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RICHARD MAUZY,
Editor and Proprietor.

RATES OF SUBSCRIPTION,

The subscription price of the SPECTATOR is
$2.00 A YEAR,
STRICTLY IN ADVANCE.

Wh ents are not made strictly in
nd?..nce 'Fﬁgﬁum will be charged. y

Any onesending us PIVE new subscribers
-nﬁn, v’ﬂl:eounueopy of the paper for one
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PROFESSIONAL DIRECTORY.

MEADE F. WHITE.
HITE & GOBDORXT LAW
ATTORNEYS-AT g AUNTON, VA.
COURTS.—Augusta and adjoining oomtlt‘l&el.
Federal Court at Harrisonburg, Court :21 ~ tp
peals of Virginia, at Staunton. feb2l-

L S. SMELTZER,
TTOR: -AT-LAW,
i ATTORNEY-AT STAUNTON, VA

Office in Stout Building, Court-house Alley

. RICHARDSON.
(3.A B TTORNEY-AT-LAW,
STAUNTONX, VA,
Special attention given to the ocollection of
¢ laims, and prompt returns made.

CouRTs—Augusta and Rockingham,
OFFICE—No. 2 Law Building.

WM. A. HUDSON.
UDSON & PATRICK,
ATTORNEYS-AT-LAW,
STAUNTON, VA.,
Will practice in the Courts of Augusta and
adjoining counties, Special attention gsld to
collections. febl2-tf

J. B. TUURKEE, H. 8T. GEO. TUCKER.

Lexi Y, VB Staunton, Va.

TUC ER & TUCKE
ATTORNEYS-AT-LAW,

Will practic” ) & ae S

STAUNTON, VA,
adjot mlmm the Court
oln CL R 7108, 80

A. C. GORDON.
&

oct?
WM. PATRICK.

iy the,

of Augusta and the
t Courts of Rockbridge. g
¥. MATHEWS.

H, :. nmx.v: ALEX,
Y G L
regularly in tha Co e
in th2 Courts of Greenbrier,
fores Foiodad snd Mishol soutlion W
) , AN .
) for the Dhtﬂ&’d W. Va,
A cular attention paid to Collections |

nd to special cases anywhere in their State,
may 17—1y

RANSON
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,
STAUNTONR, VaA.
services in the County
of Augusta, and in the Hus-
tings Court and the Court of Appeals held in
Staunton., Will also prosecute claims else-
where through legal correspondents in this and
sther States. may 80—l1y.

RESTON A BAYLOR,
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,

Ana Solicitor in Chancery, STAUNTON, VA.,
aractices in all the Courts of Augusta and ad-
oining counties.

OFFICE—The same formerly occupied by his
tather, Col. Geo. Baylor, dec’d, on Augusta st.,
pppusite the Court-house, no 21

W"ll. M. MecALLISTER,
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,
Courts—Alleghany,
Wb

WARM SPRINGS, VA.
Bath and Highland, Va.,
nd Pocahontas, t Virginia.
4%-Special attention given to collection of
claims aTI’ proceeds promptly aecounted for,

dec 23—
DR.
DENTIST,
MAIN STREET, STAUNTON, VA,
UFFICE:—Over Turner & Harman’s Grocery
tore, dec 21—tf

JAMES JOHINSTON,

I. 0. ELDER. WM. J. NELSON.
LDER & NELSON
ATTORNEYS-AT-LAW,
and Real Estate Agents,
STAUNTON,

Va.

may b

TAILORING.
——e
J A. HUTCHESON,
. MERCHANT TAILOR,

109 E. Main St., Staunton, Va.

I desire to call the attention of my friends
snd the publie to the fact that I have just re-
reived a most beautiful line of—

DRESS GOODS
FOR SPRING AND SUMMER WEAR.
am prepared to furnish Gentlemen’s suits, of
he very best materials, made up in the latest
tyles aud in the most workmanlike manner
t low prices, and satisfaction guaranteed.
180 keep a full line of Gents’ Furnishi:

Goods. &3 Give me a call before making
Your purchases. Respectfuily
octl4-tf J. A. HUTCHESON.

B. GRAVES,

‘Fashionable Tailor,

No. 103 E. Main St., Up Stairs, opposite
the Staunton Opera House.
is prepared togive the same satisfaction in all
work a8 in former times.
Special Attention Paid to Cutting.
Work done outside of shop. Cutting and re-

ssiring done in best manner and on short no-
ice. 43 TERMS CASH. & au27-tf

MEBCHANT TAILORING
HEADQUARTERS,

¥. McNAMARA,
No. 10 NEw ST.,
STAUNTON, VA.
My Merchant Tailoring Establishment has
ust been fitted up with a new and fine assort-
ment of
Suitings, Cloths, Cassimeres, &e.,
FOR FALL AND WINTER,
of the latest styles and best manufacture.
&3~ Perfect fits guaranteed and orders prompt-

ly executed.
Call and examine goods and prices. jy2-tf

M.

= STAUNTON, VA., TUESDAY, APRIL 8, 1884.

DRUGS AND MEDICINES.

NEW ENTERPRISE.

WALDO M. ALLEN & BRO.

having lately purchased the drug establish-
ment of LOGAN, TYREE & MARTIN,

No. |86 East Main Street,

where everythiniggpenalnin to the business
will be K IN STOCK at the

Lowest Prices.

No trouble will be spared to make our estab-
lishment convenient to all either by DAY or

PRESERIPTIONS

will be promptly filled and carefully com-
unded

HEADS OF THE ESTABUSHMENT

As to our ability, those wbo have been our
customers at the old house of Berkeley, Allen

Co., can testify.

We earnestly ask your patronage, and assure
one and all that nothing will be left undone
that will contribute to the comfort of our cus-
tomers,

Respectfully,
WALDO M. ALLEN & BRO.

P, 8.—

WILL ROT EXPLODE.

We have for sale the
WHITE WATER
FIRE-TEST OIL.

The best in the market. Calland examine be-
fore buying elsewhere. sepls-tf

RNEY'S

BLALTH RESTORLE.

THE wonderful cuyres effected by this now well-
known remedy, not only in our private practice
at home, but throughout the United States, has
drawn the attention of the medical profession to its
use throughout the land, In Chronic Rheumatism
and Acute Gout, Jaundice, Bilious disorders and
Liver Complaint, *Pimples and Eruptions on the face,
Erysipelas, Dropsical Troubles, Painful and difficult
Menstruation, Nervous or Sick Headache, Costiveness
or Constipation, Milk Lelf' Scald Head, Skin Dis-
eases, Ulcers and Boils, Kidney and Urinary weak-
ness, Female weaknesses and Tetter affections,

A large proportion of the CHrONIC AND OBSTINATR
Diseases that afflict MANKIND have their origia in
an impure state of the BLoop and a depraved condi-
tion of the Laver, and poi the very fc in of
Life; and no better remedy can be used than
lHealth Restorer. SixeLe BorTie will
prcduce such a change of feeling as often to AstgNisH
the SurrErer. Be Apvisepand giveita trial. ArLL
DRUGGISTS AND STOREKEEPERS sell it.

SL.CO PER BOTITIE.
PreEPARED By
DR. D. FAHRNEY & SON,
HAGERSTOWN., MD.
aprl0 '83-1y

TUTT’S
PILLS

TORPID BOWELS,
DISORDERED LIVER,
and MALARIA.

From these sources arise three-fourths of
the diseases of the human race. These
symptoms indicate their existence : Loss of
Appetite, Bowels costive, Sick Head-
-&e, fullness after eati s aversion to
exertion of body or mind, Eructation
of food, Irritability of temper, Low
spirits, A fee of having neglected

MARBLE WORKS.
ALLEY MARBLE

WO
STAUNTON, VA,

ti‘i“' People of Augusta and the Valley coun-
8 :

Keep your money at Home is to prosper
Send itaway is to become hnpovorluggd'
Everything is at very

ing Monuments,
and Foot Stones, as low

traveling agent, or an

anything to the contrary,
till you come and see.

J. C. MARQUIS,
my Ca
of Designs of the Wonderful White Brongze
Monumentsand Head Stones. an27-tf

LIVERY STABLES.

UMMER ARRANGEMENT.
THE BEST LIVERY IN THE STATE.

AMERICAN HOTEL

2 == Livery Stables.
8. T. THORNBURG,................ Proprietor.

Having refitted my stables and added a num-
ber of fine horses and vehicles to my stock, I
am prepared to accommodate the summer
trayel in the most elegant and handsome style
at reasonable prices.

&~ Hunting, Fishing and Pleasure Parties
generally will be supplied with any kind ot
vehicle desired, at low prices.

I irespectfully invite my former customers
and the public generally to give me a call,

Satisfaction guaranteed.

mayi8S-tf 8. T. THORNBURG.

ARTHUR JERRAM,

Successor to

ROBERT HILL,

Jr.,

Manufacturer and Bottler of

GINGER ALE,

Temaoxmn Sodsm,
AND

SARSAPARILLA.

Bottled Beer & Porter

ALWAYS IN 8TOCK.
NEW STREET,

oct23 '83-1y Staunton, Va,

THE BLATCHLEY
PUMP!
BUY THE BEST.

BLATCHLEY'S
TRIPLE ENAMEL

PORCELQEN-LINEIJ

SEAMLESS TUBE
- COPPER-LINED

C.G. BLATCHLEY . Manuf'r,

268 MARKEY 37, Philaa s

feb26-6m |

low prices, and 1 am sell-
Head

for cash as any local or

Marble dealer in the Uni-
ted States. Don’t believe

logue

Fluttering at the
»
Hurt.,)':g'. before the eyes, highly col-
ored Urine, CONSTIPATION, and de-
mand the use of & remedy that acts direc
onthe Liver. AsaLiver medicine TUTT"
au.ud“ hl? S‘k‘l’ .ismal Their action on H]m
yS an n SO prompt; remov
STt e S S
- P a
tite, sound , regular stools, a clear
skinand a vigorous body.. TUTT’S PILLS
0ause no nausea or griping nor interfere
with daily work and are a perfect

rt
ANTIDOTE TO MALARIA

«I have had sin, with Constipa-
Ve »
m:wom.md agetriedundlﬁumt
of pils, and TUTT’S_are the first
that bave done me any gowd. Ther hgvg
cleened me out nicely. My lp‘pe'hto »
srlendid, food digests readily, and I now
have natural passages., I feel like a new
map. * W.D. EDWARDS, Palmyra, O.
Bold everywhere,25¢. Office,44 Murray 8t.,N.Y.
e T e o

TUTT'S HAIR DYE,

GRAY HAIR OR WHISKERS changed in-
stantly to a GLOSSY BLACK by & single ap.
plication of this DYE. Sold by Druggisty
or sent by express on receipt of §z.

Office, 44 Murray Street, New York.
TUTT'S MANUAL OF USEFUL RECEIPTS FREE

aug7-ly

POETRY.

ME AND MY DOG.

My mother oft said to me, “Jamie, my boy,
There’s naebody better than Lizzle McCoy ;
She’s thrifty and thoughtful, affectionate, gay;
She has land of her ain, and she’s gold put
away.”

And still I made answer, “Let that notion
pass;

I never could marry sae homely a lass.”

But one summer night as I went throughithe
wheat,

W1’ Pepper, my collie dog, close at my feet,

(For seldom without him I care for a step,

And there’s few folks I like asI like little Pep),

I met Miss MeCoy out aione for & walk,

And so we forgathered and fell iuto talk.

Then I told her of Pep and Pep’s clever ways;
And she listened sae fain and sae pleased to
his praise ;

She patted his head, said he’d beautiful eyes,
She spoike of his color, his gait and his size,
Till T thought to myself, for a journey through
life,

Sueh a sensible girl wonld make & good wife.

I thought for a week ; then Pepper and I
Sauntered 'rouni by McCoy’s; I hardly knew
WhY|

Till I saw Lizzie standing sae trig and sae neat,
And she spake baith to Pep and his master sae
sweet,

I was fain 10 stay to supper; and what do you
taink ?

She gave to my doz baith a boae and a drink ?

After that we went reg’lar, Pepper and I,

And I’m sure that the clever wee co'lie knew
" why;

He would lick Lizzie’s hand and look up in my
1ace,

And I think it was Pepper that won me my
case;

For once, when he did £0, T found heart to say
The words that made Lizzle my ain from that
day.

Neighbors talked and ‘hey wondered, and
young Patty Grace,

Flung her bright golden ringlets a’maistin my
face ;

Some called Lizzie hamely, some said she was
old,

And some, I had wed her for silver and gold,
But Lizzie and [ have a bonnie hearthstone,
And Pepper is sure of his mat and his bone.

Thben lasses, tak tent if your lover you'd
pleass,

Be kind to his doz, and youa will win with ease;
And, lads, if in love, and the lassie’you find
Is kind to your doz, you may tell her your
mind.

But stil! just remember, what is equally true,
If she likes your dos ten to one she likes you.
P T RS

-

THE ONLY PUPIL.

Miss Elizebeth Hill was still a pretty lit-
tle woman, with nice hair and a tidy little
figure, when her father died.

One after the other her elder sisters had
married and left home; and Lizzie kept
house for her widowed father and forgot
the lapse of time.

The two ola servants considered her a
mera child, and she was always the young-
-est at the rare family reunions.
Her father had advised, praised and
scolded her as though she had been in her
teens to the last.

He was 80 old when he went quietly to

sleep for the last time, that people had
thought Elizabeth would be ‘‘prepared for
her 108s;”” but she was not, and afrer the
first grief and the shock of leaving the old
home, when the property was divided and
the house sold, she found that another
change had befallen her.
She was no longer Miss Lizzie. the
youngest daughter still at home, but a
middle-aged spinster living in a boarding
house.

Often when she had hurried up stairs
and shut the door of her roem she had
thought to herself that she could not en-
dure the condition of things much longer,
but, after all, she dreaded to make a
change.

She was exactli in the condition to jump
at anything which offered occupation and
interest, when the  postman one day
brought her a circular, gilt-edged and rose-
tinted, beariug these words:

Mr. Buckle re<pectfully desires to make
known to the public the fact that he is
about to re-open his ' classes in water-color
painting, English school, next Monday.
Terms most reasonable. Early application
desirable, as the number of pupils will be
limited. Studio, N0, —street.

It was an attractive looking card, and
as Miss Elizabeth read it an idea came into
her mind. Why should she not take les-
s0ons in water-color painting ?

She would enjoy the work. She could
afford it. It would pass the time. She

"jcould perhaps sketch from nature next

summer.

A Iittle thrill ran through her at this
thought.” She got her bonnet and mantil-
1a, her parasol and gloves, and taking the
card with her, hurried to make application
for a place in the class before it was too
late, for it was now Saturday afternoon.

She found the number easily. A large
buijlding with many rooms, and at the very
top of the house four engravers, a lady
‘‘designer on wood,” and Mr. Buckle’s
name on a neat door-plate.

Miss Elizabeth, quite breathless by this
time, applied her knuckles to the panels,
and after a little delay and some creaking
of boots on a bare floor, the door opened,
and a middle-aged gentleman, with a few

MY BABY USING

DR. FAHRNEY'S

=

TEETHING SYRUP.

T has never failed to give the most perfect satis-
faction. Thousands of mothers arep:sing it all
through the land, and all are pleased with its charm-
ing effects. It MAINTAINS THE Bapy’s HEALTH BY
KEEPING IT FREE FROM CoLIC AND Diarrn@A. Do
not stupefy your Baby with Opium or Morphia Mix-
tures, but use
Dr. Fahrney’s Teething Syrup,
which is always safe and reliable. It soothes and
. quiets the CriLp, ReLieves Painand InrLAMMATION
and gives SWEET, NATURAL SLEEP To BABES AND
Rrst 70 MoTHERS.  ALL DRUGGISTS AND MEDICINE
DeALers SELL 1T,

TWENTY-FIVE CENTS A BOTTLE.

REPARED By
DR. D. FAIIRINET <& SOXT,
HAGERSTOWN, MD,

aprl0 ’83-1y

—n-o Pain.

w ) Gives Relier at
Once. Therough
Treatment wiil

Care. Nota Liquid
or Snuff Apply
with Finger. Give

it a Trial.
50 cents at Druggists. 60 cents by roail regis-

tered. Send for circular,
ELY BROTHERS, Bruggists, Owego, N, Y.

WANTE D!

Energetic men to canvas this and adjeining
counties, for the sale of a Hlousehold
Article, Address—

JT.ock Box 72
Janls-Sm*

STAUNTON, VA.

gray hairs in his whiskers and a bald spot
on his head, appeared, with a palette on
his thumb and a brush in his hand, and
bowing politely, requested the lady to en-
te

T.

“Mr. Buckle?”’ Elizabeth asked with an
interrogative reflection.

The gentleman bowed again.

I received your card,”’ said Miss Eliza-
beth. “I should like to join your class, if
it is not full.”’

Tt is not full as yet, madam,” replied
Mr. Buckle, “and I should be delighted to
receive you as a pupil.”?

He opened a portfolio as he spoke.

“My work,”” he said; “perhaps you’d
like to look at it.”’

The portfolio was full of sketches in wat-
er color of English scenes, cattages, lanes,
old women gathering faggots, ladies walk-
ing in old parks.

They were not great, but they were very
good. Miss Elizabeth was delighted.

“‘How kind of you to take a class,”’” she
saxd,,, beaming. ‘“‘Such an artist as you
are

Mr. Buckle bowed again. He evidently
preferred bowing to speaking.

“I’m sure I've seen your pictures in the
Academy,”’ she said, ‘“and admired them.”’

Mr. Buckle blushed violently and bowed

in.
be:glow modest!”’ thought Miss Eliza-

She inquired his terms. ' They were very
reasonable. She paid it on the spot, receiv-
ed a little list of necessary papers, colors,
&c., and went away.

Sunday passed slowly, despite its three
ep'sodes of church-going. She awaited her
first lesson with much impatience

A last the hour came. She climbed the
stairs again, and entered the door of the
room on which the name of Bue¢kle appear-
ed. A long pine table and six eane- ottom
chairs, an easel, and some canvass and

American bammock was twisted into a

coil and hung over some pegs. ' A blankes

portiere hung over a rod within the door.

But there was no one there but Mr. Buckle.

“Am I too early?’ Elizabeth asked,

gi:pc’éng at her watch. I see I am the
.

“Oh o, indeed,” replied Mr. Buckle,

won’t wait for them.’’
He be,
Elizabeth was absotbed in her work. An
hour 0.

The lesson was over. No pupils had ar-
rived. .

“Ladies are seldom as prompt as you
are,” said Mr. Buckle. “‘Any time will do
to begin; any time. They delay. They
procrastinate. It’s a pity.”’

“It:is-surprising to me that they are not
more anxious to avail themselves of such
advantages,’” said Miss Elizabeth, hardly
able to tear herself away from the contem-
plation of the biue sky, with white clouds,
that had grown under her brush. I have
had a delightful lesson.”’

- Again she waited with impatience.
Again she climbed up the long stairs.
Again there.were no other pupils present.
Again none arrived.

Bat this time a brown roof grew under

?l::‘bkrush and gray branches lay against
Y.

The trunk of a tree was indicated, and

the figure of a child was carefully sketch-

ed amongst the blossoms, as yet only out-

lined inthe for: nd.

Miss Elizabeth trembled with pride and
happiness.

“You must find me very stupid,’”’ she
iaid. i “But dtgn”t you think I can learn if

apply m; 2

4’-’-: mmvm(h well,” said Mr.
Buckle; ‘‘more than well. You have tal-
ent, madam-—decided talent for art.”’

On her way home, Miss  Elizabeth
thought with rapture that perhaps a day
might come when she shonldp:pa'n a cata-
logue and see ‘‘Sunset,”’ or ‘‘Reverie®”’ or
*‘Moonlight Hours,’’ or some such roman-
tic title, among the list of pictures, follow-
ed l;{ the delightful words, “by Miss Eliz-
abeth Hill,”

The thought chased away the scruples
that troubled her as to the propriety of be-
ing the only scholar of a single gentleman;
and, then, he was so gentlemanly. He
never quite clcsed the door. - He sat at she
opposite side of the table., He was deco-
rum itself. And suchagenius! How fool-
ish of the other members of that limited
class not to avail themselves of such oppor-
tunities! The quarter was over and she
was beginning to wonder whether Mr.
Buckle would trouble himself to teach a
class of one for so small a sum. When
hurrying up stairs to her lesson she heard
voices within the door, and paused. Two
men were talking. One was Mv, Buckle.

“If you can but wait a little,”’ she heard
him say.

‘“Well, I have waited, haven’t 12" re-
plied the other voice. ‘I know you mean
well; but studios are in request. I can’t
let mine for nothing. You haven’t given
me one cent for two months, Mr. Buckle.”

““You see I’m jast establishing myself,”’
said Mr. Buckle; pupils come slowly. I
spent all I had in advertising and paying
the flrst month’s rent and buying such fur-
niture as I’ve got. I sleep in that ham-
mock, and take down the portiere for a
blanket; and so far I've got only one pupil.
It won’t do to starve. Ilive on a dollar a
week. Now where is the money for
1ent ?”’

“Don’t seem to be any,”’ replied the
landlord; that’s why I think maybe you’d
better move.”’

Ah well, T suppose I must, ’ said Mr.
Buckle.

“P’ll just give this lesson and hang my-
self, or something—not here, it would give
the place a bad name, you know, and
you’ve been most kind. Good morning.
Ah, no, don’t apologize; its all in the way
of business,’”” and then a large man in a
light overcoat bouavced out and nearly
overset Miss Elizabeth as he ran down
stairs.

She, for her part, went into the room all
tremulous with surprise and grief, and
could hardly utter her usual greeting.

She looked at Mr. Buckle as he laid out
thepattern, and tested the shade of the
color in her palette caps, thinking what a
fine, kind, pleasant face his was.

She noticed, too, that the braid that
bound his coat was worn out, and that his
knees were shiny.

Then he came around the table and for
the first time sat down beside her.

“I’m going to give up this studio, Miss
Hill,”” he said. *‘This ‘wil De our last
lesson. I'll give you the address of an ex-
cellent teacher who has vacancies. He's
a little dearer than I am, but ever so much
better’’

“Oh, that can’t bel’” said Miss Eliza-
beth.

“Qh, yes, indeed,’’ said Mr. Buckle. I'm
after all, only an amateur—a sort of im-
postor. I’m rather good at water-colors, I
know, but I’m not professional, unless
teaching you makes me so. I feel like tell-
ing you the truth.”

“I had a little fortune when I came here
and they told me I could treble it. I'm
sure I couldn’t say what I did, with that
object, but was told one day that I had
lost it all. ¢

“I’m not a business man, you know; and
then I thought I'd teach water colors: and
—well, you’ve been my only pupil, you
know, s0 I’ve got to say good-bye; and
there’s something else I’d like to tell you
—but you might be offended.’’

¢‘0Oh, no,” said Miss Elizabeth.

‘“You’ll forgive me. Thanks,” said Mr.
Buckle. ‘‘Well, it is this—if I hadn’t been
such a poor beggar I'd have asked you if
you could like me enough to marry me. 1
never met any one so nice—indeed, Inever
did; and our tastes are alike, and all that.
I’11 try not to think of it more than I can
Lelp, but I felt that I must tell you before
we parted for ever.”’

Miss Elizabeth had put her handkerchief
to her eyes, and now was heard to whisper
something.

¢‘Beg pardon,’’ said Mr. Buckle.

“I—TI’ve got plenty,” said Miss Eliza-
beth.

‘Plenty ?’ repeated Mr. Buckle.

‘‘Money!”’ gasped Miss Elizabeth. ‘‘Plen-
ty for both.”’ 5

“You kind little woman,”’ said Mr. Buck-
le, and took her hand.

The brushes lay neglected, the color
dried on the palette,

They sat for a long while, then—

“If you really love me,’’ said Miss Eliz-
abeth, it doesn’t matter which has the
money.”’

“It’s awful sweet of you to feel that
way,’’ said Mr. Buckle. ¢Only, would it
be right of me, you know? What would
your family say ?”

Iu the mellow twilight that had begun
to steal over the empty little room Miss
Elizabeth’s face looked wonderfully soft
and young as she looked up at him; but I
think she scarcely could have done what
she did but for that fancy picture of him-
self which he had made for his landlord. If
she were not brave now she felt he might
indeed be found pendant from a branch
somewhere.

“Heaven knows! I'm of age,” she said,
with a little laugh; ‘‘and a family that has
left me alone at a boarding-boute may say
what it pleases; I don’t.care ”’

“It is the right spirit,”” said Mc Buckle.
« think it very fine, and I shall be made
so unutterly happy by it, my dear.”

They kissed each other in the twilight,
and left the room together arm in arm.

» * * * * *

“It was very sly of Elizabeth. We ex-
pected more confidence,’’ said the oldest
sister to her friends shortly after. “But
she married well—a celebrated artist, ex-
ceedingly rich. I presume they all are
His name is Buckle.”

*

It is the other pupils who are toolate. We '
| Lord Coleridge.
his lesson at once, and Miss ' plied, “I think it’s very likely to be true.

Lord Coleridge is delighting his English
friends with stories of his American visit,
and among them with this: e was at

. Monnt Vernon with Mr. Evarts. and talk-
portfolios, farnished the room. A South'’

ing about Washington, sa:d: ¢ have heard
that be was a very strong man physically,
and that, standing on the lawn here, he
could throw a dollar right across the river
on the other bank.” Mr. Evarts paused a
moment to measure the breadth of the riv-
er with bis eye. Itseemed rather a “‘tall”
story, but it was not for him to belittle the
fatber of the country in the eyes of a for-
eigner. ‘“Don’t you believe it?’ asked
*‘Yes,”” Mr. Evarts re-

ou know a dollar would go farther in those

days than it does now.”

In the Window.

..STll keep the lightin the window, Sandy,
till you come back.” y

“Never mind, mother,’”’ said the boy,
standing at the door in an uncertain, slouch-
ing kind of way, “1—I might be late.”

“It’s dark along the lane,”’ said the moth-
er, ‘‘and a bit of candle-light would be ill-
spared if you got a tumble by it. I’ll keep
the candie burning till ye come back.’’

She was a hard-featured Scotch woman,
healthy and active, though no longer young,
and, as she talked, she worked on, ironing
the linen she washed and starched, and
heaping it, like a snow-drift, in a great
basket beside her. Four other children
were in the room, gitls and boys, too young
to do much for themselves, but Sandy was
eighteen, a tall, handsome fellow, with ripe
lips and cheeks, and dancing eyes. ‘‘If
Sandy only would have been a little
steadier,” the mother often sighed; but to
be ‘“steady’’ was not Sandy’s forte. Off
aver and always to the river-side, where
other lounging boys watched the boats come
in at the ferry, or plunged stones into the
water for the village pet, the great New-
foungund, “Whiskers,” by name, to
~‘fetch.’’ No barm in that, the mother
thought, if the boys had all been good; but
evenings, at the store, they were worse; and
the decent washerwoman shivered as she
listened to her boy’s home coming step at
nights, lest some day he should copy Squire
Peeler’s boys, and drink too much. Squire
Peeler’s boys were her terror, though they
were the sons of the richest man in the
neighborhood. But now, as Sandy stood
in the door, so tall, and fair, and bonny, the
mother’s heart grew light. ‘“He’d be sure
to ‘settle down’ and help her with the bairns,
some day,”’ she said. No doubt of that; he
was but a bit-boy now; and she ironed on
until her work was done, and then piut the
candle in the window to light the boy along
the lonely lane at his home-coming. The
candle burnt itself away and sunk into the
socket, and the very wick smoldered out,
leaving only smell and smoke behind it, and
still 1it no Sandy across the threshold of his
humble home, for that night Sandy ran
away.

The life at home was too hard for him.—
The restraints of his mother’s watchful eye
irked him. To do his own will, to have his
own way, Sandy left his home behind him,
but he had grace enough to remember, with
a pang, these words:

“I’ll keep the light burning till ye come
back, Sandy.”’

Some vague hope of being rich and doing
great things for those at home, was in his
mind, or he believed so; but a selfish desire
to escape the drudgery and the restraint
gave the actual impulse to his steps. He
shipped as a sailor the next day, and began
in earnest a wild anrd reckless sailor’s life.

It suited him. Now and then, when the
storm was at its height, and far in the dis-
tance the lamps of some tall lighthouse
shone like a great red eye, the tiny flicker
of that window-sheltered candle would dawn
upon his memory, and he would hear his
mother’s voice, saying, “‘I’ll keep it burn-
ing until ye come back, Sandy.”” Now and
then, amid the yarns and songs of the fore-
castle merry-making, he heard the crooning
of the tunes she used to sing over her work
—old Scottish ballads, or perhaps some
hymns handed down from the time when
the old Cevenanters worshiped God and de-
fied man among the purple heather. They
never lured him home to help her, though.

The years rolled on, and even this one
sting of conscience ceased its paining. In
those days there were no such beings as
sober sailors, nor captains of temperance
principles. Hard drinkers were most old
salts, and most young ones. Sandy drank
with the rest. He grew broad and stout.—
iiis ct#ek was bronzed, his light hair chang-
ed its tint, his voice grew deep and coarse.
He was in no way a good man, but he was
a good sailor. As the years passed he came
to be an officer—first-mate of the Agamem-
non. His pockets were full enough for all
his purposes. The sea was better than land
to him, and when on shore he led that kind
of boisterous life that drives the thought of
‘“‘mother’’ from men’s very souls. He had
friends, at least he thought so, men who
knew him when his ‘‘pay’’ jingled in his
pockets. He was not niggardly—nay, once
he had emptied his remaining dollars into a
beggar’s hand. Sandy was bravest of the
brave; but he had never been geperous
enough nor brave enough to go back to the
eastward seaport, where his mother had left
the candle burning for him in the window
—never, never.

Five years were gone, and ten and fifteen
and twenty. A man nearly forty years of
age stood in Sandy Cameron’s shoes—a man
who led the wildest life under the moon
ashore; a man to whom fiery brandy wasas
water to a child; a man who remembered
God only in his oaths; when the Agamem-
non came after a long and stormy voyage
just withia sight of the coast—within sight
of its light-house, at least, for in the dark-
ness of a stormy night nothing else was visi-
ble. Battered with storms already, bruised
by the waves, wounded by rocks, still the
Agamemnon fought her way homeward; by
the morrow eve sound earth wonld be
beneath the feet of the wave-weary mariners
—for once, at least, all longed for it, even
wild Sandy Cameron. He was glad. He
watched the towering lamps with joy, and
swore that they were pleasant sights. Be-
fore he slept he stood a long while leaning
over the taffrail, smoking, and thinking, if
he ever thought. It wasan evil lingering
for the Agamemnon. A spark from the
cigar held in unsteady hand, regarded by
eyes not brighter for recent draughts of
brandy, made its way somehow, wind-borne
or demon-borne, into the places where the
cargo of the vessel had been stored away,
and at the dead of night they of the mid-
watch saw stealing through the planks
beneath them red and yellow tongues of
flames. The vessel was on fire.

“Fire ! fire ! fire I’ the word rang its way
to heaven, shouted by every tongue on
board.

The scene that followed beggars descrip-
tion. None who lived to remember ever
could forget it. There was no hope from
the first, none save in the boats. They were
filled at once. Who could forget it! O,
wke cexld forget it | The old man pointing
to the lights on shore and crying:

I wanted to see the children once before
Ided.”

The captain, deathly pale, showing that
strange bravery which sailors only possess
at such a time.

Changing from a dictatorial old hard
drinker to a very hero; clinging in romantic
fondness to his ship; and while he did his
best for every other soul on board, forget-
ting himself and vowing to sink tith her.

The young passenger and his bride—she
clung to him; the mother with her babe
bound to her breast—praying on her knees
amid the tumult. The orpban child going
home to its grand-parents, wonder-stricken,
and yet scarcely conscious of its danger.—
The sailors changed like the captain into
heroes. 'Who could forget all this? Amid
them all, gigantic in his strength, sobered
at last by the awful scene around him, toil-
ed Sandy Cameron. They remembered him
well .whose lives he saved. The bronzed
man with light hair and the grip of Hercales.
So the boats and rafts—some to live, some
to die—were ail float. All gone into the
darkness, and struggling forms had vanish-
ed from the waves, and alone together, the
the flames approaching them like dancing
demons, stood old Captain Ouks and his
first mate, Sandy Cameron.

“Captain,” sud Sandy, ‘“it’s most over.”

‘Aye, aye, lad."’ said thie captain. “Give
me your fist _We've sailed together agood
while now. We seem bound for the long
voyage now. Lord help us, Sandy.”

“There’s a chance yet, maybe,’’ said the
first mate. “Try for it, captain.”

“‘No,”’ said the sailor,”’ I go with her. No
wife waits for me, nochild. She’s my wife
and children, all in one. Try you. I go
down with her. "’

That was the last that Sandy Cameron
saw or heard of the captain.
a roar from below, where spirits were +tored,
ended the words. There came blindness
and silence, and time paused for him.

* » * * »* »* »*

At last there was sound again. The sound

A rush and '

of waters. Sight, the red lamps of the
light-house. Feeling, that of the wes sand
against his face. Some strange providence
had saved Sandy Cameron’s life. Bruised
and weak, he lay motionless for a long while.
Bruised and weak, still he staggered to his
feet at last.

Above him—his sailor eye used to remem-

ber such things—towered well-known rocks,
kissed by a struggling moonlight. The sea
had flung him into the arms of his native
seaport; and up above, a man wandering
along the shore, watching the light-house
signals, perhaps, was singing a hymn:
“There’s a light in the window for thee, brother;
There’s a light in the window for thee;”
And then the tears rolled down the sailor’s
cheeks, and his softened heart yearned for
the mother who had said: “I’ll keep a light
till ye eome back, Sandy.”’

Twenty years , and she was nearly
fifty then. Probably she was dead; but
some one might be in the old home yet, who
could tell him of her. And so, in the mid-
night darkness, the sailor staggered up the
river path, through the changed streets,
and, led by the compass of his heart, to the
lane where his boyhood home had been so
long before. :

1ane was no more—a street of houses
now; but at its end, or he dreamt, Sandy
saw a candle-gleam. He drew nearer. No
fancy misled him. . Yes, between the cur-
tains stood a candle, in very truth—and in
the window of his own old home. He stag-
gered on, his heart beating wildly. He
struck the door with his hand. He waited,
trembling, and the door opened; at it stood
an old, old woman, with white hair—his
mother. He knew her stern, strong features
and her blue eyes still.
‘““What’s this ?’’ she said, in her Scottish
accent; and he answered:
‘A poor sailor, shipwrecked and needing
shelter.
“Come in,”’ she said, ‘‘come in and warm
ye. It’sa bitter night. The candle led ye
here, na don’t. It’s burnt these twenty
ears. Ye wonder at that? 1'd a boy once.
e left me. The candle burns for him.—
“I’ve a fancy it will wile him back yet; and
I’ve gone without bread, many 4 time, to
keep it burnin’. The others are all dead;
but I’ll not believe he’s gone; and I said I’ll
keep a light till ye come back, Sandy—and
I will.”
And then, as he flung himself on his knees
before her, she knew that Sandy had come
back, indeed.
He never again forsook her. A better son
and a better man than Sandy came to be,
those of the seaport say they may never see
again. And if you go hither, they will point
you out the little cottage-window, at which,
strong in her faith for his return, Captain
Cameron’s mother kept a light burning for
him for allthe nights for twenty years—that
and the mansion where, with her son, now
married and captain of an ocean steamer,
she yet lives to bless him.

Corn Culture.

A Kentucky farmer says in the Practical
Farmer: There are five grand points to
successful culture—soil, manure, fert:lizers,
tillage and seed. The soil is the base upon
which we have to work and the better the
soil the surer the success; but we all do not
huve rich land and must make use of such
as we have and depend on the other four
points. The next point is manuie. 'The
soil should receive a liberal coat of manure.
It should be spread on the field, then thor-
oughly mixed with the soil, the more thor-
oughly this is doue the better—which forms
a good base for the fertilizers.

This is the third point—corn as soon as it
sends down its radicle needs food. Bat
manure is too coarse for it to feed upon and
a fertilizer combining all the elements of
plant food in a-mere soluble form is requir-
ed. It is an injudicious practice to fertilize
in the hill only. The roots of corn or any
other plant are similar to the mouths of
animals, they take in both food and water,
and just so soon as the spongioles of the
fibrils pass beyond the fertilizers it has no
more effect. But if the soil is well filled
with manure by the time the spongioles
pass beyond the influence of the fertilizer
they are strong enough to feed upon the
manure, which will keep a constant feeding
until matured.

The third point, tillage, is very important.
The ground should be well broken and
and thoroughly pulverized, forming a good
seed bed; the corn will germinate quickly
and grow vigorously.

The two first plowings should be deep
and thorough, for upon these - the crop
greatly depends. After these the soil should
be stirred shallow and often. Stirring the
soi! often has besides pulverizing it a chemi-
cal action, which impartr ammonia to the
crop. The crop strives in proportion to the
effectiveness of the cultivation. Stirring
the soil is equivalent to fertilizing if done
often, and after the two first cultivations
stir the surface only. Deep plowing among
growing corn after the roots have met in
the rows are hurtful, breaking the roots,
checking the growth and in hot dry weath-
er causes the corn to curl, while shallow
working will keep it fresh and green. As
soon as a crust is formed on the soil it
should be broken up to admit both mois-
ture and air, for the one dissolves the fer-
tilizing matter which is in the soil and the
other effects its decomposition and renders
it soluble.

In the fourth point, seed should be care-
fully saved. Plant a small plot by itself
each year, keeping all barren stalks cut out
that the pollen can fertilize the silks of the
fruitful stalks, select the top ears or the
best ears of the most fruitful stalks. In
this way seed will improve.

THE WHOLE GREATER THAN A PART.—
The resolution adopted by the State Com-
mittee in its meeting at Alexandria on
Thursday, which strongly deprecates tariff
agitation, was only intended to express the
individual opinions of the members of the
committee, but nevertheless it is doubless
also the opinion of wellnigh all the Demo-
crats of Virginia.
Revenue-tariff Democrais are unwilling to
draw the party line at the tariff and thus to
exclude those who agree with them upon
all other questions of public policy. Nor
are they willing—mark it !—to have protec-
tion forced down their throats. But they
are willing and ready to subordinate this
issue to the many others that go to make up
reform. Tariff reform isa great need, but
it is only a part of that general reform which
the Republican party has persistently re-
fused to carry out and which the people will
entrust to the Democracy in November.—
Tariff reform is, therefore, not the only
issue; and, moreover, it is impossible to ed-
ucate the misguided and deceived among
both parties in the hot conflict of a presi-
dential campaign. It is not the purpose of
the Democracy that the tariff shall exclude
the other great questions—of a pure ani
economical administration of affairs, of the
right of local government, and of a thor-
oughly unsectional and reunited country.
The Republicans are eager to hide under
the gross but deceptive doctrine of protec-
tion all their whiskey rings, star-route
frauds, Mulligan letters and De Golyer jobs,
their dangerous efforts at centralizing the
Federal Government, and their long history
of partisan hate and persecution. But this
they cannot do if the Democrats are willing
to subordinate a single economical question
to the preservation and purification of a
Government that belongs to the people, that
is withheld from them through dectptioa

be restored to them once more.—Richmond
State.
————

PLAsTER.—Keep plaster always on hand.
It is a special fertilizer' for clover, beans,
peas and potatoes. It will promote the
growth of nearly all plants, affords part_nal
protection against drought, and will furnish
soluble lime to plants that need it. Of all
the fertilizers known plaster is the cheapest,
and for its cost, is the most remunerative.
Two bushels only are needed fora good ap-
plication.

“I’ll teach you ho: to tear your pants z”

said an irate parent swinging a strap ; ‘I'll

teach you.”” “‘Don’t hit me, pa; I know
jhow a{reudy.

Juast look at ’em !”’

and corruption, and that they demand shall |

For iLLe BPECTATOR
Pioneer Life.

Mg. EpiTor:—Would that we had a child

ago, we, too, might have had a volume
such as I have by accident gotten hold of a
day or two ago. It was published in St.
Louis, Mo., by Messrs. Wm. S. Bryan and
Robert Rose, and is a history of the Pio-
neer families in three or four counties. We
are sure the majority of your readers will
appreciate it, and as this 4s the ceniennial
year of Methodism, we will promise our
friends of that ilk much they will appre-
ciate and thank us for. Now, we will in-
troduce a series of brief sketches, if you
please, with a wee spice of what you will
find occasionally in Eastern Virginia yet—
—a Hardshell Baptist preacher.
STEPHEN HAM.

He lived and died in Madison county,

Ky. He was the father of John, Jabez and
Stephen Ham, Jr. John was born in Ken-
tucky in 1786, and came to Missouri in
1809, and settled in_St. .Charles county.
He joined Nathan Boone’s Company of
Rangers and served during the Indian war.
In 1816 ke and Jonsthan C built & bark
tent on Auxvasse creek, now in Callaway
county, and lived in it some time while en-
gaged in hunting. They~were probably
the first American settlers within the limits
of Callaway county. Ham cut his name
on a lone tree in the prairie, which has
since borne hisname. He was a Methodist
preacher. He was twice married, first to
Miss Bennett, by whom he had two chil-
dren. She dird when the children were
quite small, and their father took them to
their relatives in Kentucky, performing the
journey onr horseback, with one of the chil-
dren before him and one behind. When
he came to water courses that were deep
enough to swim his horse,he would tie one of
the children on the bank. swim across with
the other, tie it, and go back for the other.
Heé married a Miss Thomas, and they had
six daughters. He was a daring hunter, and
there wer: few with'nerve enough to follow
him in all his adventures @ He once
smoked a bear out of a cave, and then
knocked it in the head with an axe. In
1823 he built a house on the Auxvasse, five
miles above its mouth; the following year
the big overflow came and washed away
his smoke-house, filled with bear and dear
meat. He followed it in a soap-trough that
he used as a canoe, and overtook the float-
ing where it had lodged against a large elm
tree. He hung the meat in the tree, and
when the water subsided had to cut the
tree down to get his meat. He subsequently
removed to Illinois, where he died in 1869.
Jabez Ham, his brother, was born in Madi-
son county, Ky, in 1797, and came to Mis-
souri in 1817. He had no education, was
of a roving disposition, and did nothing for
several years but hunt and fish. His mind
was naturally bright, and had he been edu-
cated would have made a remarkable man.
Rev. Alex. Snethen and Lewis Jones taught
him the alphabet and learned him to read,
and in 1824 he began to preach, having
united with the old or Haidshell Baptist
church. In 1826 he organized a church of
that denomination on Soutre creek, and
called it New Providence. For some time
after he began to preach he always carried
his gan when he went to church, on week
days and :he Sabbath, and ofien killed deer
on his way to and from his place of preach-
ing. He also man::factured powder, whieh
he had ready sale for at high prices; and
by this means and the proceeds of his rifle
he lived well. He was a large, stout man,
and often added emphusis to his opinions
by the use of his fists. On a certain ocea-
sion he forgot his text, and on getting up
in the pulpit said to the congregation that
he had a text when he left heme, but had
lost ir, and he had looked for it, and Han-
nah (his wife) had looked for it, but they
couldn’t find it; but to the best of his be-
iief it was ‘“‘somewhere in the hind end of
Job, or thereabouts, and it went about this
way: ‘Do any of you a‘'l know the good old
woman they call Mary, or Sal of Tarkus,
who said you must not put new wine into
old bottles, for the bottles will bust and the
good stuff will all be spilled.”’” Mr. Ham
often compared his sermons to an old shot-
gun loaded with beans, which, when it
went off, was almost sure to hit some body
or somewhere. He died in Callaway coun-
ty in 1842, and was buried at New Provi-
dence in Montgomery county.
Capt. John Harper was a native of Phil-
adelphia, and followed the sea for many
years after he was grown. In 1750 he set-
tled in Alexandria, where he died in his
87th year. He was twice married and had
twenty-nine c' ildren, feighteen sons and
eleven daughters. The second son by his
last wife, whose name was Charles B., was
born in Culpeper county, Va., in May, 1802,
He was married in 1823 to Auna C. Price,
of Pittsylvania county, Va., and settled in
Montgomery county, Mo., in 1830. He was
engaged in merchandizing at Danville for
five years and one year on his farm. He
brought the first demijohns to Montgomery
county and sold a great many as curiosities,
most of the inhabitants never having seen
anything of the ki-d. Soon after his ar-
rival in Montgomery county he went over
to Callaway county to get a load of corn,
and wore his usual every-day clothes, made
of homespun cloth. On his way back the
road led him by a house where Jabe Ham
was preaching, and he stopped to hear the
sermon. During the services, the minister
called on the congregation to kneel in
prayer, and all knelt except Mr. Harper,
who leaned his head upon his hand and re-
mained in that position. Ham noticed
him, and prayed that the Lord would bless
that ‘“Virginia man who had on store-
clothes and was afraid to get on his knees.”
OLD MORTALITY.

el - —

For the SPECTATOR.
‘“All Right Enough.”

A man living in Indiana said, “Well,
temperarce is all right enough, but there
are matters of more importance before the
people now.”” Two nights after he made
the above remark, a spring wagon was
stepped in front of his house about 1 o’clock
in the morning. His wife looked out of the
window and saw six men carrying some-
thing on a door or wide board. She guessed
what it was in an insta’s, and giving a wild,
frantic scream, eried, “*My boy, O, my boy!
He is dead! I have been fearing this would
happen by that cnrsed whiskey!” Sure
enough it was her son brought home nearly
dead. He had been drunk and engaged in
a saloon brawl. He was beaten into almost
a shapeless, nurecognizable mass. Ave ex-
periences like this needed to show Chris-
tian men and women that there is some-
thing for them to do in the temperance
cause?— Home Guard.

The Nashville Christian Advocate in a
recent editoriai says: ‘‘High license as a
preventive of drunkenness means fewer
places where liquor is sold, bt not fewer
drinkers. It means a shade more of re-
spectability in the business of liquor-sell-
ing, but no abatement of the awful resu_lt,s..”
The Register, published at Lincoln, in its
September number, referring to the opera-
tion of high-license in that S-ate, says:
«Under the high-license law of this State,
the saloons flourish, the men who keep
them grow rich, and defy the law in every

city.” *a®

One young man is said te have written
most of the currefit “dime novels.” He
acknowledges that he is, in his own words,
¢¢a pretty good liar.”’ If such men would
consider the terrible influence of what they
write, the utter moral ruin which they
cause in thousands of cases, even such\ self
complacency as theirs would be changed to
agony.

When something goes wrong with a poor
man’s brain, everybody bluntly says that
he has gone crazy. Whena rich man loses
his wits, the newspapers murmur that he is
suffering from nervous prostration, the re-
sult of ¢ver work.

> —o—

A babyvresembles Trath in one respect;
baby, likewise, is a little stranger.
A band box—The orchestra enclosure.

among us taking notes a century and a half

for Truth is stranger than Fiction, and a
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A VISDICATION OF FLIRTS,
%
All flirts declare "tis not their way
To throw a true man’s love away,
And we must needs believe them
If men will hover ‘round a flame
They surely have themselves to blame
If women do deceive them,

II.
We can’t expect & charming maid
To hide her beauty in the shade—
'Twould be indeed a pity.
What fault of hers if men admire ?
Must she from all the world retire
Because she’s very psetty ?

111,
The sun, whose vivifying powers,
Have peopled all the earth with flowers,
Can he withhold his brightness ?
And what is Beauty but a sun
That quickens all it looks upon,
And fills the heart with lightness?
1V,
Then blame no maid if she inspires
With beauty’s light love’s lasting fires
Without reeipocating.
But blame thyself as dull to mova
The little malden’s heart to love
And cease all imprecation.
—PETER PENNILESS,

M;honeism.

BERIOUS CHARGES AGAINST PROMINENT
MAHONEITES—THE BOSS AND HIS AT-
TORNEY-GENERAL PUBLICLY ARRAIGNED
FOR CONSPIRACY TO DEFRAUD THE PEO-
PLE—WAYS THAT ARE DARK AND TRICKS
THAT ARE VAIN.

LiBErTY, VA., January 26, 1884.
I desire to make the following statement
to the Finance Committee of the House of
Delegates of Virginia. I held the office of
Treasurer of Bedford county from 1st July,
1879, until December 15, 1881. Since 1881
I have been in arrears with the Auditor of
Publie Accounts, and a large balance is
shown upon his books against me. Losses
incurred through no intentional fault and
carelessness in keeping my accounts have
involved me. I expected to be able to save
all loss to the State and to my sureties un-
til last summer, when, for the first time, I
became convinced that very serious loss
threatened my sureties. Unhappy and dis-
turbed at the condition of my circumstances,
I felt willing to bear any loss personally,
or submit to any pain from public indigna-
tion, which I knew would follow, and I lis-
tened to suggestions made by Coalition
leaders in Bedford and elsewhere to seek an
interview with Senator William Mahone.—
They assured me that it would result in an
understanding which would give me relief
and save my sureties from loss.
I went to Petersburg on —— day of —,
1823, and there had an interview with Sen-
ator Mahone in the presence of J. A. Tan-
kisly, the chairman of the Coalition party
in Bedford. I stated to Senator Mahone
my embarrassment and my willingness to
run as an Independent candidate against
John R. Thurman, the regular nominee of
the Democratic party. He advised and
urged me torun. He said that the money
to relieve me could not be raised by the
party, for that amount would buy three or
four districts, but that a Coalition Legisla-
ture was certain to be elected, and I need
have no fear whatever about my indebted-
ness; that a bill could easily be passed to
relieve me; that I could certainly pay it all
in bonds at fifty cents in the dollar, and
that.I should not be interfered with by the
officers of the State, but, should have time,
as much time as I wanted—six years, if
necessary, to pay in bonds.
After this, J. H. Van Auken, who had
been previously sent to Bedford to speak,
and who was presented to me as a trusted
Coalition leader in the confidence of Ma-
hone, and F. P. Blair, Attorney-General,
said to me and assured me that no legisla-
tion was necessary to enable the Augditor
to settle with me in State bonds; that he
wouldsee Blair and Brown Allen, and write,
and it would be all right.
Van Auken did write to J. A. Tankisley
a letter, in which he said he had seen both
these officers, and that this arrangement
could and would be made. I saw and read
the letter, and, unfortunately, believed it.
Isaw Mr. Blair; the Attorney-General,
and had one interview with him. He told
me to go ahead and run; thatall the papers
were in his hands, and that no judgment
ment should bother me; that he would hold
it back. He further said that his party
never deserted its friends; that I need have
no uneasiness, and that I should have time
and his help in my difficulties. I ceuld 1
get from him anything more definite,
his manner was 8o cordial and his declara-
tions so strong as to his ability and willing-
ness to help me that I believed and relied
upon him. Ihave seen and read his letters
to J. A. Tankisley, Coalition chairman of
Bedford county, and in them assurances of
help were repeated.
My sureties did not know of my liabilities.
Only one notice just before the campaign
was served on me by Mr. Brown Allen, the
Auditor, and that for a small portion of my
indebtedness, and this notice Mr. Blair
promised me should not bother me,
After the election Mr. Blair promptly
took judgment on the small amount, but
got none on my sureties, because notice
was served on the wrong bond.
I have surrendered all my property. It
is a matter of deep grief to me that it will
not meet my liabilities, and that my sure-
ties are involved in heavy loss. I have vol-
untarrily made this statement with no hope
of help for myself, but having been made
to suffer most severely by my trust in men
who occupied high positions in the public
service, and deserted by them in the hour
of disaster, think it right that they should
share in the blame so freely cast upon me.
State of Virginia, County of Bedford—
To wit :—
Personal 'y appeared before me J. M. Pe-
ters, of Liberty, Bedford county, and made
oath that the foregoing statement was made
to him on the 206th of January, 1884, by
Joln G. Kasey, who declared his willing-
ness to make affidavit jto the facts therein
set forth, aud that the said foregoing state-
ment was written down at the time from
John G. Kasey’s own words, and Le has
frequently heard said Kasey make the same
statements in presence of others; and said
J. M. Peters further says that said John G.
Kasey having fled the country before mak-
ing affidavit to his statement, he is desirous
of laying these alleged facts before the
General Assembly of Virginia that they
may summon the parties therein named
and investigate fully the alleged corrupt
bargain.
Given under my hand this the 30th day
of January, 1884,
JouN M. SPEECE,
Notary Public.
CorN As A Foop.—Corn is not good for
a steady diet. It is too starchy and does
not contain sufficient mineral and albumin--
ous matter. Thus it prcduces too much
heat or fat, and as fat is really a disordered

condition of the system, it is always accom-
panied by more or less fever or disease of
the blood. The results of exclusive corn
feeding are seen in the frequent hog chole-
ra, chicken cholera, and epizooty, pink-eye
and other diseases of horses. Horses fi
wholly on corn become hidebound, the
gestion becomes disordered, and va
evils occur throwgh the consequent i
fect nutrition. Corn may be fed to &

i tening animal without injury, because be-
fore the injury can occur the animal is out
of the way and death saves it in fact. Bat
for a working animal it should be fed with

comes a perfect food, which is
affords healthful nutriment. %
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oats or bran or both and the mixture be-- *
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