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PRICE ONE DOLLAR PER YEAR, INVARIABLY IN ADVANCE.
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Supscriners wnose papers har]'e

ever this paragraph will know
that their time has expired and
that if not renewed within thirty

days their names will be stricken
from the list.

WILLIANS HOUSE,
I. G. wmx.nn::;ppmtor.

Watches, Clocks & J éwalw.

Having had 19 years’
Lm ared to do all kinds of Wateh and Cloclt

ng at short notice. All work gnarantee
1% months. = Also dealer In and repailrer of

Cuns and Pistols.

ey

Photograph Gallery

Over my store, where I am prepared to fill all or
ders for Cards, Cabinets and other sized pictures
ot short notice. Give me a caill. matin

WM. E MOUNTAIN,

GROCERIES,
Sugars, Coffees, Flour, &c.
WINES, WHISKIES, GINS,

TOBACCO, CICARS.

fom tr

WINDSOR, N. C.

JNO. W. WOOD,
Attorney and Counselor af Law.

LEWISTON, N. C.

Practices In Bertie and adjoining counties.
nd ém

F. D. WINSTON. W. L. WILLIAMS,

WINSTON & WILLIAMS,
Attorneys & Counselors at Law.

Practice in Bertle and adjoining counties.

WINDSOR, N. C. felsttn

D. C. WINSTON,
Attorney at Law

WINDSOR, N.C.

Practices in Bertle and adjoining countles.
fel8 tfn

R. C. BAZEMORE,

DEALER IN

Ory Goods, Netions, Clething,

BOOTS AND SHOES,

Hats and Caps,
DRUGS,

Hardware, Tinware,
Queenswars and Groceries.

_Agent for the best SBewing AMachine in the
et.

reduced on &'] goods for cash.
ighest nmowlm for peanuts.
1il days—M ys, Wednesdays and Eltnrd?l.
Meal kept at the store and given in exchaege for

eorn.
WINDSOR, N.C.

TONSORIAL ARTIST,
 W.H.LEICH

Has recently had his shop xg.oa np hﬂam
style for the convemience ‘pRtrons. javing,
bair cutting and shampooing done in the mosi
srtistic manner. Will be at shop from 7:830 te

J. 2. SHALLWOOD, I D
Hancock Hotel,

LEWISTON, N. C.
: Juls-ly

AMERICAN HOUSE,

J. R, MOODY, Prop.

o
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it down,

Belld Ring Never Tyilce the Same,

Do not think that yonder bell, :
Hung responsive in the tower,

‘Minds not whether funeral knell

Or a happy marriage hour
It shall next with peal proclaim— .
‘Bells ring never twice the same.

Never twice the same bud blows,
Though the plant may blossom oft}

When the wind dies no one knows
If it sinks or soars aloft—

Or if yet the new breeze may,

Be the breath of yesterday.

Yonder grow the apple-trees, |
One blooms pink and one blooms white;

. There in May the honey-bees

Hum a chorus of delight;

On the blossoms of past years.

And when youth departs, none dream
They can find it; yet they go

Searching up and down the stream,
By the paths they used to know,

Through the meadow, up the hill—
Their lost youth evades them still,

Breezes come to greet each day,
‘Bells ring glad and mournful strains,
Apple-trees bloom still in May—
Only this sad fact remains;
Our lost youth, its flowers, its chimes,
‘Were the sweets of other times.
—[Mary A. Mason in Frank Leslie’s.

e

LITTLE WHITE STONES.

It was in a lonely little fishing ham-
let that poor little Ruth was born, on
a night when a storm raged along the
coast.and made sad havoc amongst the
shipping near the shore; on a night
when more than one great steamer
was wrecked at sea, and -on the night
when her father’s little fishing-smack
went down with all on board—all men
of her kindred—father, ‘ grandfather
and uncle. The old .grandmother
knew the worst, as she held the new-
born babe upon her knee before the
drift-wood fire. The mother never
knew; at dawn her soul had passed
away, and the old woman of seventy
and the babe of seven houms were
alone left of the family that had filled
the little ‘cabin the day before. A
happy, healthy, loud-voiced lot they
had been, and a strange silence settled
down upon the place where they had
been. The old woman could not even
weep.
“I’m too frightened!” she said, in a
trembling voice, and shaking like an
aspen—she who had been firm of step
and loud-spoken as the youngest, a
few days back. <1 suppose I must
have been left to mind the child.
Maybe I'll live to be terrible old—
nipety or a hundred. It's awful to
think of! Awful! Awfull”

But she did live, and the child
throve. She had the cabin and a boat.
The hire of the boat was about all she
depended on. Somebody planted her
little garden. Neighbors sent im little
gifts of food. Some fisherman always
had her dinner in his basket. And
after a while, the baby, with its
cunning ways, its creeping, its walk-
ing, its first little babbling words,
gave her an interest in hife.

The baby changed into a little girl,
flaxen-haired, blue-eyed and rosy.
The grandmother was still the tremb-
ling creature with terror in her pale
old eyes that that awful night had left
her, but she grew no older. She was
never ill, and she loved little Ruthy
with a love approaching idolatry.

By and by, Ruathy began to make
friends of her own age. When
the sloop he sailed in was in port; Jack
Parker, the cabin-boy of the Dancing
Jennie, was nearly always with her.
Little parties of boys and girls used to
play upon the sand, or sail about the
shore, or catch crabs and pull the little
shell-fish from the rocks.

Before they were more than children
Ruth and Jack loved each other dear-
ly, and when she was fifteen he had
asked her whether she would be his
wife when he had wages enongh to

he sailed next time. He had given
her a little blue-bead ring, and she had
cut off alock of her flaxen hair and
wrapped it in her only bit of ribbon,
which he wore next his heart through-
out the voyage. _

Once when he came home he brought
| ber another present.

- «Nothing much,” he said; ¢‘only
some little white stomes that I found
| in some oysters I was opening for the
| captain’s mess. I said they are pretty
and Ruth will like them.”

longer a little girl; and at HE
Dancing Jennie went upon & long

voyage- than usunal, and time
without news of her. '

very ill and soon died, and Ruth was
left alone. A few debts had been con-
tracted, aud at all events & girl conld
not live alone, and should be in the

way of earning something, people
said.

init. What with her grief for her

grandmother and her anxiety about
But no bees one sees o hears .i — J.ﬁqﬁsﬁ!“ﬂ%&!‘; L 'l dl‘n'tgh;m
neighbors, that “now she must go to

| born, and the eight day clock that had

marry on, and she had promised before |

Rath thought them beantiful, and
‘made a littlé blue silk bag to keep
,m"]:- m 'in. * She ‘had & few protty

Rutl’s old grandmother was taken

The cottage was to be sold with al

service,” and she asked for the vacant
place at Captain Bright's and got it
After the funeral she sat in the little
cottage, and watched the sale at suc.
tion of the poor old woman's pots and
pans, big feather-beds and old wood-
stove, of the long settle that had stood
in the chimney-place since she was

ticked out every moment of her life.
Then when the house was empty she
took her little carpet-bag with her few
clothes, a black paper silhouette of her
mother when a girl, and the little bag
of old blue silk in which she kept
Jack's last gift—the pretty white
stones, and went to her new master’s
home as sad a little maid as ever
crossed a stranger’s threshold.

She had no time for sighing In the
captain’s brand-new red brick dwell-
ing. She washed the dishes and pol-
ished the spoons, and waited on the
door and the table, and carried the
big baby about, and blacked the cap-
tain’s boots, and at nfght climbed to
her garret-room and sobbed herself to
sleep, thinking of young Jack lost at
sea and the old grandmother lying in
the little church-yard. No one cared
for her tears now-—no one knew of
thems The boy who wonld have
kissed them away, the old dame to
whom she had ever been a darling
child who must be soothed snd
watched over, were both gone, and
80 the autumn wore away. Winter
came and Christmas-tide was near.
«“Go to the store, Rath, and tell
them to get me ten pounds of raisins
and five pounds of currants and a
pound of citrom,” said Mrs. Bright
one evening, just before dark. ‘‘Ran,
Rath, or the store will be shut and old
Simon away home. 1 must begin my
pudding. It is Christmas-tve and a
pudding is nothing without stlbring—
nothing at all, and tell them I shall
want a little keg of lard the first thing
in the morning, for the erullers and to
send it by Sam, for you will be basy
enongh without running errands, 1
like things fresh. I'll not make my
crullers days before, as some do.
Now, run like wild, Rath. I don™t
see how I forgot I hadn't the fruit;
and be back as quick as you can.”
Ruth obeyed. Her light feet took
her down to old Simon’s store in the
shortest possible space of time. She
had given her order, and had the fruit
in her basket, and was harrying to-
ward the door, when some one opened
it end burst in.
¢“News! News!”™ he cried. “News!
The Dolphin is just in, and brings
three men picked up at sea on the
wreck of the Dancing Jennie, all that
were left of the crew—Captain Parker,
old Sam Gill and young Jack Parker.
There’s very little left of thewn. They
were starving to death, and nearly
frozen. They’re just skeletons. Nob
a man of them can stand on his fees;
but they're alive, and dootor says
they'll get well. Mrs. Parker is al-
most crazy with joy! Oid Gils
daughter, too! As for little Jack
Parker, he hasn't any kin, as far as

we know; but the boys’ll give him a
welcome.” i
Old Simon’s store was empty in s

twinkling. The loungers hurried up
‘the road toward the dock, but before
them flew a little figure that seemed to
have wings. It was Ruth. She had
forgotten all about the basket of fruit
which she had thrown from bher into
the road without knowing it. Raisins
sud currants lay scattered in the dit,

‘eyes turned toward her, and a little

the captain of the Dalphin, kindly.
I never knew Juck had any one.”
his swoetheart, sir,” said

m than any Kin—T guess Decsase we
are to marry esch other somse time.”

said the old man.
hadn™ met that wreck when she did,
“those three souls wonid be in heéaven
this day, or I'm no ssilor.”

kissed it, and thanked him and Heaven
silemtly.

eriel Mrs. Bright, standing »t the
door, as Rath approached the eaptain’s

home.

carrants; where's your hat, and, good
gracious! your shoes?™

ammwered Ruth, amidst

sallor now,” sald Rath. “Oh, Mrs

bat with Jack. She would lose ber
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| throat alirink to this?  Oh! yes,
it was Jack, for the big brown
b of “Rathy” faded on bis pailid

“Are you kin of his, lass™ ssked

“You came near missing it, Jase ™
“If the Dotphin

Then Ruthy took his hand and
“Where on earth have you been?™
«“Where's the ralsins and the

“On, I don’t know, Mrs. Bright”
her ftears,
‘Jack has got home-—Jack Parker."
“The cabin-boy of the Danciug Jen-
nie?’ sald Mra. Bright.

*He used to be a cabin-boy; be's a

Bright, if you could see him 1™
“I see him, indeed!™ cried Mra

Bright. *“And so because & cabin-
boy or & common sallor before the
mast has come home, you've forgotien
Captain Bright's puddiag. Its my
belief that's mutiny |”

With which exposition of maritime
law, Mrs. Captain Bright boxed ber
poor little maid-servant’s ears, and
sent her off to bed, without a candle.
It was a Christmas-day, and Rath

place for it, but she could not stay
away. He could talk to her a little,
and he said over and over again that
if he had but the means to buy a lttle
place that he could farm, he would
leave her no more. But that could
not be. They were too poor. She
must go to a service place, he 10 sea,
for no one knew how long.

It was on a bed in the infirmary of
the poor-house that he lay. The other
two men had gone to their homes, but
he had nome to go to. But It seemed
to him that after all fals wms
kind. When be grew well he would
work hard to rise. Ruth was it to be
a caplain’s lady.

Poor little Rath! Her bundie was
put away in a cupboard hard by. Mrs,
Bright in her wrath had bade ber
“take it and go.” DBat Rath, too, bad
a hopeful heart, and certsinly might
find a kinder mistress.
“] can't even give you a Christmes
present, Ruth,” sald Jack. I have
your hair over my heart now. It
would have gone down with me.”

“Ard I bave your little ring and
those pretty stones,” sald Rath

«““What stones?” ssked Jack.

“Those you found in the oysters,”™
said Ruth; *a bhandful. Deona't you
remember ?”

1 had forgotten,” sald Jack, ]
comes back to me mow. Rath, do you
know, 1 believe they are pearis 1
have seen some since, and they are
found in such shells™ .

Ruth ran to the closet and got out
her bundle and the two were looking
at them, when the doctor made his
rounds.

© «Pearls, of conrse,” he said; +and,

present. These pearls are worth a
little fortane.”

localities than in others to bring
up to the pi
tion. Jt do

Jack, there are not mavy men in this
place able to make such a Christmas

It nadoubtedly costs more h:‘

age for egg produc-

for la the 409 437 holdings of jess Lhan
Afty acres in the whole cosatry, omly
85,740 are owned by ihe occcuplers
When we remember that theds farmers
pay & rental of from tweaty to thirty-
fve doliars per scre for this Jand §
wems (peredible that (hey easn Mve and
support thelr familles
It must be remembered, too, that
much of this land has been ander rui-
tivation for over ome thousand years.
Muoch more of It was bog and waste
lsad four handred years ago. I s
an axiowm with the BEaglish that the
farmer mekes Ms soll. This s the | 50 real danger, will in e
secret of his ability to live under such | PAuil. Lot the bores see thet ihe
ETOW: pour o8 many scres becanse it .
might be & maxim with ue thet the | Beve the confilesce fhat Be
farmer wastes his soil.—[ Westers | Bnows all shout and will
Rgockman and Caltivator. and be will get over this
el For the fasll of
FYOR CANED UDDER.

Take one-haif piut of aqua ammo-
uia, one piot of sofl water, one or lwe
teaspoons of spirits of turpentice, one
and one-half tesspoons of fald extract

log: Abdoyand oot wa o
vicious in the same way; In
anse the view la malaly &
the vies of those by whom b
troided. )
The “mervooe™ Doree otarts
cutomed potss, wes In & Pliee
paper or & shedow an
lacks cliber cournge,
both. 1f there le & laek of be
thee owi] cmanct be remedied
of education, Kinduewm i
and aa cpporianity o ene that

work of them. The citron was trod- |
deni under foot. Rutl’s lJittle black

It seemed too good to be true, bul
true it was, nevertheless. The doctor
wrote to the proper persons, and »
Jeweler came from New York o ex

y . 1 _.,_::_ A NES L
Ao wei AME SapiER'Y WEES KIS v aw

| feeble shadows of three men; wh

Vrighe aal

‘and so she came to the old houss by |,

| When it comes to »
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aminé the pearls, pronounced thewm | ™EDE &2 soon »
ack, or serving for Hath; and the | feed bay
the little farm Became o | plealy of wal
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