JAS. A, THOMAS, Editor and Proprieter.

VOL. XXXIV.

OHURCH DIRECTORY
METHODIST.

Beaday SBchool at 9:80 A, M.
Gxo. 8. Baxzz, 8u
Preaching at 11 A. M., and 780 P, M,
every Sunday.
Prayer mesting Wednesday might.
L. 8, MasseY. Pastor:

BAPTIST.
Banday Bchool at 9:30 A. M.
THos. B. WiLDeR, Supt
Preaching at 11 A.M., and 7:80 P,M.,
svery Bunday.
Prayer meeting Thursday night.
H. H. MasaBuRNE, Pastor.
EFIBCOPAL,

Baunday Bchool at 9:80,
Wux. H. Rorrix, Bapt.
Bervices, morning and night, on
8rd and 4th Sandays.
vening Prayer, Friday aftermoon
Rzv. Joax Lospowm, Restor.

PRESBYTERIAN.

Bervices 4th Sanday in each month—
morning and night.
! ‘ Pastor.

LODGES.

Louisburg Lodge, No. 418, A, F. &
A. M., meets 1st and 81‘1’1 Tueeday
nights in each month.

Protessnonal cards

DR. FREDERICK K. COOK,

PHYSICIAN AND SURGEON,
Lounistarg. N. C.

O%ee with Dr, A. H. Fleming, Hoars: 10
a,m toldm, ip. m. to ¢ p. m, Bpecial
hoars py appoluiment,

DB- ARTHUR H. FLEMING,

DENTIST.
\ LOUIBBURG, N. C.
' OfMoa OUvar The Green & Yarboro Uo,'s

Store,

DL J. B. MALONE,

FRACTICING PHYSICIAN AND SURGEON.
LOUISBURG, N. 0,
Offlos over Aycocke Nrug Company.

DR. J.J, MANN,

PHYSBICIAN and SURGEON,
LOUISBURG, N. C.

OMes over Aycocke Drug Uo.'sdrugstore

DI._ B. P, BURT,

PRACTICING PHYSICIAN AND SURGEON.
, Louisburg, N. C.

Offles in the rear of Boddie, Bobbitt &
Co.'s Drug Btore, on Nash street.

DI. E. F. TARBOROUGH,

PHYBICIAN AND SURGEON,
Loumssure, N. C,

Ofies Ind floor Nea: bull phone 88,
lﬁ ealls answered from T. W. Blckett's
phune Ti.
I H. ALLRED.
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,
'I.I:Ipcunoelnﬁ all the Coarts. Office I

Youngsville, N. C,

B ¥. MARSENBURG,
L ]

ATTORNEY AT LAW
LOUISBURS,
. Wil prastios In all the Courta of the Btate
f OmMoa n Court Honse.

*
WM. W. BODDIE,

ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,
Louisavra, N, C.

Ofea over Boddie, Bobbitt & Co.'s drug
i st ore.

W HAYWOOD RUFFIN.

ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,
LOUISBURS, N. 0.
o, in all the Courts of Franklin
Qoart, and ln

sounties, also in w.
and
Ofrsuls Courta.

the United Htates
Ofiios Lo Cooper and Clifton Bullding.

wul

T..Ol. B. WILDEER,
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,
MOUISEURS, N, Q.

Ofies om Maln street, ever Jones & Cooper's
more.

F, s SPRUILL.

ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,
LOUISBURO, N. C.

Wil attemd the courta of Franklin, Vanoe,
@ranville. Warren rnd Waks comntles, also
the Hupreme Court of North Carolina
Prompt attention given tg collsctions.

Oflcs over Bgerton's Sthre.

T W.BICKETT,

ATTORNEY AND COUNBELLOR AT LAW.
LOUINBURE ¥, O,

Prompt and painstaking attention givea %0
.ﬂ-‘m intrusted to his hands.
to Chisf Justice Shepherd, Hon. John

& Manly, Winston, Peoples Bank
Pres. Wake For-

ot Momros,

w. M. PERBON,

ATTORNEY AT-IAW,
LOVIENURS, ¥. O,

Prastisss In all courts. Offies on Main
Surest,

. W H YARBOROUGH, JR.

ATIORNEY ARLAW,
LOUIEBURG. N. C.

Ofies in Opees House bullding, Courtstrest |

All 1 business. intrusted to him
sttention,

ve prompt uulotuh‘l
it

M F. HOUCK,

CONTRACTOR axp] BUILDER, ]
LOUISBURG, N. OC.
Trading nt for all kinds of Building

8= ppliaa, tio Mantiea and Tlles. Archi-
Ssetaral Deslgns Submitted

Sy

HOTELS.

FRANKLINTON HOTEL
FRANKLINTON,N.O.
¢: W, GONWEY, Prp’r.

‘mw&uo.mrﬁt traveling

Good Livery Attached

" MASSENBURG HOTEL

In.lt:.'*::n. Robt. W. Winston, Hom. J. C.
Itlﬁ:',- Pirst National Bank of Wim-|

J P Massenburg Propr _down

The Substitute |

By WILL N. HARBEN,

Daslel” “The Land of
the Changing Sun,” “The North

[comTiNUED.]

ing to fight as you have done. You've
saved me, Mr. Hillyer.” Buckley turn-
ed the old man's face toward him.
“You know I never had a father I
could love and respect, but I love and
venerate you, sir. You can count on
me, Mr. Hlllyer. I was drunk when I
spoke as I did just now. I'm sober
now. I hope you will pardon me.”

“Oh, George!” That was gll the old
man could say; he had begum to sob |
like a child., .

Buckley took up the lamp. “Yes,” he
said as he led the way back to his
room, “I'm all right now, Mr. Hillyer.
An hour ago I had nothing to encour-
rge me to keep on, but you have set
me on my feet. Your long trouble has
made a good man of you$ perhaps Prov-
idence intends to give me the same sort
of clinnce. If that's the plan, I'll accept
the terms, for I'd go through it all to be
as good as you are, even when my
head is white and I stoop over the
grave., What you did in blind, youth-
ful passion was nothing—nothing! My
actions tonight on account of what I
cannot help were simply insanity.”
T was filled with mountain wag-

ons. Those which contained
chestnuts, ginseng, fruit, chickens,
eggs, butter or smoke cured bacon had
white canvas covers over them, the oth-
ers were cotton wagons, upon’ which
the great, bulging bales were heaped.
The year's crop was abundant, and 1it-
tle of the product had been stained in
the boll, for the ripening period had
been dry and blessed with sunshine,

As Hillyer was about to enter the
front door of the warehouse after
breakfast Bascom Truitt slouched to-
ward him from a group arcund a little
campfire between two cotton wagons.
Jerking his long thumb over his shoul-
der, and hitching up his snspender-
less trousers at the waist, he drew the
merchant to one side.

“Heard Hillhouse say you was out
lookin' fer George last night,” he be-
gan awkwardly, “an’ I 'lowed thar'd
be no harm in havin’ a word with you.
That's all right 'twixt me 'n’ George,
squire. He told me jest now he never
knowed what he was about an’ that
he's sorry. Shucks! he never hurt me,
Mr, Hillyer. Besides, I'd let that chap
maul me in the face as much as he
likes after the friend he’s been to Jeff.
Ef he’s done my boy one favor he has
a hundred. My wife feels jest like I
do about George, an’ ef ghe was to hear
I'd got "im in trouble over a little thing
like that last night she’d quit me.”

“So"thar won’'t be no charge agin
'im, then?’ said Hillyer in relief.

“Not a bit,” said the mountaineer, un-
consciously stroking the jaw George
Buckley had bruised the night before.
*“The marsghal eome to me jest now an’
axed me ef I wanted to make a case,
an’ I told 'im he was crazy, that me 'n’
George was jest playin’, an’ some 0o
them dern niggers 'lowed we was fus-
sin’.”

“I'm glad you feel that way, Truitt,”
sald Hillyer, and he went into the of-
fice, sat down at his desk and began
to read his malil.

Two citizens of Darley made the
-warehouse their business headquarters,
using the desks without pay. Henry
Hanks, a tall, lank, married man about
fifty-five years of age, had a desk in
one corner of the office. He wore a
long brown beard, was dyspeptic, yel-
low skinned and nervous. He was a
Confederate veteran who had, after the
war, developed a surprising capacity
for making miopey out of the unfortu-
nate section he had bravely fought for.
He was a well to do note shaver, and
sold farmers their yearly supplles at
an enormous profit. Anything from a
cooking stoye to a yoke of oxenr was
considered good security when once de-
scribed in the “irom clad” morigage
note of which he was the inventor. He
never wore a vest,’and the pockeis of
his thin coat were always bulging with
notes and accounts which he carried on
his person to have them ready at a mo-
ment’s notice when he ran across a de-
linquent. The other citizen was Jim
Kenner, a jovial cotton buyer, a bach-
elor about forty-five years of age, who
was the very life of the little circle.

- CHAPTER V.

HE next morning the open space
at the side of the warehouse

When he had business to transact he |

could be as long faced and serious as

was apt to bubble up and burst at the
very moment no one was expecting it
His chief amusement was in teasing
Hanks, whom he sarcastically called
“0ld Liberality,” or “Lib” for short.
He spoke with a whine that always
ended in a rasping laugh that-was very
infectious. Hanks had never been
known to smile, and yet a close observ-
er would have seen that, in his own
way, he seemed to enjoy all his asso-
clate’s levity. It was a chilly day and
there was a good fire in the long wood
stove, and the two men bent over it
Georfe Buckley sat on his high stool
at his desk at work on his big ledger.

“Say, George,” whined Kenner, as he
threw a cigar stump under the stove
and leaned back in his chair. “Did you
ever hear that tale Bill Gower is a-tell-
in’ on Lib, about his burn out when he
used to be In the junk business?”

not. AT
“Iib made his start in the junk busi-

. “Jest after the surrender

Kenner, :
Lﬂwua lots ¢ scrap iron an’ the

It ap

ut the stuff. I
wasn't nigh *fm, but Bfll Gower says-
when some o' the crowd laid hold o
the wheat sacks Lib yelled at’em, ‘Let
the wheat alone, it's Insured: tote out
the scrap iron!”

George laughed at: this Tecital,’ but |
Hanks simply swung his foot back and
forth and chewed the end of his un-
lighted cigar. To all appearances he
had not heard ' werd-of what hed
been said.

“We put the shanty out,”™ satd Xen-
ner, “but Lib dida’t: help a bit. He
was hoppin’ about Mke s chicken with
its head off doin’ its last dance, We
| Tallly saved his life, I belleve he'd
a' dropped dead 'In-bis tracks of he'd |

any one else; but even then his humor |.

ness down at the fur end o’ the street,” |

yelléd for us to fote

'a’ lost by that blasé thatnight™ °
“Ef thar's anybody that loves
nickel more’'n you do,” grumted the
note shaver, “I'd like to see "m.- I
never heard o’ anybody gittin' anytiing
out'n you."”

Kenner laughed. “When 1 fust
started out I'll admit I was purty closs;-
Lib. You know my daddy wold s Ht
farm o’ his when I was twenty-one
set me up I the retall grocery Husk
ness. He talked to mse 8o much about
the deadbeats lyin’ in wait fer suckers
that I suspicioned evem the preacher
whar 1 attended meetin’. He got be-
hind in his account once, an' I hauled
Im up an’ told 'im the reason I wasn't
attendin’ church more reg'lar was be-
ca’'se be wasn't totin’ falr, an’ that I
couldn't”"—Kenner langhed impulsive-
ly—"git any speritual good lstenin’ to
a man an’ wonderin’ ef I'd ever git my
money. He pald up an’ quit me; but
I didn’t care; my religlion improved, an'
when his term was out he went off
owin' brother Lampkin seventy-two
dollars an’ odd cents. Lampkin re-
fused to he'p the heathens fer four
yvear afterwards."”

Hillyer turned round In his chair and
smiled. His face had a healthier glow
and his eye a deeper twinkle than
usual. To look at him one would not
have suspected that he had passed
through a storm the night before that
had olmost shaken his soul out of his
body.

“I've always thought you'd insist on
your rights,” he said to Kenner. '“An’
the truth I8 it's the only way to get
on in business.”

“Well,” answersd the cotton buyer,
“I had to hold folks down, Mr. Hill-
yer. I was a green Land, but I reckon
I ripened purty quick. Thar was a
young storekeeper next door to me,
Joe Gibbs, as sharp as a brier. He
could multiply four figures by four
figures in his head an' give you the
answer in a minute, He used to tell
me who would do to credit an’ who
wouldn't, an’ I always relled on his
Jjudgment.

*“But, Lord, I cayn't set here tellin’
yarns all day. I'm goln' to handle a
sight o' cotton 'fore sundown; it's roll-
in’ in like a circus parade.”

The day's businesa had really begun.
Mountain men came In with samples
of their cotton or grain. Bascom
Truitt bad an armful of the snowy
staple. “Thar's a whole gang o' ten
wagons from beyant the Tennessee
line,” he sald to Kenner. ““They. want.}
to know what's yore best figure.”

Eenner pllled the wads apart at the
window and answered:

“Seven-eighths s the best I kin do,
Bas. If they take my offer git 'em
to drive it up to the slde door. I've
rented space fer B00 bales here
I hope they ain't water packed or got
any dead niggers stowed away in ‘em.
Slavery's over, an’ we never did buy
'em by the pound nohow.”

Truitt smiled.

“They'll" let you have it,” he said.
“They want to tank up an’' go back
home."

He was turning away when Hanks
detained him. ‘‘Thar’s several in thas
gang that owe me fer supplies,’” he
said, pulling out his bunch of notes.
“Bas, %ell 'em I'm prepared to cash
the’r checks.”

“All right, Mr. Hanks,” sald the long
mountaineer, “I'll tell 'em.”

Kenner went ont to receive the cot-
ton, and Hillyer followed to indieate.
the space Kenner was to use. This
left George Buckley and the note shav-
er nlone together. - George was wtiting
when Hanks stood up-and-leanmed ‘on |
the desk near to him. He cleared his
throat and chewed his cigar for a mo-
ment, then he sald awkwardly:

“] hain't muech of a hand to talk, but
I've been wantin' to say some'n’ to you
ever since yore pa got in his trouble,
but somehow 1-couldn’t git to it. 1 jest
feel like tellin' you that I'm yore friend,
an’ ef it had been in my power I'd 'a’
helped you out o’ all that mess.”

“l thank you, Mr. Hanks" George
returned, with a flush of gratitude.
“I'm glad to know-you feit that way."”

“The old man coughed and stroked his
beard with his- serawny hand.- “T've
been weatchin’ yore progress,
ever since Hlillyer tuck you up. I
reckon 1 was more interested in it on
account o’ my bad luck with my own
boy. George, Bob hain’'t wuth his rcom
in hell, nur never will be.”

George avoided the eye bearing down
on him when héafswered:

“Qf course ] ean't dictate to you, Mr.
Hanks,” he _sdid. cautiously, “but I
think you sre wrong about Bob. 1
think he will turn out all right when

2 older., He's In with the so-
d palf of them bave
4o begin. I think he

b

wants to, but"—
“He's always after me to put up the
money fer 'im to "do business on,”
sneered Hanks. “Now; wouldn't I be
a daddratted idiot to put money in his
hands when he hain't got enough
energy to keep wood cut to rum our
fires at home? He's got to fust show
that he's got business capacity 'fore I'll
resk 'im.. He’s the biggest trouble I
ever had, George, an’ when I see What
a man you've made o' yorese'f on yore
chances it makes me mad encugh to

but- F'm here to tell you ef-you need #

" When bilious t
lain’s gtomach

tealize for once how quickly a drst-class
u
__ord&r

For sale mq-hmuo. ;

L
L .

-

kick 'tm. Oh, he's jest rotten! I-hain't |-
got no money- for 'im to dabble with, | %

p-to-date medicine will correct the dis-|

met the old man's excited stare,-
“I don't llke t0 expresa myself,” he
answered finally, “If it were my money
I would, but it is yours.”

“Well, yo're welcome to a fool's ad-
vice,” put in Kenner, dpeply interested.
“I've watched the market for twenty

“I jest feel ke tellin' you that I'm yore
Jriend."

odd year, an' you'll hit the ceilin’ in
this thing if you don't git out while you
got a chance. Why, Hliliyer, anybody
can see" —

“George,” the merchant broke In,
with firm earnestness, “I am simply
asking you for yore judgment. 1 want
that an’ nothin’ eise.”

“Well, there is nothing else for me
to do but give it, then,” sald Buckley.
“If it were my investment I'd hold
m"

“Thar, thar, you old skinfiint,” cried
Hillyer triumphantly as he slapped
EKenner on the sbounider. “You cayg't)
Bcéard thHat boy 10 dEaTH be's got grivt
be’ll hold on till it thundera.”

“Yes,” retorted the cotton buyer, “an’
George will be like the little boy a-hold
0' the calf—he'll be yellin' fer some-
body to come help 'im turn loose.”

Hiliyer's face was beaming. He sat
down at his desk, and, taking up a
telegraph- biank, bhe began to writa
Kenner poimted ‘'to him as he touched
George ol the arm. “Got back his
senses at last,” he laughed; '"he's goln'
to take that offer™

Hillyer looked up with a smile.

“Goodale & Banka, Nashvllle, offered
me 10,000 bushels by this mornin's wire
at $1.05 a bushel,” he sald. “I'm goin'
to nab it 'fore Tarbell & Co. find out
whar it's at.”

Kenner whistled softly, growled out
something to himseif, and went out of
the room. Hanks turned from the win-
dow and leaned on George’'s desk. Do
you reckon yo're safe on that? he
asked, and, when George replied in the
afirmative, he sajd slowly: “By gum!
‘you make me want to resk a little my-
se'l. Bomehow it seems to me you
could turn the thing yore way, jest
with that dern steady eye o' yore'n
But I reckon I'll stay outside. I never
was a hand to take resks, an' It'll be
fun to watch you uns tussle with 1t.”

CHAPTER VL.

BUSY man can forget trouble
much easier than an idle one,
and the activity of his life dur
ing the week following his fa-
-ther’'s cenviction was a blessing to
George Buckley. Indeed, the first Sun-
day afterward was a sort of critical
period, for every citizen of the place
who had any clalm to respectability
put on his best clothes and attended
one of the six white churches; and our
hero knew that if he was to continue
to hold the position he had made for
himself in the social life of the village,
be must not appear to falter or (o slink
inte retirement on account of what had
happened.

It was a bright, balmy day, and
when he went down to the postoffice
after breakfast at the Hillyers’ he
found the usual group of idlers walting
for the maill. There was a barber shop
next door, and it was thronged with
churchgoers being shaved and having
their boots polished. George bowed to
several of his friends and acguaint-
ances, but there was something within
him that made him sbrink from a
closer confact with any of them, par-
ticularly as he fancled he noted on
their faces expressions of a sympathy
that was
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stroyed by fire

nomination at Dariey, and ber father
was partial .to the rather progressive
yonng minister of the Methodist ehurch,
she and ber mother went there regular-

He carried a pocket full of
the cards and uees thewm whes be
thinks they might do
motioes are as follows
“Painstakink care in li§
a part of geniua
“Painstaking care ia little things in- |
sures perfeet work ‘

iy, And It must be confessed that
George Bockley bad on many a Sun- |
day since forming her scquaintance at- |
tended that particular place of wor |
ship, and chiefly for the epportumity
of seeing ber. He knew that it would
be a difficult jhigg for him to face
the lttle congregation. Alvining the |
thoughts that would rise in the minds |
of all, and yet be met the matter evur.
ageomnly and went

He was vaguwely giad that the first
hymn bad been sung and that there
were DO lolterers, as was freqoently
the case, on the steps. Heaching the
door and looking In. bis beart set Up a
lirely beating as he saw Lydia Cran-
ston with her parents in their pew.
The major was the only mans Im Dar
ley whe-sat on the ladies’ side of the
house. He seemed never to have re
marked that be was acting In an excep-
tional manoer in this regard. 1o an
other thing he was differemt from oth-
er men. He was perhaps. the oaly
mnle individual Iln the village whe
wore kid gloves. His silk hat was on
the foor at the end of the pew, and
across its top lay his gold headed cane,
upon Whith was engraved a respéctful
tribute from his regiment Indeed the
Cranston family bad a decided alr of
the old regime aboutl them, and it was
all the more noticeable because of the
few familles of guite thelr own rank
at Darley. Lydia, tall graceful and
falr, was really a pretty girl and, what

pearly all the

the best Darfey blood teo—were actual
ly afraid of the T and, wiille
she thought it most pecullar and de
plored the condition of things she nt-
tributed the lowborn George Buchlet's
standing in Lydia's estimation to the
fact that be “could talk to ber about
books an’' the like an’' bad the patu
ral cheek of his class.™

The central alale was carpeted, and
George stepped softly to one of the
seats In the rear and sat down. Hoe
was giad that his
only by a few. The young
would have been conspicucus
ger place than Lariey.
feet four In height
markably slight; his
blue, his features
his bilack bair long
shaven. >
When the service
stood and walted for
was coming toward
black siik, with a welcoming smile.
“Glad to see you oul. yoshg man”
ghe sald as she jolngd him. ‘“That
was a rip-you-up-the-back, pay-up-or-
git-out sort of & sermon, wasn't It?
You 'n’ Mr. Hiflyer 'd better pass

bead a time or two."

George smiled becatse abe did, more
than at what abe was saying for the
Cranstons wers pagsing.  The major
and his wife bowed with their usual
cold dignity, but Lydia gave him one
of her sweetest smiles. “Do you feel
hitT ahe laughed, referring to the
preacher's talk,

*“Not exactly,” he replied, coloring In
spite_of himself; “but It waa strong.
wasa't tY

“You bet he wasn't bit, Miss Lydia.™
spoke up M Hillyer. "Ef everybody
puld the'r ke this young man—
ta may of the debis of other
toiks—Brother Mayhew ‘d be out o
some'n* to preach about.™

1 know that Mra Hillyer™
Ly&ix sald, with a laugh. and sbhe weat
on to her {ather, who was looking back
and frowning !mpatiently.

Outside the church, George and Mrs

Buckley,” she said, “but when It comes
to knowin' bow to treat women folks
take the rag off the bush, [ was

her meaning.
“Well, of you don't know what 1
mean jet it alone. T've often wondered

*Puppmr-

“Sapreme bappiness » sare to be
found in uving., when the it g et
s o make the people who ocome |
within the sphere of mr m%cence
happier and better ~

-
A Prisomer 12 Mer Owg Homee.

Mr, W H. Tayha of 100] Agmes Ave
Kaneas City, Mo, has for several yran
been trocbled wit) severe b Y S Y
and at Umes a bard rough., which she
mys, “would keep me ia dewrs for dare |

“Perfect work will bring you trade. |
“Trade well managed will make |
you ﬂ-i*}

“witiet e on B m
MCOeS well LT w i l‘gr'_j-"-: Fw‘

I was prescribed for by
Bo noticeable reau ity

iTviciama with
A frieed EAvY e

E;ﬁ--l’ a bottle of Chamberiain's Congh |
medy with instructions to chomely fol
low Lthe directions cad | wiah & siale
that after the firnt day | conld potice »
decided change for the betfer amd st |
this time, after uring 1t for two weeks
bave no hesitation a3 ring realise |

that I am entirely cured. ™ This
dy s for sale by Aycocks Drog

oo

Cutting Wood.
— —_— l

Maooreaville Enterprise

Farmers who sald  their
19 oepta a ]

year for 12, 14 and
e e gl
aat wood W the
throughout this section, bot, it s sadd
by a man who s well posted, the
tame fellows have ocotton pow 8t 7
cents and are paying encrmous prices
for wood. The axe can be beard
in all quarters just now, there betng |
more profit in wood thas in cotton |

ocdlon 8

No More sw-;n_ Troubies. |

All stomach trouble p removed by the
use of Kodal Dyspepeia Cure. It gives
the stomach perfect rest by di
what you eat without the -mA:ITL |
The food builds up the bocdy, Whe rest re |}

stores the stomach to health You doa't |
bave to diet yoursel! when mking Kod !!
Dyspepata Care. J. D). Erskise of A}

lenvelle, Mich  says, 'l saffervd Hear. |

burmn and stomach trouble for some Ume |
My sistar-in-law has had the mame trond- |
le and was not able to eat for ez weeka |

She lived entirely on warm water. Afler |
mking two bottles of Kodol Dysgepeia |
Cure she was entively cared Bbe now

cats beartily and s (n good bemdth 1|
uﬁ!hdmuy Kodol gave me instant |
relief.” TBold by Aycocke's drug stove. |
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To Nothers of Ailing Chilares -

Many little bays and girls in this
are wveak; thin-legged, hollow-

towy
chesked and dloodless.

mother could know what our Vinol will 4o
Fe promise that it
vill oreate flesh, build them up and make
them strong, robust and rosy,
99 do this ve will eheerfully return sll
the soney paid us for the Vinol taken.
Cn these terms it's your dutly to try it.

for sueh ehildren.

“old  velvet ye”
pure - old - velvety,

the best for the prioce.

everywhere,
it

dispensary,
louishurg, n. o.

R A. BOBRITT & 00, Drogygiste
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¥e vish every

If it falle
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may go lower,
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Tie sretarret emong ohisll i of Uhe ofif medoen

Sald ot Lowieburg Dispamsary.
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OUR PATRONS

Nash Street

.'o
Merry Christman and

New

M.K. & F. R. PLEASANTS

CRUGGISTS

Bad weatber and Jow price ootics
bave prevesisd me from
as sarly as st frel asscusnced, bl

I AM COMING SURE.

Donet be in & burry 0 bay. The
Hores and Male market is of pow asd
Held your oollen and
wait for me, | will li

FOR GASH OR .ON TIME.
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