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Is Life
Worth Living?

That dopt—nrh upon the
Liver. If the Liver is
inactive the whole gys.
tem is out of order—ths
breath is bad, digestion
poor, head rlullﬁrarhlnw |
energy and hc.ncfulne
gone, the spirit is de-
pressed, o heav welght
exists after eating, with
general despondency and
the blues.  The Liver is
the housckeeper of the
health; and a harmless,
gimple remedy that acts
like Nature, does not
constipate afterwards or
Tequire constant taking,
does not interfere \ulh
business or pleasure dur-
iny its nse, makes Sim-
mons Liver Regulator a
medieal pe riection.
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llNEMII.lIﬂN LADIES

ARE: DAILY RECOMMENDING
118 Apswsranee SHOE

It expands across the |
Ball and Joints,
This makes it

The BEST FITTING, NICEST |
LOOKING, and MOST |
CONFORTABLE SHOE IN |
THE WORLD. |

PRICES, 82, $2.50, 83, $3.50.
CONSOLIDATED SHOECO.
Manufacturers,
Lynn, - -
Shoes made to measure.

Mass,

For Sule by
BIZZELL, SUCCS & CO .
Goldsboro. N.C.

—— e —— _——

Goldsboro Iron Works,

P. R. KING & SON, Provorietors,

Machinists

AND

Founders

DEALERS 1IN

All Kinds of Machinery.

,-{ = [ [nnlnw will receive our mos
careful sod prompt attention,  Sati<fee
tion gnsranteed and at prices to snit the
tmes.

P. R. KINC & SON.

Rand, Jdr.

W. L. DOUCLAS
53 SHOE CENTLEMEN.

And other speclalties for
Gentlemen, Ladles, Boys and
Miszes are the

Best in the World.

Son descriptive  advertise
{ ment which will pppear in
this paper.

Take no Substitute,
but insist on having W. L.
DOUGLAS SHOES, with
pame and price stampod on
bottom. Sold by

"om & Britt, Goldsboro-H.C-
We Take the Lead

We are now handling the very best

BEEF

thal has ever been brought to the eity

Best Quality and Lowest Prices,

MorToN, PORE AND SAUSAGE

Sqecezsors tao 0. L

Always on hand, We pay the highest
murket price {or cattle.

8. Cohn & Son,

(ite Yarket and O PO, Bml-ling

san Lo v orned 8t our XEW lne ofw "
Ym illy e worely
¥ i Tiek ‘ v
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MISUNDERSTOOD!

What inward pain we sometimes fes]
When wa hiave been misunderstoo 1.
How doth sffection’s warmth congeal
When ill intent's coin'd out of good?
How many biesding hiearts there ara
Whose zreates: bliss was doing good,
Yet for their love receiv'd a scar
From dearest frisnd—misunderstood!

When death hath olos'd the eyss of one
Whose heart beat ever for our good,
How sad to know their setting sun
Was dimm'd by us-—-misunderstood!
'Tis than wa fasl the pain ws gava
A parent, friend or nelghbor good,
And grisf o'srwhelms uslik2 a wave—
Too late! toa late—misunderstond!

Oh!oould we but lya c'er tha past,

And weave our web of life onca mora,
Glad rays of sunshine would be east

Where doubt and darkness reign’d before!
Hope is not ilead ! —the Presant lives!—

Let us redesm it as we should:
The flowers that's crush'd mors fragranea

gives

Than had it live
But One thare is who never fails

Toread the heart of man arizht,
Thongh: to:s'il on life's tempastuous gales,

God'will su-tain us by His might!
Let all our pims o life be pura—
—still eling to good;
¢hall bo sure,
Aund weshall then be—nnderstood!

—Jolin lmre, in the Scottish Canadian.

(ARDEN OF ROSES.

I—misunderstoo:

Moen myay misjal

Atlast the vietory

T was a settled thing
in the minds of the
villagers of Brace
bridge thatold Hel
loway was *‘all alone
in the world.” None

him,

and during the two
vears he had lived at

Bracebridge he bad

| never been absen!

from home for a day.

came to visit

« vears—for He was well
ynst the sixties—denied him recreation,
though m wet days he would oceasion.
ally put his mackintosh over his should.
ers and perch himself beside the pool—
for which Bracebridge was famous—and
patiently swatch the float for hours at a
[t iz probable, however, that had
it heen sunshine every day of the year
tish
enemy.

time.

would bave been minus
For the sunshine brought
children out to play. the sunshine

the one
the
al-
his
and wateh the growth of his
01 wet days he had neither chil-
flowers, so he went to the fish
for ¢onsolation.

Old Holloway had two sources of hap-
Ifis tiny cottage wns known as
Il you ever went to Brace-
bridze you would never dream of going
away without looking over the wicket
waic and inhaling the sweet perfume of
the old man's roses, They lined the
aravel pathway, for all the world like
as their owner passed be-
tween them to the porch, Rose trees
were evervwliere, and every single blos-
som was as familiar to him as the seals
on his wateh chain, and he patiently fol-
lowed the progress of each petal and the
unfelding of every bud with ss much
pride and care as he would that of the
arowth of his own child. Yes, the
finwers brought old Hollowsy happiness,

ut ke loved the children more. He
onee said that, when their tiny faces
were looking up at him and smiling,
they, were flowers. Every childin
sracebridee knew old Holloway. They
called him zrandfather. You never met
him in the lanes without a child hang-
ing to his hand or his coat tamls. Why,
the dear old fellow would make a point
of passing by the school just when the
children were coming Then he
wouild el taem play on the grass of his
curden.  Let them?  Nay, he would
plns with them, and his laughter seemed
v theirs, hi= shouts of merriment

iowed him to walk in the paths of
earden
roses.

dren nor

['IH’.‘F:.

Ruse Glen,

florn! sentries,

too,

out.

as free

as joyously innocent. Then when
the sun began  to edge  the hills
with wold and crimson, he would
merrily drive them out of his floral
domains, and watech them wave their

hands as they turned the pathway at the
fop of the hill which led to the village,
As he retraced his steps to the porch he
woulidl sometimes stand beside a tree of
roses—great  crimson  blossoms—more
beautifu!l than all the others. Their
color was richer than the sweetest of the
hlossoms on the neighboring bushes,
their perfume more fragrant. It grew
apurt from them, too, on the lawa. He
would look at the name on the wooden
tablet and read the simple word,
¢‘Marion.”"  That was the nafme lLe had
given to his favorite tree—*‘Marion;"
and murmuring the word he would enter
the house very quietly.

L

Oue evenlog the chiiren iiad all gone

—Le had bid them ‘‘goodby" as usaal.
He turned to enter the house. A whole
week had passed since he had examined
his favorite rose tree. Crossing the
arassy lawg he came to “Tae Marion."”
Oue of the great blostoms was droup-
ing, but just from the same green stalk
a fresh bud was shooting forth. The
old man took out his kaife and cut off
the faded Aower, He looked at the bud
thoughtfully, He seemed to read s story
among the roses—s story that went to
hin Tieart, He looked agalin at the dead
blossom {a his hand, Thea his eye
wandered toward the bud. He bumt
into tears, and quickly turned away.

“My daughter, my darling Marion!
I was cruel to send you away, very
cruel. A father's love for yon made me

think it impossible for even a husband
to love you as T did. ShallT ever see

vou dewd—dead as this once beauatiful
ilossom, which can never again help to
sweeten my days and brighten an old
man's life! Obh, come buck to life
azain, and bring yvour liftle one with
on.  Come —come —come!"

He entered the house weepingz.

tn the morning of the next day the
coildren were on their way to school.
hey always passed Rose Glen, and old
inmoway  wouid iovariably be at the
But this morning the children
scemed more excited thau usual; some-
thing had evidently happened, or was
thout to happen, which made their little
hiearts beat faster than ever. They had
stutted earlier than was their wont, for

somehow they had got to know that it
was ‘‘grandfather’s” birthday, and each
waated to be there first. Ob, on they
went, laughing, shouting and clapping
their hands in delight. What was there
to stop the happy ripple of their little
tongues! It would seem—nothing.
They were children—little children—
and were as free as the birds which were
singing in the trees and on the hedge-
rows about them. Bat, as they turned
tie road at the top of the hill which led
down to the home of the xoses, their

laughter became silent, and their lips
ceused to move. They gathered to-
gether in a bunch, not in affright, but
more in childish sympathy at the sight
before them. A woman sat on s grassy
mound. Her face was pale, her cheeks
pinched, her eyes looked as though they
had shed many tears; butyet how pretty
she was! She was dressed all in black
—there was crape on ber cloak and bon-
net. She held somethinz mufiied up in
her arms. The children looked and
guessed it was a baby. The woman
smiled and seemed to invite them to
come pear. Then one of the children
gave tlie woman some flowers, snd a
flush of happiness came into her poor,
wan face.

**Would you like to see my little boy?"
she asked. And all the children gath-
ered round while the mother drew aside
the scarfl from round her baby’s neck, so
that they might see it the better. It,
too, had tiny black bows on its little
hat.

“0Oh, how grandfather would love to
to see him!" cried one of the children.
“‘May we take him to grandfather? It's
his birthday to-day. It would make
him so happy."

“And who is grandfather?” she asked.

‘You don’t live here, do you?" ques-
tioned one of the youngsters.

¢No,"” the woman answered. “Iam
quite a stranger here. Bat why do you
ask?”

“Because you don’t know grandfa-
ther,” came the logical reply.

**Well tell me who he is.”

Then one of the children took the wo-
man by the hand and led her to the cor-
ner from whence the hill started towards
the spot where the roses grew. The
cottage was pointed out to her.

“That's Rose Glen,” the child said.

“Yes, I can smell the roses here. Oh,
the woman murmured,

sate,

how sweet,"
looking at the cottaze.

“That's where he lives,” the little one
went on.

“Yes,” said a child older than the
others, “*Mr. Holloway——"

The woman gave a wild scream,
almost made the children run
She had nearly
But she was her-

which
from ber in dismay.
fal'en to the ground.
sell again in & moment.
+0h! my children, my children,” she
cried, pitifully, **don’t turn from me—
don’t be frightened—don’t be alraid of
1 love you, every one. Come
pearer to me. Oh! come pearer to me.
That's right. 1 love you, every one. I
know—I know it is his birthday to-day.
Aund would he—would be love to see my

me!

little one, would it make him happy?
Do you think he would kiss it just as he
does you and give it a smile the same as
be gives you! Would he take it in his
arms like the tiniest of you#”

She had won the sympathy of the
ehildren about her and they all aried out .
“Yes, yes; let us take it ta him."

A wild gladness overspread her fage.
Her lips quivered, her eyes sparkled.
Some sudden resolve had come to her.
Bhe drew her hand nervously across her
eyes; then turning to the little ones
about her quiokly, she asked:

ttAnd if T let you take my ohild to
bim—what will you do!"”

They were quist for a moment. Then
the elder child, who had spoken before,
said:

“I will carry him ever so careful,
You can come, too."

“‘I can come, too,"” she murmured; “I
can come, too!”

Silently she placed her baby in the
little girl’s arms. The children troopel
down the hill toward the house, the
woman following them with hesitatiny
steps. The children had reacined the
cottage gate and the woman stayed out-
side, looking through the hedgerow aud
watching her little coe with aunxious
care. One of the children, carrying the
baby in her arms, crossed the lawn
toward old Holloway's favorite rose tree,
“Marion.” There was juit room for the
¢hild to stsnd beneath the great cover-
ing of green leaves and flowers. Then
the other children ran to the porch.
They cried out: “Graodfather! grand-
father! Many bappy returnsof the day!

many happy returns of the day!”
The old man beard their voices and

eame to the door. How those children
danced and shouted! They got hold of
both of his hands and his coat, and,
with merry laughter, pulled him across
the lawn to his favorite tree. Then every
little tongue became still, as though
waiting for him to speak. Ile looked
at the picture before him. There, be-
neush the coverof blossoms, stood a little
girl, looking up at him with a face lit
up with smiles. She held out to him a
baby. Scarcely knowing what he did
he took the child from ber arms into his
own, and covered its tiny face with
kisses. He looked round about him,
not knowing what to do or whither to
turn, but his lips were muttering one
name,

Again the children took hold of him
and pulled bim along the path toward
the wicket gate. They opened it, and the
woman was still standing there, her pale

<€ DUW TUsaed, ner once aim ey
orighter still.

““Marion! Marion!" the old man eried.
Ske fell on his shoulder, with her arms
about his neck. Just then the school
oell rung out, and away the children ran
up the hill, their voices shouting all the
way, “Many anpnv returns of the day,
’““'“‘“h“ many Lappy returns of the
lay!"

Tae old man, caressing the child as
e carrried it elose to his breast, with
s daaznter’s arms still clinging to his
neck, walked up the pathway. The bud
on the rose tree seemed to peep out
from all the other erimson blossoms.
They entered the house together.—
Strund Magazine.

I

Curisus Tricks of Memory.

One of the queerest freaks of the
memory is the trick—often enough
noted, for that matter—which some pea-
ple’s nemories bave of seeming to recill
only the things that the mind never
made auy effort to remember, and let-
ing go irrevocably all the things that the
mind did consciously attempt to store
up. Possibly the Listener has ouce be-
fore told the story of a friend ol his
whose occupation is more or less literary,
who ean remember bt one single piece
of poetry, and that was a piec: of dog-
gerel that his seat-mate in school once
learned! All the divioe verse that he
himself has often labored to cimmit is
gone forever; but this piecs of doggerel
which the other boy lahored to learo,
but probably totally forgot in & month
or a year, sticks fast in bis miod. Every-
body's memory has a teadency to hoald
fast to mistchiel and nonsense, and let
serious and important things go. How-
ever, this very charscteristic of the
memory is & thing that can be made use
of if we know how to do it. If we are
bright enough at the right time to take
in these useful things somewhsc¢ after
the easy and enjoyable fashion tha: we
take the agreeable nonsense, the chances
are that they will stick by us. —Boston
Traunscript,
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LADIES’ COLUMN.

THE RETURN OF ALPACA.

That wiry, ungraceful material is onece
more with us and promises to be consid-
ered very smart. It is very satisfuctory for
bathing gowns, a5 it holds much less
water than flaunel or serge and does not
flop sa dreadfully ahout one’s fizure, A
yery pretty bathing gown may be made
of gray alpaca, with a yoke and trim-
mings of white, Some very smart
bridesmaids’ frocks are basiog made of
pale pink slpaca in plain coat and skirl
fashion with double brensted waistooass
of white alpaca, With these white Leg.
bora bats trimmed with pink and black
ostrich feathers will be worn. A white
alpaca skirt and coat worn over a pale
green shirt is very chic-—Once-a-Week.

THE SPANISIH GIRL'S MANTA.

Though the manta is exceedingly be-
voming to evervhody, writes Fannie B.
Ward, from Valparaiso, Chile, it suits the
big black dyes of these Southern sisters
far better than the Saxon blue or uray.
It not only enhauces
but hides slovenly dyessing
fects of figure.
it makes an old woman look younger, a
skeleton forin appears reasonably plump,
a meal-bag-tied-in-the-middle shape al-
most slender, and renders a really hand-
some face perfectly irresistible. Some
‘of the mantas—of rich silk, covered ail
over with magnificent embroidery and
«d zed with real Spanish lace—cost from
#$200 to #¥1000. There are cheap @
varieties, all the way down to twenty
dollars; and the coarser grades, such as
are worn by servants and los pelres gen-
erally, can be hounght as low as §5,

and beauty,
and all de
Wihen proparly draned

arace

A MODEL

Edward Everett Hale says Mrs. George
Washington was a model housckeeper.
In a set of books kept expressly for that
-purpose Mrs. Washington made entry of
‘housekeeping duties accomplished from
day to day, and noted how she superin-
tended the preparing of the supply of
smoked meats for the plantation, how,
with her own hands, she cut out the
clothing of the slaves, and s0 on.  Let.
ters of Lady Washington’s daughter and
others testify that after the death of her
husband the hospitality of the Mount
Vernon home was kept up.

The statement that the room in which
General Washington died was shut up
just as he left it and that in the presence
of others, at least, his wife never entered
it again, is, perhaps, true.

The custom of keeping a room closed
for two years after a death Las occurred
in it is a very common one in the South-
ern States.—New York Press.

HOUSEKEEPER.

FASHION NOTES.
Crimson and red are passe,

Many women are wesring bracelets
above the elbow. The style is rather ef-
fective with Empire gowns.
¢ The clinging skirt is now the rage, all
narrow effects which diminish the width
of the hips being/sought after.

Three rows of inch-wide black satin
ribbon set half an inch apart from each
other round‘the skirt are a little newer
than the silk ruches.

There have been ifur capes, cloth capes
and lace capes, but the newest cape is a
creation of feathers, [t 13 a decided
novelty, and.reaches just below the
shoulders.

Sashes just now are of two styles,
either very nartow, only u ribbon foldea
round the bottom of the basque and tied
at the back, or of soft silk folded very
widely round the waistland fastened with

an enormous rosette at the leftside.
Plat-val lace is one of the most dura-

ble and manszeable members of the lace
family and launders admirably. Iough-
iron it, then with slightly damp fingzrs
pull they lace from selvage to edge,
and all offthe figuresywill come out in
fine style.

An evenimg dress recently worn by a
pronounced‘brunette was of lemon-yel-
low velvet. There was no other color
visible in thelentire costume, which was
severely plain and without trimming.
Even the plaiting of chiffon about the
half-low corsage wasjol thesame tint as
the dress.

Low shoes are extremely comfortable
and pretty tor the house, but will weary
the wearer almost beyond endurances
when worn for long walks or much
standing about.  Many ladies do not
know why they feel so worn out.  Let
thew try French-kid boots which are
perfectly easy, and note the diference.

Velvet nbbon and piece velvet is used
wil the thinuest materials,

velvet corselets and deep wvelvet cuffs,
velvet trimming at the bot'om of the
skirts, velvet girdles or belts, and se-on
interminably.  Butterfly knots are a
favorite ribbon trimming, also four-
looped rosette bows, the windmill bow,
and the big flat scarf bow,

The old-fashioned dismond jewelry
looks absurdly ponderous for present-
day wear, and ladies of haut ton are
finding that they must either have the
family jewsls resst or not wear themn at
all, Tiaraa sre not so much wora as
they were a short time ago. Few women
look weli {n a coronet, handsome though
it is, Combs or pins are much more be.

coming.
—_—— e
Hew Words Change.

Long ago, when a certain article made
of sturgeons' bladders came into use in
England, it was koown by its Dutch
name **huizenblas,” that is, *fsturgeon
bladder.” The tgrm was o meaningless
one to Enclish cars, and by some means
into the word
The

change was precisely like that whirk in

or other wits transfonned
which we all know, ‘icinglass.”
some qanrters has turned *‘asparagus”
into “sparrow grasst

In the manner the old word
“herfry,”
tower, was transformed into **beliry.”
It became the custom to hang bells in
such towers, and by common consent a
change of spelling followed.

What 18 the derivation of the word
sisteelvard i Most readers would reply
without hesitntion taat it must bave been
invented as the name of a certsin famil-
iar instrument for weighing, an instru-
ment made of steel, and about three
feet in lengih.

In point of fact, however, the word
meant in the beginning nothing but the
yard, or court in London, where tne
continental traders sold their steel. In
this yard, of course, there was somo
kind of balanee ior weighing the metal
—a steel yard balance.

Language is full of such cases.** Blind-
fold" has nothing to do with the act of
folding something over the eyes, butis
“blindfelled” or struck blind? *‘Bat-
tery” has no connection with butter, but
is, or was, a *‘bottlery,” a place for bot-
tles.

A “‘blunderbuss” was not an awkward
or inefficient weapon, but on the con-
tary was so terrtble as to be called a
“‘dondeebus,” that is to say a *‘thunder-
box" or *‘thunder barrel.” The advance
in the art of war is happily—or unhsp-
pily—typified by the fact that a weapon
onee so terrible has become an object of
ridicule. 'Will the world ever find our
present iron clads and mortars nothing
but things to laugh at?—Chambers’s
Journal.

Where the Coad is the Heaviest.

it depends on the kind of road
whether the load should be heavier on
the fore or hind wheels of a wagon. On
a smooth road the heaviest part of the
load should be toward the front, but
when the road is soft or rough it should
be on the hind wheels. The larger the
wheelsthe easier a load is lifted over the
rough spots or the stones on a road,
because the leverage of the spokes,
which are longer in a wide wheel, raises
the weight with more case. There is no
lifting of the load on a smooth, level
road, but a sliding motion of the box of
the wheel on the axle, And the smoother
the wheel works on the axle the lichter
when the wheel

same
which meant simply a walch

18 the drauplt, Jut

comes to s stone or & hill;, or works in
midd in which it sivks, the load must be
litted bodily over the obstructiva.—New
York Times,

.Thmml

BAKING
POWDER

Absolutely Pure.

A creamm of tartar beking powder.
Higlest of all in leavening stremgth.—
Latest . 8. Gorernment Food Report.

Roval Bawive Powper Co., 16Wall 8t X, ¥.




