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The Latest and Greatest Success is that Sweetest of Songs,
1 WITHERED ROSE FROM FATHER'S GRAVE." §S

Words and Music by C. H. ADDISON. {,"

espectfully Dedicated to the Memory of

[ON. ZEBULON B. VANCE.

Fvery one who loved “Our ZEB” should have a copy of this
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His picture, which is “true to life,”

uehing and beautiful song.
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the front page, and that alone is worth the price of the

e

which is only 40 cents. Sent post paid spon receipt of
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ice i silver orin 2 cent stamps.

A<k your music dealer for it, or write to |

Standard Music Ge.,

WINSTON,; N. C.
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M. L. Fawcerr
Cashier

Jas. . SPARGER,
2nd Vice President.

R. L. Gwys,
1st Vice President.

FAWUCETT,
}‘r.--;llv‘l]f.

ST NATIONAL BANK oF Mr. Airy.

INCORPORATED. Capial, $30,000, Paid Up.

DIRBECTORS.

- Faweett J. H Sparger, M. L. Faweett, R. 1.. Gwyn, C. L.. Hanks,

bank solicits the secounts of Merchants, Manufacturers, Farmers ana
Edunls,  The necounts of the Merchants located in towns ad janent received
vornble terms. The funds of our customers are secured by two burgiar
| ohivsts and the Yale Time Loek. Interest allowed on SBavings Deposits.

[exp 6-10 94]
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HART CARRIAGE and HARNESS MFG. CO.

Have sold to consamers for 21 yecars,
saving them the denlers’'s profit. We are the

‘“.on Oldest and Largest manufartarers in A mer-
femselling Vehicles and Harmess this way-—ship
| o - = with privilegs to examine before any mune;' in
. . aid, We pay frelght both ways 1 not sagisfac-
i [’-.m Warrant for2 years. Why pay an agent §10

to £ to order for yon? Write

z--ul’ own order,
Hosing free. We take all risk of damage in

ehipplog.
WHOLESALE PRICES.

Spring Wagons, $31 to $50. Guarnntesd
Fnie a=sell fur to 885, Surreys, $653 10 $100
sanier as well for BIOD to 810 Top BuggRies,
$37.50, ux fine au sold fur L Phaotons, 566
to $100. Farm Wagons, Wagonettes
Milk Wagons,Delivery Wagons and Roa
Cartg. BICTOLES FOR MES, WONES & CHILDREN,

No. T2, Road Wagun.
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RIDING SADDLES asd FLY NETS, Elkhart Bleyele. in. wheelns,
8 pervent. off for cmal with order. Send de In pneumatic  tires, weldiess
stumpn Lo pay postage om 11%.page cuflogue.  steel tubing, drop {orgings.

Adaress W. B. PRATT, Sec’y, ELKHART, IND.

R s et

io. 3, Furm Wagun.
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- Yes, You Gan

_'. Get “cheap” printing if you
want it. But we doubt if you
want it. If you want a job
done in a style to command
attention, take it to

T he yadkin \)alley New’a,
Mount Airy, N. O.

'890TIJ MO &

Fedlirmont W agons

Linshort anything to ride in can be had by ecalling oo SPARGER
& ASHBY. at Globe Warchouse.

THE OLD RELIAELI? ]
rreensboro Nurseries,

* for tho Spring and Fall of 1894, a splendid assortinent of first cluss
ursery Stock, consisting of all the varieties of Apples, Pears, Plums,
Cherries, Peaches, Apricots, Grape Vines Currants, Gooseberrics,

L Raspberries, Blackberries, Strawberriea, &c., &e.,

P". AL ATTENTION given o aiding persons in making selections
'ted to their particular locality. Wo also have a fine assortment of
POl Shade Trees und other ornameutals suited to the Lawn, Yard or
den. including shrubbery, roses, &c. Prices as low as first-class stock
be bought clsewbere. Orders in person or by mail solicited. We have
ped trees as far away vs Lhe State of Oregon, Write for Catalogue.
Tu . JOHN A. YOUNG, Proprietor.

R. L. HAYMORE,
ATTORNEY AT LAW,

Mount Airy, N. C.

Irasticres in the Srate and Federal courf
ap  epl'asts p'aims. All business entre,
ad t | receive prompt sttentier

For Malaria, Liver Trou-
ble,orIndigestion,use
BROWN'S IRON BITTERS

YEO. W. SPARGER,
orney at Law & Notary Public,

Moumnt Airy, N. C.

‘s.- 'tlating Loans and the Collection of
-.\ % Speclalty. Insurance placed in stan
Companies upon 1iberal terms.
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fE, sule deput.  Rend for book and s:m... e«' R“;i:

A PARTING.

“Goodby, then,” and he turned away,
No other word between thein spoken.
You handly would have guesssd that day

How closo s bond was Lroken.

The quick, short tremor of the hand
Mchmdhnmtnmw part-

Who =1t a sudden surge of doabt

Come rushing back unbidden o'er her
As at the words her Life without

His presence loomed before her.

The others saw, the others heard

A calm, cool man, a gracious woman,
A guiet, brief farcwell anstirred

By sught at all uncommon.

Bhe knew a fatal die was cast.
Bhe knew that two paths bhence must
sever;
That one familiar step had passed
Out of her life forever.

To all the remt it merely meant
A trivial parting, lightly spoken.
Bke rend the bitier, mate inteat.
Bhe knew & heart was broken.
—Barton Grey.

THE LOST ENGINE.

“I was speaking the other day,"
gaid the Jericho station master, ‘‘of
railroad ghosts—trains and engines
and such—and youn didn’t seam to
believe that there are any such
things. Now, just to show you that
I was telling the truth, I'll tell you
about the ghost of an engine that I
saw myself, and that lots of other
men on this road have seen. Just
wait till that train starts along, and
we have this herestation to ourselves
as usual.™

A way train had stopped at the
station, and .as the station master
spoke there suddenly fell out of the
door of the baggage car a man curi-
ously complicated with a bicyele.
The man, who wasthe baggage mas-
ter of the train, had managed to put
his foot through the spokes of one
of the wheels of the bicycle, and man
and machine were writhing on the
platform, the one ¢ursing londly and
the other giving forth the crackling
sound of snapping steel rods.

“There,” said the station master.
“That's what happens twice out of
every three times that a man tries
to handle one ¢f those machines.
Seems to me that they were invent-
ed just to make things miserable for
the trainmen. I tried to wheel one
along the platform one day, and be-
fore I knew what was the matter the
blamed thing had thrown me and
was trying to break my legs and
gouge my eyes out. They're just
like a coyote.  You take a coyote by
the back of the neck and hold him out
at arm’s length, and he'll manage to
bite a piece out of the calf of your
leg or some other place that's meb-
be ten feet away from his mouth. I
never yet saw a baggngo master that
could smash a bicycle without hurt-
ing himself worse than the machine.
It ought to he made illegal to send
bicycles by rail, and that's a fact.™

The baggage master finally extri-
cated himself from the bicycle and
withdrew into his car to repair dam-
ages. The train whistled and went
on its way, and the station master,
seating himself by my side, proceed-
ed with his story:

““About ten years ago we had an
engine on this road that you would
just havo admired to sce. She was
the Fanny Ellsler — that was her
name, being named after one of the
queens of France or some other
place. Nowadays we don’t think that
60 miles af hour is any very great
speed, but in those days the Fanny,
as we called her for short, was the
only engine in this part of the coun-
try that could do her mile in 60 see-
onds. Naturally the road was proud
of her, and the men bragged of her
continually, especially when they
met any of the men that worked on
the Montana Sonthern road, that was
considered by some to be a sort of
rival of our road, though it was a
poor, half bankrupt concern.

“The engincer of the Fanny was
an old fellow by the name of Grid-
ley. He was allowed to be the best
engineer on the road at that time.
He used to be able to do anything
with that engine, and he was the
only man who could manage her.
There was always somothing queer
about the Fanny. She had a trick of
getting tired, or of letting on that
she was tired, and refusing to work.
She'd be a-going along at her usual
gait, and all of a sudden she would
slow down and pretty near quit mak-
ing steam. No enginecer except Grid-
ley could manage her when she got
these fits on. Other men that tried
to run her found that the only thing
they oould do was to wait till she
got good and ready to move on. But
Gridley, he would just polish up her
brasses a bit, whistling some cheer-
ful tune and now and then saying
something pleasant to her, and all of
a sudden she would hump herself
and travel along as if thero had nev-
er been anything the matter. After
the sperintendent got to know the
Fanny pretty well he would never
allow anybody except Gridley to take
her out of the yard. He used to run
her the length of the road twicea
day, except Sundays and when he
was taking a holiday. You see, he
was A very peculiar man, was this
here Gridley. Honever drankadrop
while he was at work, and as & gen-
eral thing he would keep perfectly
sober for six or eight months. Then
his mother, or his wife, or his sister
woald die, and ho wonld ask for
threo days’ leave to go to the funeral
and settle up the estate. The super-
intendent kew as well as Gridley did
what was the matter, but he would
always give him his three days, and
Gridley woulkl go away and get
drunk enough to satisfy him for the
next months. He and I were great
friends, and many's the ride I've
taken with him on his engine, just
to keep him company, when I had &
couple of spare hours, and I had a

many of them at that time,
owing to not having any permanent
berth on the road, and just keeping
myself ready to fill in wherever
there might happen to be a vacancy.

J

“One morning Gridley comes to
me looking about as scared as ever
I saw a man look. ‘What's the mat-
ter?’ aays I, beginning to fear that
some serious accident had happened
on the road.

' ‘The Fanny is lost,” says he.

“'What do you mean?' says L
‘Has your mother boen dying again?
If that's the case, I'm sorry, for she
died last time only six weeks ago.'

** ‘I went into the engine house at
Spartanville this morning, ' says he,
speaking slow and dazediike, ‘and
the Fanny wasn't there. You know,
she goes into the engine houso every
night at 7:30, and last night I put
her in a8 usual and stopped while
the fireman banked the fires. When
we left, there was nobody in the
place, and, as you know, nobody nev-
er goes near it during the night
This morning at 5:151 went down to
bring her out, and she wasn't there,
The fireman had been about five
minutes ahead of me, and he was as
much astonished as I was. Waell, we
"BaSy endugh found that she wasn't
anywhere in Spartanville, and then
we inquired after her by telegraph.
There wasn't a blessed station on the
road that seen hide or hair of her.
The superintendent has started on a
special from Athensville and is go-
ing the whole length of the road to
soo if there is any sign of her hav.
ing been taken out and ditched, but
he'll never find her.’

“**What on earth do you cal'late
has become of her?’ said L

“ “There was always something
gueer about that engine,’ said Grid-
ley. ‘You know what queer ways
ghe had, such as you never knew
any other engine to have. It's my
balief that either she wasn't a genu.
ine at all, but just the ghost of one,
and that she's gone back to where
she came from, or else, if that isn’t
what i the matter with her, she
has been stole.’

“*‘How's a man going to steal a
locomotive?’ says 1. ‘Do you cal'late
that some chicken stealer got into
the engine house nt night and car-
ried tha Fanny off under his coat?’

“iNo, I don't,’ says Gridley, "but
mebbe some of those chaps of the
Montana Southern road has got tired
of hearing us brag about the Fanny
and has come up here and carried
her off.!

“iOarried her off in a bagora
wheelbarrow?’ says I, for I thought
Gridley was talking nonsense.

“*Didn’t you ever hear how Tom
Sharpe—him that was superintond-
ent of the Confederate railroad dur-
ing the war—came to Harper's Ferry
one night with about 400 yoke of ox-
en and dragged a dozen locomaotives
belenging to the Baltimore and Ohio
road off across the country till he
struck a Virginia railroad? What's
been done once can bo done again.’

“There was no use talking to Grid-
ley about the thing, and so I let him
have his own ideas. As far as I was
concerned, I didn't have any ideas
whatever on the subject. Ididn't be-
lieve that the engine was a ghost,
for I had made too many trips on
her not to be sure that she was good
honest stoel and brass. And I didn’t
believe that she had been hauled
across the country by ox teams, for
in that case her tracks would have
been left on the road, and there
wern't no track visible anywhere.
The thing just seemed to me to bea
big mystery, and when a thing's a
mystery the less you think about it
the better. However, I couldn't help
thinking about this thing, for the
whole road talked of nothing else
for the next week. It even got into
the Chicago newspapers, where, of
ocourse, everybody thought it was
only a reporter's lie. The superin-
tendent spoke to me about it him-
solf, for I happened to meet him
down at Tiberius Center when he
was on the search for the Fanny,
and I conld see that it was his belief
that she had been stolen. I told him
fair and square that it was a myste-
ry, and that he would have to wait
till he sot to a better world before
he wonld find out the truth about it

“Gridley wouldn't take another
engine. He said that unless he found
the Fanny he would never touch a
lever again, and as he had nothing
particular to do he started in to
make up lost time in drinking whis-
ky. I didn’'tsoe him for pretty near-
ly two months, and they told me
that he was gone on a hunt for the
Fanny and probably wouldn't ever
return. But one day who shounld
come to my boarding house here in
Jericho bat Gridley, looking thin
and ragged and dirty. However, he
was sober enough, though he was
more excited than I had ever known
him to be, engineers being men that
very seldom ever allow anything to
axcite them.

“I've found the Fauny,® says he
in a sort of whisper.

“Well, I want to kncw!™ says 1,
for I was mightily astonished

“‘It was the Mountana Southern
that stole her,” said ha “She's down
at West Saragossa, not ten miles
from hera. I saw her thore yester-
day myself. They've lacquered her
brass work black, and they 've given
ber 8 new smokestack, and they've
changed her name to the Pocahon-
tas, and her own builder wouldn't
know her. But I knoew her just as
soon as I heard her puff. She's haul.
ing the express on the Southern road,
and she lays up at West Saragossa
at night, and I wans you to come
down with me tonight, and we'll
steal her.’

“ “Why don’t you tell the superin-
tendent, and let him put in a claim
for her?’ I asked.

** *Because he couldn’t never prove
that she is the Fanny. The Sounthern
road owns the judge before whom
the case would be tried, and they'd
bhave a hundred witnesses to swear
that she wasn't the Fanny. No, sir;
she has got to be stole, apd I know
now just how to get her on to our
track.’

* ‘How's that?' says L

“‘Don’t you remember,” says

Gridley, ‘that down the road about
70 miles from here the Southern
track runs parallel to ours for a spell
and only about 20 yards away?
When the Fanny was stole, she was
taken to this here place, and the
rails were unspiked and led across to
the Bouthern track. It's easy enough
to do, and we'll do the same. I want
you to come along because you know
a fireman’s duties middling well,
and I won't trust any of our firemen
on & job of this kind.’

“Well, I said I would go, and we
took a horse and buggy and drove
over to West Baragossa that after-
noon good and early, so as to see
bow the land lay. When night came
on, we went out of town a bit and
staid in the woods till about 1
o'dlock, and then we crept down to
the engine house and shoved the
Fan: y out by putting our backs to
her, and when we had got her on
the main track we climbed aboard
and let her run down the grade,
wi{.ch is middling steep just out of
tho villuge, while I worked at the
fires and got them to going good and
bright.

“We had about 656 miles to run,
and Gridley said that, according to
the time table, there was no train
that would be in our way unless it
might be a wildeat That's just
what I cal'lated there would be, and
the idea of running full speed along
a strange track in the dead of night
didn’t suit me as well as some things
might We got the Fanny up to
about 45 miles an hour, which was
pretty good considering that I was
not by any means a first class fire-
man. Long before we got to a sta-
tion Gridley would turn on the whis-
tle and koep it screeching loud
enough to wake the dead. I shutmy
eyes every time we came near a sta-
tion, for I expected that samething
would be in the way or thata switch
would be turned wrong, or that
something wonld happen to smash
Gridley and me for good and all
But everybody at the stations
thought that we were a special and
had everything made clear for us as
soon as they heard the whistle.

*We had been running about half
an hour when all of a sudden Grid-
ley sings out, ‘Brakes, quicker'n
lightning, and reverse the engine.'
We came to a halt, and Gridley says
to me: '‘There was a tramp lying
asleep with his head on the track.
We've cut him into a thousand
pieces.’ The man was trembling, and
I began to understand that the drink
bhad been telling on him. *Let her
go,' says he in another minute.
‘What's done can’t be helped.’ Boin
a few minutes more we were boom-
ing along again, old Gridley leaning
out straining his eyes ahead and
keeping his hand on the lever. Pres-
ently he sings out ‘brakes’ again and
brings the engine up with a jump.
*Another tramp,’' says he. ‘“What in
all creation do they mean by sleep
ing on the track in this way?' Then
I saw that Gridley had the horrors,
and I was mighty sorry 1 had ever
agreed to come with him.

“The same thing happened five
minutes later. Says Gridley: ‘The
whole blessed track is covered with
tramps. I can sce seven ahead of us
now.' With that he seemed to get
into a sudden rage and turns on his
whistle and says to me: ‘I'll stop no
more for them fellows. They are
doing it on purpose to hinder us, so
that we can get caught.” Then he
pulled her wide open, and we swung
along, the fires roaring and the whis-
tle doing its level best.

**Gridley kept looking out ahead
and muttering. ‘There's more of
em, " said he without turning to look
at me. ‘Thare’s more than I can
count. Women too. They're lying
every one right straight across the
track. There! I felt her jump when
she struck that fellow! Come here,
Harry, and take this lever for a min-
ute while I take a drink. This here
slaughter is more than I can stand.’

“1 told Gridley to take his drink
and make sure that it was a big one,
for I saw that he had got the trian-
gles pretty bad and hoped that whis-
ky might pull him through till we
should get quit of the Southern
road. It didn’'t do him any good,
however, anless it was to make him
more rockless than he was before.
He insisted on my shoveling all the
coal into the furnace that she would
burn, and before long we were go-
ing a good 80 miles or more.

“Now, just before we got to the
place where the two roads run paral-
lel there was a siding that had been
built to reach a gravel pit. The sid-
ing began at a little station called
Pekin, and was, as I should judge,
about two miles long. The Montana
Southern folks had taken the alarm
by this time, and a dispatch had
gone to every station on the road
warning than that a runsway loco-
motive was coming and telling them
to stop her the best way they could
The station master at Pekin got this
order just bofore we hove in sight,
and he thought of the old siding.
Heo got to work and turned the rusty
old switch that had been spiked
down, and whem he camo along we

ghot on to the side track, and away '

wo went for the gravel pit

“The tenck was mighty rough, and
I begged Gridley to slow ber down,
for 1 thomght overy minute that we

Cure for Iie.d-ele.

As a remedy for all forms of Head-
ache Electric Bitters has proved to be
the twshnt. It effects a permanent
cure and the most dreaded habitual
sick headaches yield to its influence.
We urge all who are afflicted to procure
s bottle, and give this remedy a fair
trial. In cases of habitual constipation
Electric Bitters cures by givi the
needed tone to the bowels, u.:’ fow
cases long resist the use of this medi-
cine. Try it once. l‘.rﬁ:oulu only
Fifty cents at Taylor & ner's Drug

Store.

Itch on human,

or m
d and all stock, 80 minutes
by Woolford's Lotion. This
never fails. Bold by
Tavion & B

Mt Airy, §. 0.

should be o the track.
would not listen to me. That
massacre of the tramps
thought he had made excited
more and more, amfid now he had -

“It had been a cloudy night, but
as I was praying for all 1 was worth
the moon came out, and 1 saw that
just ahead of us the track came to
an end, and there was a deep hollow
of some sort. I made up my mind
that I had had enough of that kind
of railroading. Yelling to Gridley to
jump, I put the brake hard on and
went off into a ditch on the left hand
side of the road. It was middling
full of briers, but the bottom was
the softest kind of mud, and I didn't
sustain no morta! injury =Seth
speaking of. Before 1 could pick my-
self up and get on my legs the en.
gine was gone. Igot down to the
edge of the gravel pit as soon as ]
could, but there wasn't the least
sign either of the Fanny or of Grid.
ley. The bottom of the gravel pit
was covered with water, but what
was worse, as I afterward found out,
there was a big guicksand there,
which had been the reason why the
gravel pit was abandoned. The Fan-
ny Ellsler went down into that
guicksand, and for aught I know she
has kopt sinking over since, with
Gridley's skeleton standing in the
cab with his hand on the lever.

“Well, I came home and told the
whole story to the superintendent,
and, he, knowing about the quick-
sand, knew there was no use in
searching for the engine. So he told
me to keep quiet about the thing, so
as not to give the Montana Southern
people any satisfaction, which ac-
cordingly I did, but after awhile the
thing got to be known somehow or
other, as things always will, no mat-
ter what you may do.”

“Much obliged to you for the sto-
ry," said I, “but you promised moa
ghost story, and I don't exactly see
whero the ghost comes in."’

*1 haven't got to that yet, '’ replied
tho station master. ‘A ycar after-
ward I was down in the neighbor-
hood of Pekin, and as I was driving
along in a buggy pretty late at night
I saw an engjne come flying down
the old siding and pluamp into the
gravel pit. Leastwise I saw it disap-
pear just as it reached the jumping
off place. If that wasn't the ghost of
the Fanny, 1I'd like to know what it
was. Moreover, the boys along the
Southern road told me that timeand
time again they had seen that same
engine come hustling along at 60
miles an hour and disappear into the
quicksand. Now, if that wasn't a
ghost what was it?"

*I won't undertake to say,’ said
I, “only if there hadn't been anoth.
er line parallel to the old siding, and
if that line hadn’t been in regular
use by ordinary healthy trains and
engines, I might feel a little more
sure than I do now that you saw &
ghost and not a special engine on
the Montana Southern road.'—W.
L. Alden in St. Louis Republic.

The Hero Was Rewarded.

A little child kept me from killing
a man once,” said C. E. Edwards, ¢
guest of the Bouthern. “‘Some years
ago I was conducting a store for
other parties at Winneconne, Wis
I had a clerk who aystematicall
robbed me. I finally came upwiti

been those of 1824, 1552 and 1880
The next time this oddity will cocar
wwill be in the yesr 1920.—St. Louis

He's not & bit seusational. He talks
on religion all the time. ""—Middle.
town (N. Y.) Conglomerate.

Bucklew’s Armica Salve.

Tuok BesT SALVE in the world for Cats
Bruises, Sores, Ulcers, Salt Rheum, Feier,
Beres, Tetter, Chapped Hands, Chilblasu
Corns and sl Skin Eruptions, and
tively cures Piles, or no pay requn It
hmﬂmm satisfaction
or money Price 35 cents per
box. For sale by Taylor & BDaaner, Drug-
gists. Mount Airy, and J. A Sione, Pilot
Mooutain.

English Spavin Liniment removes all
Hard, Soft or Calloused Lumspl and
g‘llam!f'::m?m Blood Epavins,

ts. Bweeney Bone,
Stifies, Eprains, nllB'olhn ts,
Oo;g:-.otc. Save §60 by use of one
Warranted the most wonder-
ful Blemish Cure ever known, Sold
by Tavion & Baxxaxn,
Mt Airy, N. C.

LIVE BEARS ARE HEAVY,

But a Dead and Harmless One That Waighs
Ome Thousand Pounds Is & Monsber,

I bave hunted and trapped for
yoars in the Rocky mountain and
ranges, the home of the gris-
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bait, then wait for the bear to come.
We had lots of bait up that creck
and killed some more on another

bait. A warm Chinook wind at that
time did the work, for we were kill-
ing one now and then. Wo had traps
and guns for bear, also four good
dogs, s0o we were kept hustling tak.
ing care of the hides,

I had not been up to the farthest
bait for several days. When 1 had
time to go, D. said that he would
koep me company, as he wanted to
raise a cache of traps heo had made
in the fall when trapping for beaver.
We had got almost up to the bait
when Isawa bear track: It was a
whale. I told D. that most likely the
old boy was handy around the bait,
for the tracks were fresh. When we
came in sight of tho bait, the bear
had either heard or smelt us, for we
saw that he had been eating on the
bait. We put the dogs on the track
and followed after them as fast as
we could travel, over windfalls and
through underbrush, with snow-
shoes. We have shoeing away into
the spring in the mountains. We
had not gone more than half a mile
when I heard one of the dogs howl.
Then I knew that the bear was our
meat. We went down to where the
dogs were, and there was a bear that
was the grandpa of all the bears ei-
ther of us had ever seon. It wasa
bald faced grizzly. Ho was fighting
the dogs. He would run after one,
when one of the others would bite

one of the bullets had broken his
neck and the other his shoulder.

I had never seen such an animal
I asked D.
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inches from tip of nose to the
and was 8 feet 9 inches wide. When
we went down in the spring, we
showed the hide around, and old
hunters said that it was the largest
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