearing bis mother tell
ber to be careful test she’d spoil it next
time, be said, “What’s the good of a
nose to her ! She never blows it.”

The weather bureau reports that on
Tuesday lust there was not u section of
the Untted States which was not visited
with rain. The whole eontinent, in oth~
er words, was under a cloud, The fact
was unprecedented.

I see that an Obio postmistress has
resigned Ler positiou in order get mar-
ried,” remarked an old Benedict to bis
wife, ¢«Poor thing' 1 pity her,” said
the belpneet. ¢ Why so ?’ «“Because,
after tbe honey-moon is over, she’ll have
to sit up nearly every night and wait
till the male comes in.”

There was a wedding last week from
a oertain rather fawous home on the
Back Bay, and the ehurch ceremony in-
terested the small sister of the bride
immmensely. A day or two atter the
kusband and wife had gone awsy on
their wedding journey the little sister
interrupted her doll-playing to wsk:
| “Graudma what churchk were you mar-
l ried in 1 «1 wasn’t married in a church,
my dear; your grandmother was a.
naughty girl, and ran away with grand-
papa ; we were married at & minister]s
house.” ¢Oh, ho "’ laughed the mid-
get, *‘how did you ever manage to make
such a fussy old fellow as grandpa
run.?”’

WuaT a SmiLe Dip.—A lady of po-
position and property, anxious about
her neighbors, provided religious servie-
es for them. She was very deaf—oould
scarcely hear at all. On one occasion
one of her preachers managed to make
ber uoderstand him, at the close of
their conversation, asked, ¢ But what
part de you take in the work ¥  «Qh,
she replied, “I smile them in, and 1
smile them eut!””  Very soon the prea~
cher saw the result of ber generous, loy~
ing sympathy 0 a multitude of broad-
shouldered, hardfisted wen, who enter«
ed the place of worship, delighted to get
a smile from her as she used to stand in
the doorway to receive them. Why do
not the working classes attend the | ouse
of God? They would, in greater num-
bers, if self-denyinp, Christians would
smile them in, and smile them out.—
The Christian, London,

Unless a return is made to a con=
stantly eropped soil, exhaustion musy
follow. It may take a long term of
years bofore the accumulated fertility
of the prairie has been 5o much reduced
that manure must be applied to insure a
profitable crop. The poorer a soil gets
the more necossary to make complete
returns of the plant food, needed for the
growth of the sugcecding crop. Boils
that have been long oropped may be
lovked upon as factorses into which the
erude waterials are poured, and out of
them the wanufactured products are obs
tained, The food materisls that wan
needs to supply are included under the
terms manures and feortiligers. If the'
amount of plant feod applied to and re-
tained in the so1l exceods that taken off
in the orops, the land 15 improving in
fertility.

A bill bas been introduced into Con-
gress in regard to celebrating 1n 1889
at Washington the ial auni
ry of the formation of the Governmant
under the Constitution of the United
States, and also of .the four hundredth
anniversary of the discovery of Amerioa
in 1492

Good temper is the philosophy of the
beart—a gem in the treasury within,
whose rays are reflected on all outward’
ohjects—a perpetual sunshine, imparting
warm b, light, and life to all within the
sphere of 1ts influence.

A handsome monument is to be ereot
ed at Washington, N. 0., to the memas
ry of the Confederate dead.




