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”('J:-o and see the New Styles for
' hrg:‘t&ock. the best cut and

The
best the lowest of any
S st

110 EING STREET,

ALEXANDRIA, VA

Our Btock is now in and never was
wmore complete
in every respect than at
at present.

Almost every durable style of

BOOTS & SHOES

LADIES',
GENTS',

MISSES,
and CHILDREN’'S wear can be found
in our store.

Aund as for prices and quality they
cannot be beat.

We can convince you that you will
save money if you buy your

BCOTS and SHOES

from us.

The Best Line of Ladies’, Misses’
and Children’s Boots and Shoes exhib-
ited for years, examine the quality and

PA'Q Stock of heavy Boots and
8hoes suitable for Farmers and Plaut-

ers.
Our Best French Kip Boots, wafer

COUNTRY MERCHANTS
will find it to their advantage to ex-
amine our stock from which equally
m selections can be made at prices

will compare fuvorubly with those
of the Northern cities.

W. B. WADDEY.

Sept. 25, 1879.

WM. R. MOORE. JNO. ¥. MUDD.
W. H MOORE & CO.
GROCERS AND
COMMISSIONMERCHANTS
No. 105 Soutk Charles Street,

BALTIMORE.

Particular attention given to inspectionand
sale of TOBACCO, the saleof Grain and all
kinds of Country Produce.

Peb 13, 1879—tf.

BONEAT ¥ ENOX, CHARLES N. LARNERR,
lats of Alezandria, Va. Washington, D. C.

ROBT. F. KNOX & CO.,

Commission Merchants,
905 LOUISIANA AVENUE,
(mear the Market)
WASHINGTON, D. C.

Consiganments of FLOUR, BUTTER,
EGGS and all kinds of COUNTRY
PRODUCE received, quickly disposed of, and

m:. t weekly 'b‘llv spply.
LIVE-STOCK A SPECIALITY.
Sept 11, 18791y,

Walk in and Exzamine ||pecta

[7HEN you come to Leonardtown, don’t fail
w o vu’l:‘l- and examine ll:.-liun-:u'o
fine and assortment of

MillinorY,

which she kas purchased in New York and
Bal ,dd':“-ammh.un

the New York rk-
Ladies and culﬁ-a: HATS and BONNETS

John Wesley's Chapel and Grave.

The cable last evening announced the
mt:l burning on Sunday night of the
s chapel of John Wesley in Lon-

don. The fire entirely destroyed one
of the wings, irreparably injured the
more recent frescoes of the main ceil-
ing and weakened the original roof.
The cable despatch accurately speaks
of the ““Wesleyan Chapel in City Road.”
American visitors (o London who look
up the antiquities of Methodism are of-
ten shown another ‘“Wesleyan chapel”
in Kentish town to the north of the faa-
land Station, another near Lincoln’s Inn
Fields, another in Ishngton near the
Agricultural Hall, nd one near the ex-
treme East End o/ London in East In-
dia Roud. These chapels are all more
pretentious in architecture and decora-
tions than the little modest building on
City Road, ite to the entrance of
the Bunhill Fields Burying Ground and
between Finsbury Square and the Gre-
cian Theatre. It stands about a hun-
dred feet back from the street and is of
a simple and utterly unambitious ug-
pearance. It is fronted by a church-
yard of about seventy-five feet square,
through which runs a broad walk. In

LA

alro has a chuichyard of no
jons in the rear. It can
be reached by the omnibuses which run
between the Angel at Islington and the
Bank of England, or by tram-cars from
M te street and London Wall, or
by ot omnibuses that run past the
Langham th Portland Place, Eus-
ton, Pentonville and the City Road
down to the Bank of England. The
chapel was finished in 1778. The cor-
ner-stone was laid the year before by
John Wesley himself, and in it was in-
serted a brass plate inscribed with his
name. Upon that occasion Southey
tells us that Wesley said : *'Probably
this plate -will be seen no more by an
human eve, but will remain there till
:’l:: u;d the worhl thereof are
ot up.” In thisc , exceptin
when trrnlling. John mcy pn.::e
during twelve successive years. The
Bible which be used 1s still there: and
it appears from the cable despatch that
his onq‘iul pulpit was uninjured by the
fire. The great apostle of Methodi~m
himsell was buried March 2, 1791, in a
veult in the churchyard, within a few
feet of the street frontage. Over the
vault is seen by every passer-by a plan
square white marble monument, sur-
mounted by a shaft which rises toa
m’nt. and ther only about twelve
t high. It bears his name and all
the dates, and also inscrip-
tions 1n memory of his mother and his
brother Charles, the ‘“‘sweet singer,’”
whose remains, however, rest in the
Buehill Fields Burying Ground immne-
diately opposite. Into this chapel, ac-
cording to Wesley’s last request, bis
body was earried in a plain coffin after
being shrouded in plain woollen cloth.
Over the shroud were put his gown,
cassock and band. On hi> head rested
the familiar clerical cap. In one band
a Bible was claspad and in the other a
white handkerchief—such as he had al-

chapel the remains reposed one whole
day and were visited by such immense
crowds that it was deemed best—in ex-
ion of the crowds which
might come the next day—to have the

remains interred at daybreak the ensu-

morning. This was done in stnct
:‘udneo with the dying directions of
Joha W “Letme without

thousand cart-loads of

from the charnel of old St. Pavl’s.”
Several years ago the i

was out in walks, with
sh and flowers and furmshed
with seats, and it is always thronged

0 portions
famods Wesleyan chapel will be speed-
ily repaired ’nd restored. But the
mighty company of the Methodists
throughout the world wili rejoice that the
old monument house of their faith and
the chapel of John Wesley's latter days
has escaped the calamity of a total des-
truction.

General Jackson's Shrewdness.

The Cleveland Plaindealer in a se-
ries ol reminiscences relating to ‘Old
Hickory,” gives the lollowing as hav-
ing never before ;:'nmd in priat:
Another of Judge Philips stories rela-
ted to the war with the Uhited States
bank. Gen. Jack=on had many friends
in Tennessee who d with him
on the bank question. They did not
want the deposits removed, and t
to reach the general through a friehd of
his, a Presbyterian pastor of Nashville,
and to thus persuade him to change his
course. They found that the preacher
was in -ynrlhy with them, and easily

rsuaded him to make the attempt.

e went to Washington at their request
and called the President.

General Jackson received him with

iality, told hi 'bﬂc&

AN :

the White House his home, and had his

trunk brought up to the executive man-
sion.

The good pastor meanwhile sought to
introduce his mission to the Prexident,
and took occasion to do so when the

neral was taking his afternoon smoke.

e commenced by commserating the
President in general terms on the per-
plexities and anneyances of his position,
on the condicts with oppo-ition and the
differences among Inends, and firally
wound up'by asking the general what
it was that gave him the most trouble,
e ing, of course, that he would re-

y that it was his conflict with the Un-
ited States bank.

Mr. Jackson very gravely informed
him that he was indeed very much
troubled about one matter—so much =0
that it often kept him awake at nights,
and he had long contemplated whether
or not he could not put oil upon the
troubled wauters—and here he paused.

The good brother, who, meanwhile,
had been rubbing his hands and show-
ing deep interest, anxious to bring the
matter to a close, asked bluntly what
this trouble was.

Jackson answered in a serio comic
tone : *‘It 1s the divisions in the Presby-
ternan church.”

This was during the time of the con-
test between the old and new school
Presbyterians. General Jackson had
evidently understood his visitor from
the first. The conversation after the
above remark came to a close very soon,
and the next day the preacher left
Washington for Tennessee.

A BenevorLenT Jupnce.—~There is a
venerable snd benevolent judge in one
of the Parish tribunsls who at the mo-
ment of passing sentence on a
consults his assessors on each side of
bim as to the penalty proper to be in-

ways cirried in the pulpit. Within the | flicted

“What ought we to give this rascal,
brother ?”* he says, bnz'ng over to the
assessor on the t.

I should say three years.

**What is your opinion, brother?”’ to
the assessor on the

I should give him about four years.”

ThelJ , withbenevolence : *Pris-
:::..d“'.' bunhmrnhn

term imprisonment, as | should

have done were I leit to myself, I have
cuullod:{lun«lbntbmod-hll
take their adsice. Seven years.”

89 A perplexed German, who had

made a yodh,ud'."bud

us

ness which appeared when tryng it

o,th candidate, vo-
Oleiy.M“b coat is goot.

u“t:-'lt of de coat. De poy is

f
of selfishness on
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thief, or a bigamist, or

I'd get back at them with a card in the

Redville Wary headed, *“Another
Lie Nailed!” I'd send s marked copy
couutry.

to every leadi r in the
Did eh o

“Yes, and I was di
they never nid
to me nei.tl Ii:n'h Y bept
more was, alt
and Cabinet advised of everything that
accurred, I never got the slightest sym-
pathy from any of them. I wasan Ad-
ministration man, too, and I thought it
was blamed singular.”

“Did they notice you at all »

“Not .dat all, sir, -mn I ::.elce-
ted, and the boys Ii . re in
the main umt.b:’;:d nn;..ded me, and
I spoke for six hours in open air as
to my future course on the tariff and
finances, the New York papers merely
said that ‘a Mr. Gun been elected
by a small majority’—my name being
&nely, as you know."”

“That was hard.”

“Well, 1 put that all down to envy
and malice, and [ started for Washio
ton. I expected that at least the Speak-
er of the House and a committee ap-
pointed by the Senate would be down
at the depot to welcome me to the Cap-
i..l ”

“Did they do s0?”

overcoat half off, rimmed 2 hack,
and robbed me, with the md and assis-
tance of a hotel clerk, who then gave
me a dark room on the top floor, and
asked the first week’s board in advance;
said it was the rule of the house with
Arkansas members.”’

*“The impudent rascal.”

“That's what I thought. Well, the
next morning I got away from the bed-
bugs as well as I could and went up to
the White House to see if the President
would like to stroil down to the House
to introduce me and see me sworn in.
I sent up my card, and in an hour or
two some secretary or other sent back
word that the President was at break-
fast and couldn’t be bothered.”

“Well, I was just dumbfounded.
However, I went 50'0 to the Capitol
and told the Sergeant-at-Arms to go 10
and announce to the members that I
had arnved. ‘That’s devilish good, that
is,” and rushed off. T expected that, of
course, the members wonltl“‘ come crowd-
ing up to congratulate me say some-
tln‘ngp like, ** Magnificent speech of
yours, that Jast one, Gonley! Beat
‘em by forty-eight votes, too, old fel-
low!”" And then mebbe, they'd give
me three cheers and all that sort of
thing."”’

“And did they ?"

“No, sir; I may wnever stir if
they didn’t give me a back seat in the
cloak-room until my name was called,
and a doorkeeper fired me out into the
corridor twice under the inruu’nn
that 1 was a lobbyist. Well, aiter I
had been put on the Joint Committee
on Spittons and Window Washing, and
spent a couple of  trying to

i great lour-hour speech
g kA el that
::Q. mn .{‘ check: p‘:ﬁd took all
out of me for .
“What was that ;’. ;

«Well, | was taking s dfivedut to the
Soldiers’ Home one sfternoon, with
three other members, when s light bug-

went by like a streak of greased
trotter driven by a soi-

emn man in a rusty plog bat,
who was ‘a cigar y-

m-:dl terrier on the seatl with his

.ml. n‘..r"‘.h'” w
my companions, great
“t’rau in 2.20. He's s retiling good
*pm.bdp.tlib!"

“Did you notice that dog *’ ssid an-
other. “‘Best bred in town; tail no
u“""r' than a rat’s: iefernal fine dog.

As I bad nothing eise to
ally inquired who the driver

“Why, that's the President,” said
one of with a yawn. . “By Jove!
how I'd like to have one ofthose >

“That settled it. ['ve been as meek
and sad as a car-horse pulling a picoic
ever since.”'—San

. 1 casu-

She was very beautiful, snd many
had t tit a great sacrifice when
she married @ man as old as her father,
yet in her sweet humility she only
prayed to be worthy of the love be-
stowed u her.

A low knock at the door aroused her,
and rising to her feet she answered the
summons.

Upon the threshold stood a woman,
a few years older than herself, who led
by the hand a handsome boy who had
seen two summers oaly.

The woman was poorly dressed, in a
shabby morning suit, but the child wore
dainty white garments.

“Did you wish t¢ see me?”” Mrs.
Hepworth asked, smiling upon the
child.

“May I come n ?"’ was the woman’s
question 1n return.

““Certainly. You look tired.”

The stranger accepted a chawr and
looked sadly around the room.

“Everything is altered,” she said in
2 mournful voice. ‘‘Perhaps | had bet-
ter stayed away. Mrs. Hepworth, you
have heard of Clarice Manderson "’

“I have not,”’ was the reply. “Iam

almost a stranger here. We have been
traveling ever since | was married, un-
til a few months ago.”
“And you never heard of me ?"’ said
&n 4 ri-in? in her
. ‘errand fereé is indeed
hopeless. If, in his new happiness as
your husband, my father never even
spoke my narme, it is useless to hope he
will forgive me.”

“Your father? Mr. Hepworth your
father? He told me he had lost his
only daughter.”

“Not that | was dead; I was lost to
him by my owa disobedience. You
love my father "

Just a smile, proud, happy and ten-
der, answered her.

“Then you will understand me,’’ said
Clarice, “when | tell you | loved my
husband better than father, home or
duty. Father would not hear of our
marnage, and sternly forbade me to
speak to Lucien Manderson, assuring
me that he was a fortune hunter, a
gambler, and uoworthy of my love. 1|
would not believe this. To me he was
the noblest and best of men, and for him
I left all to fly secretly trom home and
father. I have been bitterly punished.
When the letter imploring forgiveness
wes returned to me by my father,
with a few briefl words casting me from
his heart and love, my husband proved
what 1 had so fondly d was false.
He had married the only child and pre-
sumed heiress of Hepworth, the mil-
lionaire, and found himself burdened
with a penniless wife. I spare you the
history of four years of married musery
that tollowed. Then my husband and
eldest child died of contagious fever.—
Three months later, on the very day
this boy was bor]n, I heaer: of my fath-
er’s marriage. | returned here, hopin
tor pardon, but the house was shut up‘.
When you came, I determined to make
one more effort for forgiveness, hoping
you would plead for me. Think if he
was an outcast from his father’s love,
sorrowing and penitent, and begging
of a stranger gilt of his birth-
’i‘u m

“It my prayer will keep you here,
Clarice, you shall not leave your fath-
er's house again. Mr. Hepworth s in
the library, and I will speak to him ot
once.”

She waited 2 moment” to. bathe the
traces of tears from her face, and came
in, smiling, to the anxious group.

“Cheer up, Clarice,” she said brave-
ly. ‘““What is your little boy’s name ?"

“Stephen. It wasthe name of my
brother who died. My first child was
called after my father.”

“Stephen,” said Mrs. worth,
opening her arms, ‘‘come here, ing,
and kiss your grandmother.”

The child at once to the love-

ly grandmother, kissing her again and

again.

Putting him into his mother's arms
the young wile lifted ber own baby from
its cradle and left the room.

In the darkly-furnished library Mr.
Hepworth was leaning back in his arm-

A light step aroused him from his
reverie and his wife stood before him.

Over her morning dress of delicate
rose color, that svited well her fresh
young beauty, fell the white robes

| of the infant she carried with

pride of motherhood. .

“Does not your office include the

E;wer of pardon ?"’ she asked, her sweet
e paling with earnestness.
“In & limited it does,” he re-

plied, “but, dear one, I shouldn’t like
it to be known that I had shown clem-
ency to a cniminal upon your solicita-
tion. You would be constantly annoyed
by the loving relatives of scamps trying
to move me to pity through your inter-
cession.”

“But this is nota case of roguery,
Haroid, only a true penitent; one who
erred in extreme youth, was led from
a path of duty by a love as warm and
true as our own, but mistaken. Oh,
dear husband, do you not know for
whom I would plead? Cannot you
guess for whom | would beg ?"

“Clarice?'’ he asked, hoarsely. “Who
has told you of her:?”’

“*She has come herselfl to seek your
forgiveness.”

“She is Lere?"”

“Yes. You will forgive her. For
the sake of you own boy, Harold, let
this be a home for her and Stephen.”

+Stephen !" he cried, starting.

“Her son. Her husband is dead.—
She is widowed, poor and lonely. Let
her return to your home and your love,
Harold.”

There was a moment of silence, and
the mother softly carried the strong,
right hand of her busband in her own
uutil it rested upon the head of the
babe in her arms.

He looked down and said :

“Lwill grant ?nur birthday wish,
Meta. Take me fo Clarice.”

With a tender, loviiig kiss upon the
hand that still rested upon her child’s
head, Meta led the way back to her
own pretty sitting room, where Clarice
awaited the result of her errand.

She waited, with fast throbbing heart
and trembling lips, for the words that
were to give her sorrowing lonely heart
peace and rest, or the stern mandate
that would close the doors of home upon
her and her boy forever.

Her gratitude could never fail, she
felt sure, for the beautiful woman who
had s> undertaken the office of med:-
ator on her behalf, and the tears rolled
down her cheeks as she thought of the
unselfishness of her stepmother.

As she heard the steps coming across
the wide ball toward the room where
she was seated, her agitation became
too great for.ratient waiting, and she
stood up hol ia‘ her child by the hand,
heg breath coming in quick, panting
sobs, her eyes dilated with suspense,
and her whole figure quivering with
intense emotion.

It was this eager, flushed face that
met the father's eye as he opened the
door—the face of the child to whom he
had given the entire strength of his love
for years.

He forgot her waywardness, her dis-
obedience and the six years ot ab-
sence.

He remembered that she was bis only
daughter, the child of his dead Cla-
rice, and he opened his arms, with a
smile that carried love and forgiveness
to the sore heart.

There was a cry of :

“Father, dear, dear father!”

And they were folded fast in each
aother’s arms while Meta drew wonder-
ing Stephen into an inumer room and
closed the door.

It was not long that Stephen was
withbheld from his grandfather's kiss,
for father and daughter alike turned to
the gentle influence that had united
them once more.

The gossips are divided in their opin-
1oas as to the exaet amount of hatred
andjealousy existing between the young
wile at the great house, but it would be
quite beyond the power of their narrow
minds to understand such true sisterly
love as exists between Clarence Man-
derson and Hepworth's second wife.

§3-Judge V. of this state has a rich
vem of humor running through his or-
dinary dignified demeanor. Counsellor
H. was arguing before him, recently, a
case of domestic nfelicity. Said the
attorney: “Separating the apartments
of my chent and this lady wax a cartain
from ceiling to floor; certainly there
was nothing out of the way in that.”

“No,” replied His Honor; “and not|
much in the way, either.”’—Biddeford

Minature.

§3 This country is no sooner saved

by an election than the politicians go

into training to save it again. What

le want is a country that can be
salted dowa to keep awhile.

NO. 17

Distincurswep Guests.—Two plamn-
”M::"‘W‘
yesterday, wi irs to
ahhlo:dcnd ﬁu:‘Sennl-v'f&
ers and the were present,
but pud little to the vis:tors.
When the dinner arrived the men be-
‘General,” remarked cue, ‘I was very
wwﬂb%w
“Yes, the demonstration was magni-
ficent, but [ don’ believe that the

or should have advised me so ialy
not to 2 third term. li the Ame-
rican want me to be President

n iuml’uryﬂ_“l

of these rece;
‘I tell you, Mr. Evarts, I am actually

tired. I m'l;t-? it. Now jostso
soon as the ootthat [ am
here there will hke a3 circus

K:ocnuo- I think the best plan will-
for us to slip over to Hot Springs on
to-morrow's train. By the way, Mr.
Evarts, this is an excellent restaurant.
If I am elected again itis my idea to
establish a restaurant in the While
House. Just give it o some ope you
know.’

‘Genersl, don't
could run it well ?
an nndertone.

‘Just what [ was thinking about; and
these waiters, I think would adorn
it

‘I say general, I don’t see how we
can keep down an ovation here. We'd
better let things take their own course.’

‘Yes [ think so.’

About this time they had finished
eating. The restaurant man had been
paying close attention to the co.versa.
tion, and when the men arose and start-
ed out without having paid for the meal
the ‘harsh’ man advanced and asked:

“This is General Grant, I believe ?"

‘Why, [ knew the people would dis-
cover my identity.’

‘And this Secretary Evarts ¢’

‘Well,” said Mr. Evarts, ‘1 must con-
fess that you have dropped on us.’

‘General,’ said the restaurant man, ‘I
was in your army.’

‘AhY

‘Yes, sir; and | am delighted to see
you. Don’t you remember we were
all digging a big ditch near Vicksburg?

‘Perfectly well.’

‘Don’t you remember one rainy Fri-
day afternoon when a man walked into
your tent and handed you two boxes of
cigars '

‘I remember it as though it had only
been yesterday,’ said the general, ‘and
since | have scanued your leatures a
little more closely, it strikes me that
you are the man.’

‘Yes, sir | am the man. But there 19
one feature, general, that you have for-
gotten. I was a sutler, and you haven’t

aid me for them cigars yet. And now
ifyou don’t hand over $20 Il have
you jamed in the city prison along with
Fatty McGinnis, Jack Ross or any one
who happens to be there. Pony up.

‘I guess [ had better pay for this din-
ner,’ said the secretary, taking out two
50 cent pieces, along with alot of pecans
and shoestrings.

“That’s all right,’ remarked the res-
taurant man, receiving the money.—
‘I'll let you off with the $20.’

They went out. and late in the even-
ing, when one of them was taken from
the sidewalk, where he lay stretched
out, he had lost his official air.

you thick this man
said Mr. Evarts in

Wuo ARe AMERICAN ARISTOCRATS.
—Twenty years this one made can-
dles, that one sold candles and buiter,
another butchered, a fourth carried-on
distillery, another was a2 contractor op
canals, others were merchants and me-
chanics. They are acquainted with
both ends of society, and their children
will be after them, though it will not
do to say so out loud. For oflen you
find these toiling worms hatch bwtter-
flies—and they live about a year. Death
brings a division of property, and it
brings new financiers. The old gent s
discharged, the young gent takes reve-
pues azd begins to travel—towards pov-
erty, which be reaches before death, or
his children do if he does not, so that,
in fact, though there is a sort of moneyed
rank, it is not hereditary; it 1s accessi-
ble to all. ‘The father grubs and grows
rich; bis children strut and use the
money. The children in turn inherit
pride and goshiftless to pover!{. Next
their children, reinvigorated { fresh
plebian blood and by the smell of the
clod, come up azain. Thus society,
like a tree, draws its sap from the earth,
changes it into seed and blossoms,
spreads them around in great glory,

Js them, to fall to the earth again,
to mingle with the soil, and at length
to reappear io new dress and fresh gar-
niture.

$3-A bndal couple from Washoe Val-
| ley at breakfast conversed as follows :
—He—"Shall 1 sk your pertater,

honey 7’ “No, thank you, dearie, |
| have one already skun.”’—Virginis
| Chronicle.

!
|
!
!

§9As many women learn to know
their busbande, they wish they had
learned to ““No” them when they were
‘ only sweethearts.

| 0% You never see a woman button
' anything that she can pis and you nev-

er see 2 man pin anything that he can
! te with astring.

3 .'wm;i::m T T Bk s ?
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