J. W. HABPER,
J. M. WHITE, __}_P""’""""'

VOI. 1.

8. B, WEST, il G. WEST.
H. G. WEST & CO0.,
General Dealers In
Merchandise,

and Agents for

The Liverpool and London and Globe,

and other first class Fire-Insurance Companies !

#‘_ !
Drs. HYATT & TULL.

GENERAL PRACTITIONERS OF

Medicine & h’urgct‘y.}
i
[jan3-1yr i

|

* Dr. A. R. MILLER, |
DENTISNST. |

Y FY Holds himself in
3 -‘{;}' adiness to insert |

" &% Oflice at the Dr. Brows Office,

s T

RS Artificial Teeth, Ex-

3 '_"—" tract, 11l and clean,
. or do anvihing nee- |
S 3 essary to be done by ‘
, g "9 a Dentist, |
o x Office at residence, |
“-n-..‘_‘“,_._ 2= —— 4 :
87 Board furnished to parties from the coun- |
iry juand-12m |
Y, _|
J. W, ENYIR T. J. PRESSON |

EVNIS & PRESSON, |
House Builders € Upholsterers, |
KINSTON, N. C,,

Are prepared to build and reppur I[IHII-I'\ and
make all kinds of Forniture in good sivie nod at
reasonalle rates )

Ixo Puggies and Carts built and repaired on
short notice janl-12m
- L T
i g -
. 1 "| |'
GOODS AT LOW PRICENS!
: AT

T NS I MINY ISR,

Now in store a good stock of .
DRY GOODS, NOTIONS, BOOTS,
SHOES, HATS, &C., &C. |
Also constantly receiving a fresh |
stock of '

FAMILY GROCERIES,

|
CUTLERY, CROCKERY, and
' HOLLOW WARE, |

|
|
|

SOLD AT
LOWEST CASH PRICES.

B A countinuanee of the liberal pat-
ronnge heretofore bestowed upon me l.*-tl
respectfully solicited.

janl—12m N. D. MYERS.

A. HARVEY & CO.

Manufactnrers of Fing

Braxps of

Chewing & smokinge

TOBACCO, |

jwul 12m, Kinston, N, C.

CHAS. F. HARVEY,

NOTARY PUBLIC

Inferior Conrt Clerk for Lemoir Comuty.

Probates Deeds, Mortgages, Licn
Bonds aud other instruments required
to be Registered,

B2 Blank Deeds, M.ortgages,
furvisbied free on application,
N S - T

t\'r'-,
janl-3m

g

LOUIS GREEN

FASHIONABLE BARBER and HAIR DRESSER,

KINSTON, N. C.

Ofes over Pellotior's Drug Store, [jan3-1yr

L. 7. AILL. C. 0. TAYLOR.

L. J. HILL & CO.,
Boot & mhoe Malkers,
KINSTON, N, (.

We are prepared with the best
A French Calf Skin and Louisville

(ak Sole Leather, to make and re-
pair Boots and Shoes to order,

Satisfaction Guaranteed.
Janl-12m

'“_
Jo 1YL PParrott,

Miller and Lumber Dealer,
Kinston, N, C.,-
Is now prepared to fill_all orders for
FIRST-CLLASS LUMBER
at the lowest Casu rates.

B Also keep on hand the celebrated
Tuckahoe Fawily Flour. janl—12m

Jd y F. B. LOFTIN

JACKSON & LOFTIN,
ATTORNEYS AT LAW,
KINSTON. N. C.

Practice in Lenoir, Greene, Wayne, Jones and
adjoisn i Mkt e "

8 Prosupr an LeMicient attonss : ~' 8
ey Az, . %- niion paid il bu

“1t I 1
Settlrments of tox of deceased persons a
speciality .

&g~ Otfics on oy P ons
cupied by JNo F. WoorTeN

L A

fanl-12m

W. J. RASBERRY,
Attorney At Liaw,
KINSTON, N. (.

J::‘.ll-’ attend the Courts of Lenoir Greene and
&¢~ Oflice on Coury House Square., janl-12m
J. W. HARPER,
Attorney

At I.n Wa
Ofilce over Post Office,

MENIE'S LITTLE BARE

| was neither mone

taqnare, formerty oc- |

KINSTON, N. C., FRIDAY, FEBRUARY 7, 1879.

Why Not Forgive Him?
BY F. 5. 8.

Why not forgive your brother,
If he omes to you in sorrow 7
Why not your anger smother,
Ere the dawning of to-morrow ?
You say he has reviled youn
Your dearest friends among ;
But has error ne'er beguiled you ?
Have you ne’er committed wrong?
Why not forgive him 7

He is penitent and huamble,

He ix weak and in your power—
Who ix not apt to stumble

When passion rules the lour?
He wronged vou in his blindness ;

Now act the Chrisiian’s part,
And pour the balm of kindness

On his sad, repentant heart.

Why not forgive him ?

With his grief his heartis riven,
And ean you with reason pray
Thut your «ing may be forgiven
When from him you twrn away ?
Vaunt not your pure condition,
Nor back forgiveness keep—
Think of heaven's admonition,
“As= ye sow, ro shiall ye reap.”
Why not forgive him ?

melected.

FEET.

BY BARBARA SEMPLE.

[cONCLUDED.]
As they left the Academy, Mr.
Hayward remarked to bis little friend
that it was a very desirable thing
that the picture should be sold.

‘Is’t just for me that I may get the

| ten per cent. that ye want it sold, or

is’t for yourself too?’ she inquired.

‘It's very important for me, Menie,
that it should sell,” he replied. I
have worked very hard at this picture,
harder than I ever did in my life; and
it will be a severe disappointment if
I have no reward for my labor. Be-
sides, I want money— badly.’

Menie looked up in his face sorrow-
fully. Was it possible, she asked
herself, that a gentleman could want
money badly?

‘Then Menie, I like this picture,’

the artist continued: ‘I think it’s the

best thing I've done, by along way;
aud if people don’t care for it, I'll be
very aptto become despondent, and
to fear that I have mistaken my vo-
cation, and can never earn my living

| as a paiuter.

These words sank into the child’s
heart, and she went home with a new

‘anxiety clouding her youthful face.

That evening Mrs. Brown became
worse than she had ever been. There
nor food in the
liouse, and the sick woman was in a
state of extreme exhaustion. Menie
crept into bed beside her mother, and,
putting her arm round her, wept bit-
terly. ‘Oh,” she thonght, ‘if the pic-
ture were only sold!” Then, when her
sobs ceased, and she was just falling
asivep, she was aroused by her moth-
er's voice in earnest prayer.

Meuie had often heard her mother
pray; but it was always for epiritual
blessings expressed in set theological
phrase. Ou this occasion it was re-
lief from a definite earthly care for
which she prayed, and that with an
intense fervour which startled the
child.

‘Oh, if it be Thy will, keep
from the workhouse!’ was the
woman's oft-repeated petition.

me
poor

‘Eh,

'Menie,” said Mrs. Brown, the follow-

ing day, ‘I feel real ill: I maun hae
something to eat. Look
anythin’ in the kist we could pawn.’

Now that the sittings were over,
and Meuie no longer earned auny six-
peuces, Mrs. Brown and daughter had
become reduced to still greater priva-
tions than they had for some time ex-
perienced.

“There’s the big Bible,” replied Me-
nie, peering into the chest.

‘We couldna expect a blessing if
we pawned it,” returned Mrs. Brown,
shaking her head.

‘An, there’s the big-printed psalm-
book,” added Menie, holding up the
lid of the box, while she stretched
down into its capacious depths.

‘Bring me the psalm book,’ said
Mrs. Brown; ‘T dinua think it would
be a sin to pawn it, for I hae the
Psalms in the Bible. Here!
this an’ the psalm book, an’ see what
ye can get for for them;’ and, as Murs.

ding ring, and as she gave it her
child, said, ‘I'm sair pushed, or I
wouldoa part wi' this; but [y mar-
riage lines-is in the big Bible in the
kist, an’ if I was ta’en awa’ sudden,
before we got the ring back, ye maun
tell that the lines are there.’

Impressed with the earnestness of

ber mother's manner, Menie promised

ber go on an errand for her mother;
tor the landlady, now that the sittings
were over, claimed all her time, and

services were not

quite an equivalent
for the rent,

| stopping & moment at the window of

|servations to each other respecting the

if there's|

a printseller’s shop. As she lingered
there, two tlemen come up, and,
 looking in tﬁnwindow, made some ob-

engravings displayed there.
‘Ah, there’s a pretty thing,’ said
e, pointing to an engraving, the
subject of which was a little boy with
'a bird’s nest in his hand.
' Menie loocked at the picture, and
| became much interested in the young

1

' birds, with their open bills, and was

l

' who had not yet spoken say to bis
friend,

| ‘I observe
| tures,’

i ‘Yes, and of child-life particularly.
|

you are fond of life pic-

‘I never buy anything else.’

The blood rushed to Menie’s face,
jand her breath came fast, as she
| heard these words.

‘Please, sir;’ said she, looking up
| towards the gentleman who had ~spo-

ken first; but she was timid, and spoke

'in a low trembling voice, so that her
| words were not heard. ‘If ye please
' sir,” she said, a second time, ventur-
ing to give a gentle pull to the coat
of the gentleman.

Supposing some one to be robbin
him of his pocket-handkerchief, he
turned sharply round, and met the
earnest supplicating look of the child
with a kindly smile.

‘What is it my dear? a penny? he
inquired, putting his hand into his
pocket.

‘No, thank ye, sir,’ said Menie,
drawing back ber hand firmly, though
she suffered at the moment the sharp
| pangs of hunger.

‘What ! uot take a penny to buy
sweets !’

‘No, thank ye, sir; but, if ye please,
would ye like to buy a picter?

Now it happened that the gentle-
man was a Scotchman, who had been
twenty years in London, and Menie’s
dixlect was as music in his ears; so he
bent towards her as he said imitating
her tone.

Would I like to buy a picter? Have
you got one to sell, my dear?

‘No; but a gentleman that I know
has.’

‘What kind of picture is it?

‘A picter wi’ me in’t,” said Menie,
shyly.

‘Where is it? inquired the Scotch-
mau, whose name was Lander.

‘In the Academy,” was the reply; |
and it took both gentlemen very much
by surprise. -

‘Do you know the name of the art-
ist who painted i’ inquired Menie’s
countryman, reganding her curiously.

‘Ay, Mr. Hayward.’ |

studying the expression of the boy’s|
face, when she heard the gentleman |

g | gained the street, ‘I am going to buy

‘Hayward—Hayward—Do you know
him? inquired Mr. Lander of his|
rriend. |

I think I do remember the name,’ |
wasthe reply: ‘he is quite a young,
'man I think. Hehada picture in the |
| Academy last year: a scene on the

Devon—a very nice thing.’ +

‘What makes you so anxious tol
lhave_ the picture sold? inquired Mr.!
| Landor, turning to Menie.

‘I’'m to hae ten per cent. when it 8|
'sold, an” mother ’s very poor an’ very |
(ill,” was the reply, while Menie’s lip

quivered, and tears filled her eyes. |

And why wouldn’t you take the!
' penny I oflered you ?’

| she answered with a choking voice.
' *Well, my child,
| picture the flrst time I go to the A-
| cademy. But stop: when does it open?
| Aud the Scotchman, as he asked the |
| question, turued to his friend.

'see this picture at once?
‘I have no objection.’
| 8o, followed at some distance by
| Meuie, the two gentlemen went at

Mother’ll no let me take money,’ ]

I’'ll look at your !

pity she should see this.’
‘Xou are not looking at the picture,’
said Mr. Lander, turning to ie. -

‘I think awfu’ shame o' my bare
feet,” was the reply.

The Englishman laughed, and his
friend patted the child on the head.

“You have no occasion to be asham-
ed of your feet, my lassie,’ said he.

" ‘I'bad red stocking no very |
syne, an’ boots wi’ brass rings, bﬁ
badna them when my picter was
drawed.’

‘Puir bit bairnie!” said the Scotch-
man, in a tone of kindly interest.

It was 50 early when they entered
the Academy that there were few vis-
itors present, but now they began to
arrive, and as Menie was a very unus-
ual figure in such a place, she attract-
ed attention, and more than one indi-
vidual looked from the picture to the
child and smiled. 3

‘Come, my dear, you are becomin
the subject of observation,” said Mr.
Lander, and with these words the two
gentlemen and Menie proceeded to
leave the Academy; yet before he
quitted the building Mr. Lavder had
inquired and ascertained the price of
the picture.

‘Now my dear,” he said when they

your picture.’

‘Oh, are you though—really? eéried
Menie, scarcely able to credit such
good news.

‘Really, quite really,” said the gen-
tleman, smiling. -

‘I'm just awfu’ glad!” cried Menie,
highly excited. ‘Then I needn’t take
the psalm-book to the pawnbroker’s?
she asked.

‘My poor bairn, were you really on
your way to the pawnbroker’s? he in-
quired, ‘and with a psalm-bouk? Let
me see it.’

‘We couldna help it, sir, an’ we hae
the Psalms in the big Bible,” replied
Menie, holding out the book, and anx-
ious to clear her mother from all sus-
picion of disrespect to Holy Writ.

‘An interesting old-fashioned copy,
with a good morocco binding,” said
the gentleman, returning the psalm-
book. ‘No, my little girl, it would be
a thousand pities to pawn this. If the
artist accepts my offer, yon shall have
your percentage this very day. I sup-
pose you would like to know what I
intend w offer for the picture?

‘Yes, sir.’

‘A hundred guineas,’” said he, ‘the
price the artist asks.’

‘Guineas!’ said Menie, looking puz-
zled. ‘Is that littler than pounds?’

‘More.’

‘More! . Oh, what a lot o’ money
il be! and how much will Mr. Hay-
ward have all to hisself ?’

‘Ninety guineas,’ said he, watching
with considerable interest the chang-
ing expression on the little girl’s face;
then, observing that her eyes sparkled |
with joy when she heard this, he could
not refrain from remarking, ‘you seem
as much pleased with your friend’s re-
ward as with your own.’

‘It’s my opinion,” remarked the En-
glishman, laughing, ‘that this little
maiden ought also to get a haudsome
commission for selling the picture.’

‘Indeed she should,’” said his friend.
Then, turning to Meuie, he added, ‘I
wish to visit your mother, my dear,
and should like to see the artist.—
Which of them shall I ecall upon
first?

to take part in ‘the discussion, and
Menie put the four notes within the
leaves of the big Bible in the chest.

Then the artist laden
with delicacies for thm Menie
went out for coals, and made a good

fire,and gradually Mrs. Brown revived
and looking at the cheerful blaze she
bad not seen in her poor room for
many months, and at the bread, wine,
jelly, and cold fowl u the table,
raised her eyes and dévoutly gave
thanks to God. - ‘
How joyfully Menie sprang out of
bed the following morning to Jight the
fire! What a wonderful experience it
was to have wood and c.-.f:. and to
know that as soon as the kettle boiled
she could make a good breakfast! To
be able to go to the cupbourd and take
out everything neceseary for the meal,
and actually the remains of a cold
fowl, too, was a proceeding so extra-

g | ordinary that Menie could scarcely

believe in its reality.

After breakfast she ran eagerly to
the pawnbroker’s and brought home
as many of the articles as she could
carry. "

Among other things her own red
stockings, and boots with brass rings;
but to Menie’s great disappointment,
when she tried on the boots they were
found to be too small. There was no

time to fret over this, for there was a |

small table and two chairs to brin

Brown’s wedding gown, which was of
gue and silky texture, and a gorgeous
garment in Menie’s eyes. There was
her father’s silver watch too, and her
own little blue merino frock, with
short, puffed sleeves, aud a prett
work box lined with red leather, that
she had got asa prize at a sewing
school. So the child had a busy, hap-
py day in collecting all these treas-
ures together ugain. Then she clean-
ed the windows, swept the floor, and
brushed the grate, that the house
might be clean and fresh, and worthy
of the precious articles just redeemed.
With what eager haste she spread the
strip of carpet before her mother’s bed,
and set the little round table in the
window, with her work box upon it,
and hung up the silver watch on a
nail above the mantel piece, and then
spread a bright pateh-work quilt upon
hI:ar mother’sgbecl:'.a 3

‘Ob, mother, it’s bonny!’ she cried;
‘awfu’ bonny! Doesn’t the watch
make the house look grand? An’ isu’t
it a braw quilt?’

‘Eh, lassie, it's a braw thing that
there’s no a pawn ticket in the hoos,’
returned the mother, to whom in com-
mon with many of the frugal, indus-
trious Scotch, such a thing was a sigu
of degradation, and to obtain money
in this way indicated a fall in life as
keenly felt by this poor laundress as
18 the descent from wealth to strait-
ened means by the better born. 8
bitter had been the humiliation, apart
from the discomfort of her lot, that
Mrs. Brown had become depressed in
gpirits, scarcely caring to live. And
now it was net only the beef tea, which
Menie made so carefully, nor the jel-
ly, nor the wiue, which gave her new
life, but every time she looked at the
various articles restored to
customed places, she felt that an in-
tolerable burden had been removed,
and that life was pleasant after all.

‘Menie, we maunna forget to runder

| thanks to the Giver o’ ' good for His

Y |of Art, where she obtain

their ac- |

account a certain amount
ful affection not usually licited by

little girls from - men, '-'h.’
‘how delightful it wto walk with
'him in the fields, and to learn to look
&t the trees and flowers as the artist
'looked at them! Then the meanest
' weed which sprang up by the roadside
' became an object of lovi study, and
‘the youug green lnml:lg a common
|fern growing in the ditch, a mossy
stump in the wood—even the grass
‘they trod underfoot—were objects,
looked at as Mr. Hayward taught Me-
nie to regard them, full of

she had not dreamed of before.
luvigorated by country air and
good food, Mrs. Brown was soon res-
tored to health, and then Mr. Lander
procured for her a situation of trust,
for which her strict integrity rendered
her peculiarly suitable. Here she ‘
ceived good wa and was able to
send Menie to acE:;l. at which she re-
maived long enough to obtain  sound
English education, and some ecareful
 instruction in drawing.

Mr. Hayward's picture was so much
admired, thas if Mr, Lander had been
as fond of money as his countrymen
are said sometimes to be, he
have made a little fortune by the sale
’of it; but, thoagh on more than one

g occasion offered a sum immensely lar-
from the pawnbroker's, and Mrs. |

ger than that which he had paid, he
could not be induced to part with it.
As Menie’s early liking for art
deepened each year into an earnest
love, she was advised by Mr. Hay-
ward to attend the Kensington School
g0 much
l;;::;wicucy that in course of time she
me herself an exhibitor in that
very academy where she had first ap-
peared with bare feet.
o ————
President MacMahon has been
threatening to resign for a long time,
and beautiful Paris waked up on
Thursday's lovely ‘morning and }I,)ﬂlld
that it was an accomplished fact.—
Paris can stand it, and France will
survive. We have not taken la
stock in the Marshal-President. He
was bull-headed and Bourbonish to a
fault. He was simply intractible—
would neither lead nor be led. He
brought the last trouble about by re-
fusing to allow the Republican ma-
jority to control the army. The pros-
peet is that be will be succeeded by
M. Grevy.—Star.
—_————————
Franklin's Maxims.

Plough deep, while sluggards
and you shall have corn to sell and to
keep.

Pride is as loud as want, and a great
deal more saucy. _

Silks and Satins, ecarlets and vel-
vets, put out the kitchen fire.
Diligence is the mother of good
luck.
| Pride breakfasted with Plenty dined
| with Poverty, and supped with In-
famy.

Extravagance and improvidence
end at the prison door.

It is easier to build two chimneys
than to keep one in fuel.

What maintains one vice wounld
bring up two children.

He that goes borrowing, returns

sorrowing.

. Rather go to bed supperless than

—— ——

‘Mr. Hayward lives on the way to| mercies,” said the mother solemnly. rise in debt.

mother’s,” was the little girl’s eager|

‘reply. Then, turning to his friend,| in the most unlovked-for ways.
Mr. Landersaid, ‘excuse me, Blake, sure it's as strange a thing that a man

do. I must look after this poor wo-|
must buy this picture without a mo-l
ment’s delay,—though it’s a remarka-

bought it in avy case.’ i
‘You wouldn’t have given a hund-
red guineas for it though, unless there |

‘It’'s His pleasure to give help, whiles,
['m

should gie a hundred guineas for a

. man at onee; and, in order to help her| picter, as thut the ravens should hae
| ‘It's open to-day,’ was the reply, |
|~ ‘Then what do you say to goiug to .

ted Elijah’
‘But, mother,” urged Menie, jealous

' bly clever work and I should bave! for the honor of her friend, Mr. Hay-

ward, ‘I dinna think it's just the same
as the ravens aw’ Elijab: the picter
took a long time to paint, an® was ill

| once to ‘the Academy, and having had been a suffering countrywoman | to do, an’ it wouldua been right if he

' paid for her admission, suffered her

‘ ‘Oh, that’s very good—very good,
'indeed!” exclaimed the Scotchman.
. ‘Yes, it's very pretty,’ said his

o]
' lead them straight to the picture. J.

in the case.’ b e
‘Possibly not so readily, but I think |
it's quite worth the money.’ |
So the gentlemen shook hands and |
parted, and Menie led Mr. Lander to|

friend, critically examining the work; the artist’s house, and, leaving him at |

' commonly pleasing picture.’

Menie stood shyly by, pleased that
'her friend’s work was
'hopeful that a purchase might
- made; but never once
| re

'scarcely have

| foot of the
‘words, ‘I think shame.’

‘See,’ said the Englishman, looking | hesitation about taking it. Put the
| still gave her to understand that her | from the picture to the original, ‘she

has something of the same expression
at this moment, It seems too bad,

. Wihile these comments were made, |
Brown spoke, she pulled off her wed- !

 peiticoat, aund had been particularly |

10 remember this request, and ran happy in conveying the expression of{ ill,” said he, taking her apart, ‘requir- |
down stairs to beg Mrs. Smith to let | reluctant modesty, Painted at the iug

picture were Menie’s own |

!

tak’ ‘aud a capital likeness; really an un-| the door, ran home to tell her mother | Menie.

all that had happened.
Before evening Mr. Hayward called,

a sovereign into Menie’s hand, said: |
‘Here are twenty guineas, the ten|

the picture.’
‘I dinpna want sae much,” returned

bae a good deal to yoursel’”’ !

‘My dear child, your mother’s very

nouritg food, if not medml at-
tendance, and this money is honestly
earuved by you. There need be ne

notes away carefully,and I'll take
the sovereign and go out for some wine

badna got a lot o’ money.’

‘Na, ua, Meoie, gie the honour to
the Lord; it's his doin’ this help that
has come to us, no man's.’

‘But was 't no the Lord that made
Mr. Hayward awfu’ clever?” asked

As Mrs. Brown did not clearly see
the use of artists any more than she

' and putting four five-pound notes and | saw the otility of flies and spiders, she
praised, and' i
be i
glancing at the | per ceut. I promised you and ten gui- | ble, she selected, and reverently read

presentation of her own pretty little neas for your active services in selling | aloud, such
(figure. Had she done so, it would ,

gratified her to see a'

'quotation from herself, for the artist Menie earnestly, ‘I would like ye to| for ever.’
'bhad . represented her pulling up her|

could make vo reply to this argument
but, bidding Menie bring the big Bi-

as, “The needy
shall not always be forgoiten; the ex-
pectation of the poor shall not perish

Mrs. Brown gai
that she was soon able to gu into the
country, and great was Menie's delight
to renew her acquaintance with but-
tercups and dagu. to pluck the fra-
grant hawthorn from the green
and to discover a bird's vest full of
iender, tiny neatli which she re-
garded with iutense interest.

Menie

strength o fast

N S Rt
. South Carolina Jute,

There is now on exhibition in the
|counting rooms of the Charleston
 News and Courier n superior article
| of Jute, raised by Mr. John Jenkins.
It bas been compared with that im-

ported from IDIE:. snd  fonnd to be
glossier and silkier. Mr. Jenkins on-
ly planted for seed this year, only
| stripping a few stalks for exhibition,
but next year be will cultivate the
' crop as a regular business. Excellent
jute has been raised as high up as
Abbeville, and will take its place by
the side of rice and cotton.

In view of the back pension grab
law the Weslern and Southern mem-

bers of the House are in favor of re-
storing the incowe tax. This
cause New York 1o be lost 0
Democrats, say members from
State. In order to catch some
they lose the most important
Apother example of the
busicombe legislation.

| and other things.’
Famished thongh she was, Menie,

One day Mr.
4 of the
| as she }valked along, could not resist |

a visit, for, bﬂdﬂu.m m

child for her own sake, he conuected

"t i ibiti i ) ward and Menie
KINSTON, N. C. doesn't it, to make an exhibition of| While Mr. Hay a

the little maiden’s modesty? It's a|couversdll, Mrs. Brown lay too feeble




