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%nton Spectator,

RICHARD MAUZY,
Editor and Proprietor.
RATES OF SUBSCRIPTION.

The subseription price of the SPECTATOR 18
$2.00 A YEAR,

STRICTLY IN ADVANCE.,

‘When payments are not made strictly in
: ndg.nee Thrge Dollars will be charged. :
Any one sending us ¥IVE newsubscribers
sn?;w, 3111 receive a copy of the paper for one
y ear, gratis. -
-
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PROFESSIONAL “ DIRECTORY.

{EADE.¥, WHITE, . . . . A.C. GORBDON.

WAL ESanrete o

e et
CouRTS.—Augusta and adjoining »

Federal Court at Harrisqnburg, boul‘} t?zrl _%P-

peals of Virginia, at Staunton. @

& S. SMELTZER,

-AT-LAW
bo ATTORNEY-AT S'I'Aﬁxﬂ'ol. VA

Oifice in Stout Building, Court-house Alley
A. RICHARDSON,

-AT-LAW
O. ATTORNEY-AT LAW, . Va.
al attention given to the collection of
¢laims, and prompt returns inade.

CoURTS—Augusta and ingham.
OFFICE—~N! :.‘ 2 Law Building. oct?

WM. A. HUDSON. kst WM. PATRICK.
DSON PA'
H S AT oRNEYS AT-LAW,
. STAUNTON, VA,
Will practice in the Courts of Augusta and

adjoining counties, Special attention paid to
eﬂleeuoigxl. febl2-tf

J. TUOKAR, H, ST. GEO. TUCKER

ﬁxhﬁton, Va, Staunton, Va.
TI‘IC ER & TUCHER.

ATTORNEBYS-AT-LAW,
STAUNTON, VA,
Will prasetic” . Lo oo arts of Augusta and the
ldjolnln%c;.u iii9e, Alsoin the Court of %g-
eals of Virginia, and will attend regularl e
ircuit Courts of Rockbridge. a tf

i ATHEWS & HATHEWS,
0 'y
M &T%)EIEYS-AT-MW.
LEWISBURG. WEST VA.,
ractice regularly in th2 ‘Courts of Greenbrier,
onroe, Pocahontas and Nicholas counties, W.
8., the Court of Appeals, and the Federal
Courts for the District of W. Va.
A¥-Particular attention paid to Collections
nd to special cases anywhere in their State.
may 17—1y ?

HOMAS D. RANSON,

S

ATTORNLY-AT-LAW,

STAUNTON, VA.
stlers his prefessional services in the County
and Circuit Courts of Augusta, and in the Hus-
tings Court and the Court of Appeals held in
dtaunton. Will also prosecute claims else-
where through legal correspondents in this and
Jther States. may 30—1y.

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 rame former} ooouxled by his
iather, Col. Geo. Baylor, deo’i. on Augusta st.,
Jpposite the Court-house, no 21

W M. M. MCcALLISTER,

ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,

WARM SPRINGS, VA.

Courts—Adleghany, Bath and Highland, Va.,
nd Poeahontas, West Virginia.

AF-Special attention given to ocollection

¢laims and proceeds promptly accounted for
dec 23—tf o

ot

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

ER. WM. J. NELSON,
& NELSON
ATTORNEYS-AT-LAW,
and Real Estate Agents
STAUNTON,

TAILORING.

A. HUTCHESON,
J. MERCHANT TAILOR,

109 E. Main St¢., Staunton, Va.

éﬁb‘%ﬂ

Va.

may 5

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

DRESS GOODS
FOR SPRING AND SUMMER WEAR.
I am prepared to furnish Gentlemen’s suits, of
te very best materials, made up in the latest
styles and in the most workmanlike manner,
atlow prices, and satisfaction guaranteed. I
also keepa full line of Gents® Furnishing
Goods. A% Give me a call before making
your purchases, Respectfully,
octl4-tf J. ATHUTCHESON.

ERCHANT TAILORING
HEADQUARTERS,

¥F. 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.
- Perfect fits guaranteed and orders prompt-
ly executed.
Calland examine goods and prices. Jjy2-tf

HMARBLE WORKS.

ALLEY MARBLE WORMS,
STAUNTON, VA.

ul;e People of Augusta and the Valley coun-
ties:

Keep your money at Home is to prosper,
Send l{ sway is to become impoverished.

M

HEverything is at very
low prices, and I a m sell-
ing Monuments, Head
snd Foot Stones, as low
for cash as any local or
traveling agent, or any
Marble dealer in the Uni-

¥ ted States. Don’t believe
f aaything to the contrary,
" ti1l1 you come and see.
’ iR g . C. MARQUIS.
@.—I sleo call attention to my Catalogue
l Deasgns of the Wonderful White Bronze
enumentsand Wead Stones. anu7-tf

LIVERY STABLES.

UNMMER ABBANGEMENT.
THRB BEST LIVERY IN THE STATE.

% AMERICAN HOTEL
Idwver Stables.
.. T. THORSBURG,.. o Proprietor.

g sovbe

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

A3~ Hunting, Fishing and Pleasure Parties
generally will be supplied with any kind ot
vehicle desired, at low prices.

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

Satisfaction; guaranteed.

mayl8-tf 8. T. THORNBURG.

THe Diamopo SHirt
What is it ?

It is the best white dress shirt now
offered for sale,

Why is it the best?

1st. It is made of the best materials—
Wamsutta muslin,
Brookfield 2100 linen,
Clark’s O: N. T. spool. cotton.

2d, Its workmanship is unequalled—
Everlasting Stay Attachment,
French Placket Sleeves,
Reinforced Bosoms

3d. It will fit, elegantly—
Tall men,—Short men,
Fat men,—Lean men,
Big men,—Little men.

MANUFACTURED BY

DANIEL MILLER & CO.,

IMPORTERS AND JOBBERS,
Dry Goods and Notions,
Gents’ Furnishings,

32 and 34 HOPKINS’ PLACE.

If your dealer does notkeepit, send his
address to Daniel Miller &.Co., sole man-
ufacturers, Baltimore, Md.

aprls 3m

Tell the children to cut out and save the comie
silhouette pictures as they appear from issue to
icsue. They will be pleased with the collection.

This space is owned by
BLACK™ ELL’S BULL.

Of course we mean the ¢ i i

on the label of every genuine package of Black-
well's Bull Durh Smoking Tob Every
dealer keeps this, the best Smoking/Tobaccomade.
None genuine ‘witkout trade-mark of tLe Bull

feb26 '84-1y
DRUGS AND MEDICINES.
.o

TUTT’S
PILLS

TORPID BOWELS,
DISORDERED LIVER,

the diseases of the human rage. These
symptoms indicate their existence : Loss of
Appetite, Bowels costive, Sick Head-
.&, ey nni ness after eating, aversion to
exertion of body or mind, Eructation
of food, Irritability of temper, Low
spirits, A feeling of having neglected
some duty, ness, Fluttering at the
Heart, Dots before the eyes, highly-<col-
ored Urine, CONSTIPATION, and de.
mand the use of & remedy that acts directly
onthe Liver, AsaLiver medicine TUTT'S
PILLS have no equal. Their action on the
Kidneys and Skin is also Erom t; Temoving
all impurities through these three ¢ scav=
engers of the system,” producing appe-
tite, sound digestion, regular stools, a clear

and a vigorous body. TUTT’S PILLS
€ause no nausea or griping nor interfere
with daily work and are a perfect

ANTIDOTE TO MALARIA

HE FEELS LIKE A NEW MAN.

“Y have had Dysgepsin, with Constipa-
tion,two years, and have tried ten different
kinds of pills, and TUTT'S are the first
thet bave aone me any goud. Thur baye
clegned me out nicely. My snpetite 3=
splendid, food digests readily, and I now
have natural passages. I feel like & new
map * W.D. EDWARDS, Palmyra, O.
Boldeverywhere,25¢. Office,44 Murray 8t.,N.Y.
e A e e e T T e O TS s

TUTT'S HAIR DYE.

GRAY HAIR OR WHISKERS changed in.
stantly to 8 GLOSSY BLACK b{ a single ap.
plication of this DYe. Sold by Druggistg
or sent by express on receipt of §x.

Office, 44 Murray Street, New York.

TUTT'S MANUAL OF USEFUL RECEIPTS FREE

ARTHUR JERRAM,

Successor to

ROBERT HILL, Jr.,

Manufacturer and Bottler of

GINGER ALE,

TTemmon Sodss,
AND
SARSAPARILLA.

Bottled Beer & Porter

ALWAYS IN 8TOCK.
NEW STREET,
0ct33 ’83-1y Staunton, Va.

DR. FA

0

THE wonderful cures 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 Chronjc Rheumatism
and Acute Gout, Jaundice, Bilious disorders and
Liver Complaint, 'Pu‘ng}es aLx‘xd Eruptions on the face,
s h =

gRALTE RET

THE BLATGHLEY
PUMP!
BUY THE BEST.

BLATCHLEY’S
TRIPLE ENAMEL

PDBCEL&!N-LINEB

SEAMLESS TUBE
- COPPER-LINED

PUMP

Do not be into
bl?ggga&el the best
;o 12 o Frade.
LATCHLEY,Manuf'r,

feb26 6m
LADIES AND

LIVERY. “"$ieuen

Wishing FIKST-CLASS
BUGGIES,
HACKS,

and

PHZETONS, ||

can be accommodated, at all times, by callin
T. THORNBURG, 8

on b
‘Telephone Connection. ATUGUSTA ST.,
jeb Staunton, Va,

Erysip rop 1l Painful and difficult
Menstruation, Nervous or Sick ﬁeadachc, Costiveness
or Constipation, Milk Lelf, Scald Head, Skin Dis-
eases, Ulcers and Boils, Kidney and 'Brinary weak-
ness, Female weaknesses and Tetter affections,

A large proportion of the CHRONIC AND OBSTINATR
Diseases that afflict MANKIND have their origin in
an imgure state of the BLoop and a depraved condi-
tion of the Liver, and poisons the very fountain of
Life; and no better remedy can be used than
Health Restorer. A Sincie Borrie will
preduce such a change of feeling as often to AstoNisn
the SUFFERER. Be ADVISED and giveita trial, Ars
DRUGGISTS AND STOREKEEPERS sell it.

£1.00 PER EOTTLE.
PrePARED By
DR. D. FAHRNEY & SON,
HAGERSTOWN. MD,

EILY’S

EAM BALM
e Pain,
Gives E;.Iief at
Unce, Eorongh
l‘reatme—lx witl
Cure. NEaqunld
or Snmoff. Apply
with Finger. Give

. it a Trial.
50 cents at Druggists. 60 cents by mail regis-
teroe.b d ro‘r“ reular,

aprls '84-1y :
ATARRH
PPELY'S
m \

@ Cazses no

. Sen [} .
ELY BROTHERS, Dnlllutl. Owego, N. Y.

POETRY.
NOT FIT TO BE KISSED.

“What ails Papa’s mouf?” said a sweet little
girl,

Her bright laugh revealing her teeth white as
pearl ;

«I lJove him and kiss him, and sit on his knee,4
But the kisses don’t smell good when hekisses
me."”

“But Mamma’'—her eyes opened wide as she
spoke— -

“Do you like nasty kisses of ’bacco and smoke?
They might do for boys, but for ladies and girls
I don’t think them nice’’; and she tossed her
bright carls.

“Don’t nobody’s papa have moufs nice and
clean ? =
With kisses like yours, mamma, that’s what I
mean.

I want to kiss Papa, I love him so well,

But kisses don’t taste good that have such a
smell. .

“It’s nasty to smoke, and eat ’b'woo and spit,
And the kisses ain’t good and ain’t sweet—not
. & bit!"”

And her blossom-like face wore a look of dis-
gust

As she gave out her verdict so earnest and just.

Yes, yes, little darling! your wisdom has seen
That kisses for daughters and wives should be
clean;

For kisses lose something of nectar and bliss
From mouths that are stained and unjit for a
K1s8s,” P

THE BEST WIFE OF ALL.

BY LILLIE E. BARR.

L.
Three travelers met in the Brander Pass,
By the bubbling Brander Spring:
They shared their cake and their venisen,
And they talked of many a thing;
Of books, and song, and foreign lands,
Of strange and wandering lives,
And by and by, in a softer tone,
They spoke of theirhomes and wives,

II.

“I married the Lady o’ Logan Brae,”
Sald one with a lofty air;

“There isna in a’ the North countree
A house wl’ a better share

Of gold and gear, and hill and loche,
Of houses and farms to rent;

There’s many & man has envied me,
And I'm mair than weel content.”

111,
“Dream of a woman as bright as day,”
The second traveler said ;
“Dream of a form of perfect grace,
Of a noble face and head.
Of eyes that are as blue as heaven,
Of flowing nut-brown hair ; -
That is my wife ; and though not rich,
Oh! she is wondrous fair.”

Iv.
“The third one said: “I have a wife,
She is neither rich nor fair;
She has not gold, nor gear, nor land,
Nor a wealth of nut-brown hair;
But, oh! she loves me! and her love
Has stood through every test,
Beauty and gold are good, but, friends,
We know that love is best,”

v.
They filled their cups in the spring again,
And they seid right heartily:—
“Here’s to the loving, faithful wife!
Wherever her home may be,”
And soon they t{opk their different ways,
One thought in each man’s breast ;: =
“Beauty is good, and gold is goad,
But a true lpve is the best.”’

R R N e o N S e N SN SR R e,
READY TO BE A POOR MAN'S WIFE.
“My choice is made, sister Bell.

me your approval.”’

The elder sister looked at a ecouple of
open letters lying on the writing-desk,
before which the speaker sat, her cold
grey eyes softening a little as she repli-
ed:

Give

“If you tell me which of the two you
have chosen I can answer you.”’

*‘You ought to kmow without beiag
told" Steila laughed. ‘Clarence, of course.’

Belle Lawson looked serious.

¢Stella,”’ she said,”” I am sorry. Not
that I bear Clarence Henshaw any ill will,
but, child, you are not suited to be a poor
man’s wife, Remember you are proud,
and have been reared in ease and comfort.
Follow my advice and marry Henry Lake-
man.

Stella shook her head.

“No Bella; I wouldn’t marry Henry
Lakeman if he was a hundred times richer
than he is.”

She slipped a picture into its envelope
with a long glance at the view it imaged.

“It’s a lovely place,” she sighed, ‘‘and
I would like to live there.” :

The sister was watching, and stooping
kissed the smooth white brow while she
said:

“Don’t be too hasty. Stella. If you
covet this pretty home of Henry Lakeman’s,
accept it.”’

“But I love Clarence Henshaw. I pre-
fer a cottage with him to a mansion with
Henry.”

Miss Lawson turned to the window with
a sorry look, Some sweet dream of her
own girlhood was in her memory, perhaps,
but she held it worse than folly to indulge
in regrets. Love in her estimation was no
balance in the scales for wealth. .

‘‘Stella,” she continued very gravely, *“I
have acted the part of 2 mother for many
years; my wish has ever been that you
form a wealthy marriage. You love luxu-
ry, you enjoy display and I am not saying
too much when I add that you worship
beautiful apparel. Henry Lakeman can
give you all these. Clarence Henshaw
cannot; as his wife you will be subject to
all' manner of privation; be content to live
ina common way, stint and economize,
and manage the best you can. How lon
will that suit a girl of your tastes? Think
well of it. I shall let you have your own
choice in resard to marriage.”

¢“My mind is made up,” Stella rerponded
readily.

Bhe took up the view, slipping a letter
mto its envelope while she spoke.

“If 1 favored his suit, I was to keep it,
sister Belle,”’ she continued, touching the
edge of the wrapper to her rosy lips, and
sealing it with a heavy slap of the hand.
“T do not, you will observe. I’ll never be
sorry, I know,” she murmured turning the
envelope to look at its superseription.

“Your happiness is within your owa
grasp; you’ll recall my words some day,”’
gnd with a stately gait Belle Lawson left

er.

Stella ran lightly up the stairs to her
own room and touched the bell .in great
haste.

‘“You oblige me by mailing thisat ones,’’
she said to a servant who answered her call
banding this very envelope, and she said,
smiling and blushing, ‘‘be careful of this,”’
putting another letter into his hand.
“Leave it with no one but the person to
whom it is addressed. Mind!” she called,
as he turned to obey.”

“There’ll be no mistake, Miss,”” and

Henshaw’s pillow, and the foolish fellow,
was transported to the upper heaven of
delight over its contents.

Three months later they were murriéd.
They were a happy and hopeful couple.
The life upon which they had entered was
like a new and unexplored country, but
Clarence meant to work hard, and felt lit-
tle or no doubt in regard to the future, He
was equal to any undertaking in his own
determination that would promote his
wife’s happiness, and as to Stella, she
would do anything to help her hunband.
He had been a book-keeper for many
years, and had the promise of something a
little .better yet the coming season. So
the first few months of their married life
ran smoothly. They rented a house in a
pleasant part of the city, kept a servant,
and § the pretty

Stella wore which

g | morning, Stella, and I'm going to New;

that night a perfumed note lay on Clarence | b

STAUNTON,

had ‘been provided at the time of their
marriage, and wondered why sister Belle
had such funny notions about marrying a
poor man.

But toward the close of the first year of
their married life, his firm was said to be
under heavy liabilities, and the anniversa-
ry of their marmage found the house bank-
rupt:and Clarence out of a situation.

He applied at this and at that place, but
month after month slipped by and he found
no opening, They moved out of the house
and took cheaper rooms in another part of
the city. By this time their funds began
to run low, and Stella wanted somethiag
new for her wardrobe. Already she began
to show signs of discontent,

“1 shall find something by and by’’ the
husband said bravely.

It was at this trying time that a speck of
humanity was put into Stella’s arms, and
its feeble cry told that the responsibility of
motherhood was hers.

¢I am the happiest man alive,’’ Clarence
exclaimed, kissing wife and child. ‘“The
very happiest,’’ he repeated again kissing
the baby boy. -

‘‘Let pride go to the dogs, Stella,” he

bility was greater than before. ‘They
want workmen on the new city ball. D’IL]
take my hammer—it will give us bread.”’
She ought to have been contented, ought
to have thought with pride of the man who
would thus brave the world’s opinion.
He went out in the early morning and

{nen did, his handsome face glowing with
ove.

And the very thought that her husband
was brought down to the level of a com-
mon laberer hurt; her.

Sister Belle had said that her tastes
were luxurious; and she wanted a pretty
home now and fine apparel for herself and’
baby.

The people of the world in which she had
lived never had to count their money to
know if they could buy a new dress. She
had never been taught to make the best of
whatever circumstances she might be plac-
ed in, and why should she now ?

The little privations she endured wor-
ried and vexed her, and in a little while
the sweet-tempered woman grew moody
and down-hearted. She became careless
in her dress, and iustead of the cheerful
little wife he used to see, he found a
gloomy woman and disordered house.

But he never complained.

“‘Stella is homesick,’’ he would say; and
the care of baby is too much for her. I
must make some money,’’ and his hammer
rang with redoubled energy.

Yet every day her discontent gsew more
apparent. The place and the people were so
repulsive to her refined and sensitive na-
ture.

*¢“How can you expect me to live among

appeal when her husband begged her to be
of good cheer.

“Itis cruel of you,”’ she sobbed. I
want to be back in my old home, among
my old friends.”

The warm glow came to his face and he
drew her tenderly toward him without a
word, but there was a look piteous to see
in his handsome eyes, while his resolve
was to work stiil harder.

To conquer fortune, however, requires
sturdy strokes.

There came a day, later a little—“for
some days must be dark and dreary’—
when it did seem that matters had come to
a crisis,

The city hall had been finished long ago,
the Odd Fellow’s building completed and
the last strcke had been given to the mew
church. Clarence must have something
new. Jennie, who had minded Freddy for
two or three months, had to go, and all the
cares fell upon Stella’s hands.

They moved from place to place since
Freddy’s birth, hoping to find a house
with which Stella would be content.

‘“But those people are all alike,”’ she
said, ‘‘and I may as well live in one house
as another,” was her reply to Clarence,
when he suggested that they move into a
new block.

It was unwomanly for her to say this,
she knew, the moment the words escaped
her lips, and she thought to run after her
husband and beg his forgiveness, but just
then Freddy caught her dress, causing her
to spill the water she was pouring into the
tea-kettle, which only increased her vexa-
tion.

“You cross little troublesome thing!”
she exclaimed impatiently. ‘‘Take that I’-
laying her hand heavlly on the little bare
shoulders “I’m sick to death with having
you always hanging to my skirts.”’

‘With this she let fall the earthen pité¢her
she held in her hand, and dropping into
the nearest chair, burst into hysterical
weeping.

Freddy, with the prints of her fingers
still red on his neck, toddled to her side,
and tried to climb into her lap. But she
flushed him away crossly with—

““Go play with your blocks and horses; I
don’t want you near me; and her hand was
raised to lay on the rosy cheek.

“Don’t do anything you’ll be sorry for
by and-by, Stella,’”’ Clarence said, coming
into the room just then.

Something in his face stayed her hand
just on the moment, and she rose to her
feet, flushing with shame and anger.

I thought you’d gone down town,” she
replied sharply. ¢Oh, dear! if I'd minded
sister Belle I shouldn’t have beeun bere.
She was right. I had no business to mar-
ry a poor man.”

‘You’re not quite yourself this morning,
Stella,’” and his eyes were full of unshed
tears as he caughi sight of the red marks
on their baby’s neck.

“Do you suppose I eca,
thing ?”’ she cried spitefully.

‘“You are nervous and tired, dear. Come
here,’’ and held out his hand to clasp her,

.

endure every-

adjoining room,

Something wet fell on baby’s head, and
he pressed him closely to his bosom as he
muliht the sound of her sobbing,

“I have heard of something new this

York by the next train.”

He tried to say it cheerfully.

“You're always hearing of something
new,”’ was her quick reply, “but what
does it amount to ?”’

‘So I am hoping for something better,
and I think I have tound it now ?’’

He rocked Freddy to sleep, put him in
his crib, and then went to the door of his
wife’s room. .

“Are you going to kiss me good-bye,
Ste}la ?”’ he asked, opening the door very
softly. I may be gone a‘day or two.”’

“No,” she replied coldly, ‘‘you’ll be back
soon enough.”’

“I will come as soon as I can, but I
might never return, you know.””

¢“See if you are not back as soon as you
can come with the same old story.”’

Claremrce turned quickly, but she saw the
look on his face and never forgot it.

She heard her husband cross the room,
and knew he bent over Freddy’s crib, and
kissed the little one again and again.

‘‘He’ll come back to me before he really
goes,’’ she whispered to herself, starting
up and going toward the door; but a turn
in the street hid him from sight when she
reacked the window. He had gone, and
for the first time without kissing her good-
ye. s

““Well, we’ve been married long enough
to be done with such nonsense,’’ she said
at last by way of consolation; yet there was
a terrible ache at theheart, and she secret-
ly wished she could throw herself in her
husband’s arms and tetl him how sorry she,
was for all.

She sat quite still until Freddy awoke,
then with a cry of terror she ran across the
hall to the nearest neighbor, with ¢Please
come, Mrs. Wilson, my baby is dying.”’

Mrs. Wilson came, for though rough of
manner she was kind at heart.

‘He’s in a fit,” she said the momert her
eyes rested on the little sufferer. “Bring me
some water, quick,’’ she salled,, ‘‘and help
to get off his clothes,’’

Stella obeyed.
““Hold him se,’’ was her command, put-

ting him to the bath. “I will run lomej
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added, remembering that now his responsi- { ping Freddy in soft flannels, and adminis-
i matching the movements of this couple
{ever since they came to live in the house.
‘|again as if her heart would break.

came home late at night, as other work: |

such- surroundings, Clarence ?”’ was her |’

She glided from him and went into an |tal

and get some medicine. Such women as
You ain’t fit: for mothers,”’ she continued,
ret‘l‘l(;lll‘in wi%h h?%ds f\;lll o(ti‘rl;ottles.
‘Oh, v, Stella, dropping on
her knees, “ifyhn’" | only get well, I will
try so hard to béarisverything.”
%And what trials; have you to bear?”’
asked Mrs. Wilsen..- £You have a pretty

home,”’ looki the room, ‘‘if it was
put in order.”” &
““It isn’t like the house I am used to,”

‘“Young people don’t expect to begin
where the old ones left off. They must
make their own homes.”’

“I never understood it so. Sister Belle
is the only mother I ever knew, -and hex,
advice was never tu marry a (mang? .4

“So you keep finding fault a L5
ing when your husband igtryin ‘every
way to make an honest’lligin‘.» 4 :
der that you haven’t driven himsto:deink
long ago.” ¢ foreve vl T1oioly d

‘‘But my husband is a goo;ﬁ man,’’ re-
plied Stella warmly, resenting the last part
of the speech. -

#‘He has shown himself to be a good
mm-”

- The woman said it in good faith, wrap-

a quiet potion. She had been

“*My baby will get well, won’t he?’’ was
said pleadingly, and the poor thing sobbed

“Yes indeed.”

““And you will stay with me through the
night ?’’ forgetting she was one of ‘“those
people.”

“I’d stay with you a whole blessed
week,’’ replied true-hearted Mrs. Wilson,
“4f I coulC make you a wife worthy of your
husband.”’

‘“Tell me what, and I shall do it faith-
fully; and willingly, and without complain-
ing.”” -

All through the long night hours, while
Freddy lay between life and death, Mrs.
Wilson worked over him bravely, and told
the girl-mother chapters in her own life-
experiences. There were passages over
which Stella wept bitterly and when morn-
ing dawned, giving back the child from
danger, in place of the fickle unreasonable
woman, there was one ready to meet life’s
work with a firm purpose and strong
heart. 2

She tidied up each apartment, and in-
stead of going about in a dowdy wrapper
put on a fresh dress, arranged her hair be-
comingly, and changed the pucker abeut
her mouth for her own rosy lips.

‘“You’re a pretty little thing,”’ Mrs. Wil-
son told her, when she had fastened a knot
of blue ribbon in her hair.

“‘See after baby, now. I’ll look in now
and then through the day, and to-night
will come back to you. Your husband will
be here to-morrow morning!"

“Yes, replied Stella, with a bright look
“he will be here by ten

in her eyes;
o’clock.”

After all, it was a long time to wait she
thought. She was so impatient to tell
bhim—and she would kiss hlm as many
times as he wished. ,

“Yes, indeed,”” she exclaimed joyfally,
bending over Freddy’s crib, ‘“we’ll kiss
papa a hnndred thousand times, won’t we
dear ??

“I do wish Clarance would come,’’ she
kept saying next morning. “What de-
tains him ?”’ she cont'nued whea the clock
was ou the stroke of 12.

““What if—,”’ and her heart lay like lead
in her bosem as she recalled the look she
last saw on his face, ‘“What if he never
comes back!”’ she murmared, geoing into
lier own room.”

““Mrs. Wilson,’’ she called, ‘“‘where is my
husband ?*’ F

In an instant the dear good soul was be-
side her, resting a hand tenderly on the
aching head. . 4

True-hearted woman! She shrank from
saying that it had been dreadful on the
Sound, and that a steamer had collided
with the New York boat. ‘“Her husband
travels by boat,”’ had been her conclusion.

Stella caught at her arm, the sound of
her voice answering Freddy, and with the
cry she fell.

Poor, tired, and inexperienced wife and
mother! Was the ordeal so ordered?
With the aid of a neighbor, Mrs. Wilson
laid her on the bed.

‘‘Run for the doctor,’”’ she said to Miss
Williams.

“But you don’t know—"’

“I do,”” she interrupted. ‘“Mrs. Hen-

shaw will have a run of nervous fever, and
whether her husband is dedd or alive I can’t
say.”’ -
‘When Stella opened her eyes again it was
nearly night. She knew no ore about the
bed, but talked to Clarence. and Freddy,
and sister Belle.

She was going to help her husband, now.
She could earn money by teaching music or
painting, or might have a few pupils in
dancing,”” she added. ‘But forgive me
for striking—"’ and her arms were put up
as if to clasp something, when she was
dazed again.

Late that evening Clarence came in sight
of home. -Contrary to Mrs. Wilson’s con-
jecture, he came by a different route.

He had not thought to telegraph. ‘‘But
Stella won’t worry,”” he said, ‘if I am
late.””

The light faded from out his eyes and his
face turned ghastly white when he looked
into the rooms.

‘‘Both gone ?”’ he groaned walking from
the bed to the crib.

“No, no,”” Mrs. Wilson said comforting-
ly. ¢‘Baby’s better and your wife will
come out of this. All she needs is a little
nursing, and that she shall have,”” turning
aside her head and drying her eyes with
the corner of her apron.

‘What would we do if such as she were
not*stationed along the walks of life ?

It was painful to listen to the wild
1k

|

“If I might endure it,”’ Clarence said so
many times. When at last Stella awoke
from the ternible dreams, her husband was
bending over her.

*‘Clarence,’’ she said very softly at first,
“‘Clarence,’’ she repented, putting herarms
about his neck, ‘if you’ll forgive me for
striking Freddy, I'll kiss you, O, so many
times !’

Foolish fellow ! he cried like a baby.

“Listen, Stella,’’ he said, as soon as he
could command his voice, ‘listen! I did get
the situation, and you can have everythin
you want,’’ touching his lips to cheek an
forehead, ‘‘and you are going to have such
a pretty bouse in Brooklyn !”

‘‘All T want is your love,”” clasping him
close, ‘“and that Freddy may get well. I’m
ready to be a poor man’s wife!”’

A saloon keeper in Miamsburg, Ohio, is
circulating his business card, with the fol-
lowing on its back: ‘“To all whom it may
concern—Know ye that, by the payment of
$225, I am permitted to retail intoxicating
liquors at my saloon in this city. To the
wife who has a drunkard for a husband, or
a friend who is unfortunately dissipated, I
say, emphatically, give me notice in person
of such case or cases in which you are in-
terested, and all such shall be excluded
from my place. Let mothers, fathers, sis-
ters, and brothers do likewise, and their
requests will be kindly regarded. I pay a
heavy tax for the privilege of selling liquors,
and I want it distinctly understood that
I have no desire to sell to drunkards or
minors, or to the poor or destitute.”

RECEIPT POR GRAFTING WAX.—To0 make
grafting wax, take 4 pounds of resin, 2
pounds beeswax, 1 pound tallow; melt well
together in a kettle; then pour enough of
the mixture to make a roll of convenient
size into a pail of cold water; rub the hands
well with tallow, to prevent the wax stick-
ing to them; then work the wax until white.
‘When made in rolls of convenient size it is
ready for use. By a little exposure to the
sun it can be easily applied to the stock
that has been grafted wich the hands. Try
it, and you will use no other.

In Grinnell, the seat of Iowa College, no
one has been sent to jail, to the poor-house,
or penitentiary, in 25 years, Of course,
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ildven, &d." “AS a portion of*it gives the
“‘narrativesof his eonnection with the United
sapmy at the time of Tarleton's raid
- ttesville, and of his visit to
?’t’p after, across the Blue Ridge
Howardsville Gap, as I think, and via

1'Waynesboro’ to Staunton, it will be inter-

‘esting history now.

§ 'Th;Bvu h the very great kindness of Mrs.
Kate .fglehart, of Annapolis, Md.,who, at-
the sacrifice of ‘much time and labor, her-
self copied it from a eopy of the volume,
now in her possession, am I indebted for it,
and I am sure that you and your readers
will appreciate it the more on that ac-
count. She is a sister of Capt. Frank and
Ideut. Carter Berkeley, of Staunton. She
co ed. om, page 14 of the. narrative,

The Judge says: ‘“The condition of Vir-
ginia can hardly beimagined. Her soldiers
were nearly all in Gen. Greene’s army;
her military stores exhausted by coustant
supplies to the Southern army; yet there
was a spirit of energy in her people to
overcome all her difflculties. I was con-
finued in the command of the magazine.
Lord Cornwallis having crossed the James
River at Westover, I was ordered to re-
move it to the southside of the river, and
carried it to Brittain’s Ferry on the oppo-
site side of the river, from which I was or-
dered to remove it back again to Westham,
where it remained until I was ordered to
throw the cannon into the creek, and carry
the rest of the stores to the Point of Feork,
(Columbia now,) which I did. From
thence I was ordered to carry a large por-
tion of the powder and small arms, &ec., to
Henderson’s Ford, new Milton, four miles
below Charlottesville; there I remained un-
til Col Tarleten came to the latter place.
There was a Capt., Lieut. Bohannon, who
had come a few days before, and who or-
dered me to remain where I wasand defend
the magazine against any detachmenft that
might be sent to take it, until I heard that
Tarleton had crossed the river at Char-
lottesville, after which I should join Baron
Steuben at the Point of Fork. About 11
o’clock, I heard that Tarleton had crossed
the river at Charlottesville and driven
away the Legislature. I then cqm-
menced my march to join the Baron Steu-
ben. My Orderly, through an opening in
the wood, pointed out some of ™arleton’s
dragoons on the mountain, those that had
been sent to capture Gov. Jefferson. I
continued my march, but took the Blen-
heim road, instead of the Point of Fork
road, by mistake, by which I escaped Tarle-
ton; as he says in his book, which I have,
that immediately on dispersing the Legisla-
ture and Governor, he took the road to the
Point of Fark to meet Lord Cornwallis’s
Eighth Infantry. By the road I took, I
was thrown on the south of him, and about
a quarter-of an hour by sun, met a man
who, on my enquiry, ioformed me I was
five miles from the Baron’s encampment,
then occupied by Cornwallis’s light infan-
try, who had driven the Baron across the
river that morning. Capt Bohannon hav-
ing ordered me, if I could not join the
Raron, to proceed to Staunton, and from
thence to join the corps to which I be-
longed in the army of Marquis La Fayette.
I required the man to conduct me to the
nearest crossing-place on the south branch
of James river. [This is evidently an er-
ror, as the Judge had not crossed James
River, and, instead of south, he meant
north branch, which was the Hardware.]
By sunrise the next morning, he con-
ducted me to the mouth of Hardware, and
I then crossed the river. The next day
I met Col. Qavis, who, under the Baron,
bad the ordering the new recruits and de-
tached parties. I had known him before,
and without any szlutation, asked where I
was going? I told him I was going to
Buckingham Court-house to get provisions
for the men, for that though I had an im-
press warrant in my pocket, I didn’t like
to execute it when public stores could be
got; to which he replied that Lord Corn-
wallis would be there before me. I said I
had left them in the Fork the night before;
on which he said: ‘“‘You will do as you
please.” Such was the panic everywhere,
that on the next day the soldiers under my
command seemed to have caught it, for in
turning a lane on our march, some recruits
of Capt. Armand’s troop came in front,
and most of my men fled and left me stand-
ing in the road almost alone; yet these men
had fought under that gallant officer, Maj.
Porterfield,at Gates’s defeat! They returned
however, to their ranks, and we continued
our march to Staunton, to which place I
was ordered, as I have said, if I couldn’t
join Baron Steuben at the Point of Fork.
The next day I crossed the ridge about six
miles to the south of Rockfish Gap, as I
now understand, as there is a large lime-
stone spring on the top. When I got to
where Waynesboro’ is, I found a large
force of 800 men or 1,000 riflemen under
the command of *Gen. McDowell, who Gov.
McDowell told me was from North Caro-
lina. He stopped me, saying he had orders
to stop all :roops to defend the Gap. I re-
plied that I belonged to the Contineatal
army and bad orders to go to Staunton,
and said to the men, ‘“Move on,”” and he
let me pass. At that time I suppose a reg-
imental coat had never been seen on that
side of the mountain—nothing but hunting-
shirts. I marched with drums beating
and colorg flying, and some one seeing the
troops, carried the news to Staunton that
Tarleton had crossed the mountain, and
the Legislature then sitting there ran off
again; but learning the mistake, rallied
and returned the next day. In the morn-
ing I entered the town. There, for a few
days, I heard Patrick Henry, Richard
Henry Lee, George Nicholas, and my
neighbor, Mann Page, of Mansfield,
though I had heasd Patrick Henry before,
when a school-toy in Fredericksburg, in a
great case of Mrs. Middleton against a man
by the name of Houston, a saddler, for a
breach of marriage contract. Houston had
murried a beautiful girl from North Caro-
lina, Miss Johnston, who, after the death
of Houston, married a Maj. Forsythe, and
was the mother of Forsythe, the late Sec-
retary of State.

It may seem strange that so young as I
was, not seventeen years of age, that I
should have the command that I had. My
twin brother, who was the oldest, but a
younger officer, had left me at Henderson’s
Ford, being ordered to Albemarle old Court-
house, [where was it?] where there were
public stores. I had been in command of
about 75 men to guard the magazine and
to make cartridges, port-fire, &. When 1
arrived at Staunton, Col. Davis, whom I
found there, insisted on retaining me in
that service, but Capt. Henning Gaines,
who belonged to Harrrisen’s regiment of
artillery, ordereu me to join my corps as
speedily as I could in the army of the Mar-
quis, and furnished me with his horses and
servant to do so. In a few days I leit
Staunton, and took the road by what is
now called Port Republic, to cross the
ridge at Swift Run Gap. A curious incident
occurred; one of the horses was taken
lame, and I stopped at a smith’s shop to
have his shoes repaired. The people were
all Duteh, and spoke no English; and see-
ing me in regimentals, they took me for a
British officer, and detained me for a time
as their prisoner, until one of them came
who understood Engligh, and I showed him

*Gen. Joseph MeDowell, here referred to,
whilst born, perhaps, on the Maj. Geo. Chris-
man farm in Rockingham, moved early to
John’s River, Burke county, North Carolina,
and wsas one of the heroes of Kings Mountain.
His wife was a sister of Col. Geo. Mo®ett, her
mother, Ma Coristian, and he was the
father of Hngh Harvey McDowell, who married
Capt. Samuel Miller's oldest daughter, Eliza-
beih, and Gen. Joseph J. McDoweil, of Hills-
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8 information must have beet

very bad; the Pennsylvania line, as it was
called, had bpen disbanded for mutiny in
| the north and again re-united, and did not
fumber more than 600 or 700 men, com-
mand: . Wayne. Gen. Weedon,
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ed By Gen
at the same time, commanded a small body
of militia Fredericksburg, from which
‘e had nothing to fear in his progress to
burn the iron-works. He, however, began
to retire, when the Marquis re-crossed the
Rappahanneck at the Raccoon Ford, and
by opening an old road, threw himself be-
tween Cornwallis and our remaining stores
in the upper country, and followed Corn-
wallis at a respectful distance, The corps
of Tarleton ann Simcoe, in the meantime,
rejoined himk and he halted but one day on
the heights @ Goochland Court-house,
when the Marquis also retrograded and
placed the,tmi behind Mechinek’s Creek,
I think they called it, in Fluvanna. Both
armies p ed slowly to Richmond, and
at ‘Westham I found a corps, of which my
brother Robert, afterwards Governor of the
State, was a volunteer. He was captured
by a troop of Simcoe’s regiment, command-
ed by Capt. Soller. Cornwallis kept on his
way to Williamsburg, and the Marquis
halted a few miles below New Kent Court-
house, where, on July 4th, the army was
reviewed and fired a feu de joie. 1 was
attached to Gen. Lawson’s brigade, and had
some opportunity to know the whole force
of the American army. It consisted of
eight thousand militia, Stephen’s and Law-
son’s brigades; of one thousand light in-

by the Marquis, (fine troops they were,)
the Pennsylvania line, as it was called, be-
tween six and seven hundred men, com-
manded by Gen. Wayne, with a good train
of artillery; one thousand riflemen, under
Gen. Campbell, of Wang’s Mountains, and
part of the Virginia Continental troops
under Col. Febiger, a Dane; a vidette
corps of dragoons under Capt: Larkin
Smith; and a single campany of Harrison’s
regiment of artillery, to which I belonged;
there were some additional militia under
Maj. Willis. The British army was more
efficient; seven thousand infantry, who had
fought the battles of the south; Tarleton’s
and Simcoe’s full regiments of cavalry and
a train of artillery. These were all troops
that could not be driven out of a field of
battle. The Marquis, in a few days, marched
to the cross-roads and the Burnt Ordinary,
sixteen miles from Williamsburg. The
skirmish at Hot-water by Col. Buller, of
the Pennsylvania line, and Maj. John Wil-
lis, with some Virginia militia, had occurred
a few days before. While the army lay on
this ground, Cornwallis marched from Wil-
liamsburg to Green Spring or Jamestown.
The morning of that: battle, Maj. George
‘Washington, an old school-mate, and an
aid to the Marquis, was at our quarters,
and was asked if the Marquis knew where
Lord Cornwallis was, and whether he had
crossed the river? His reply was, that
Gen, Wayne had been sent on that morn-
ing to find out where he was. Tarleton, in
his journal, says that one or two days before
he kad bribed a white man and a negro to
go out, and if they met with any American
detachments, te inform them that the
British army, except a small portion of it,
had crossed the river. It was this negro
who fell in with Gen. Wayne, who, on his
report, marched down and attacked the
whole British army.* Tarleton is wrong in
supposing that the Marquis intended to
bring on a general engagement; on the con-
trary, at 12 o’clock, when he learned that
Wayne was in some danger, he ordered
Col. Galvon, who belonged to his light in-
fantry, to run down with only one hundred
men to his relief, while he, with Capt. John
F. Mercer’s troop of horse, who had lately
joined, and some militia and riflemen fol-
lowed to support him. The Marquis cer-
tainly had no idea of a general battle, as
the rest of the army remained in their en-
campment the whole of one day. Gen.
‘Wayne brought on the battle; relying on
the intelligence of the negro, whom Tarle-
ton had bribed, for his troops suffered very
much. He, as Tarleton says, attacked the
whole British army, and got off only by
Cornwallis’s supposing that a general ac-
tion was intended by the Marquis, and tak-
ing time to prepare for it. Wayne not only
lost his artillery, but had, I think, eleven
officers badly wounded, whom I saw the
next morning in the hands of the surgeen
at the church in the rear of our encamp-
ment. Ithinkitis very certain the Marquis,
at this time, intended no general battle; nor
did Lord Cornwalis either. His object was
to cross the river and fall down to Ports-
mouth, that he might send the re-enforce-
ments required of him by Gen. Clin-
ton, who apprehended an attack by Gen.
Washington and the Count Rocham-
beau, who was hourly expected to arrive
with the French troops from the West In-
dies. (At Williamsburg, in 1824, on our
return from York, there came an old man
by the name of Powell, who had been the
Marquis’s guide, after the army fell down
between the two rivers, James and York,
and he asked Gen. Lafayette if he remem-
bered the fine horse that was killed under
him at the battle of Green Spring? To
which the General replied, the horse was a
very fine one, given to him by a dear Vir-
ginia friend, who, I suppose, was Gen.
Nelson; but he was not killed under him.
He had a leg broken by a six pounder, and
he made his bowman cut his throat.)

I was born on the 27th of August, 1763,
at Smithfield, the residence of our beloved
father, Richard Brooke, upon the Rapp
hannock, four miles below Fredericksburg.
Tradition says that it was called after Capt.
Jobn Smith, but there is nothing in the
history of Virginia that sustains the sup-
position that Capt. John Smith was ever
so high up the Rappahannock. I think it
was called after Capt. Lawrence Smith.
It belonged to one Tanner, in England,
who authorized his agent to sell it, when it
was bought by my grandfather Taliaferro,
who then resided at Epson, the adjoining
estate, and he gave it to my mother, God
bless her.”

CAUSE FOR ALARM.—A young man
carelessly formed the habit of taking a'
glass of liquor every morning before break-

fast. \
An old friend advised him to quit before
the habit grew too strong.
“Oh, there’s no danger; it is a mere no-
tion. I can quit any time,’’ repiied the
drinker. e
+‘Suppose you try it to-morrow morning,
suggested the friend. o
“Very well; to please you I’ll do so.
«But I assure you there is no cause for
alarm.”’ U
A week later the young mam met his
jend again.
" “Yougare not looking well,”” observed
the latter; ‘have you been ilI?”
«Hardly,” replied the other. “ButI am
trying to escape a dieadful danger, and. I
fear that I shall be, before I have conquered.
My eyes were open to an i;nmmant peril
when I gave you that promise a week ago.
I thank you for your timely suggestion.
“How did it affect you,’”’ inquired the
friend. .
“The first trial utterly deprived me of
appetite for food. I could eat no break-
fast and was nervous and trembling all day.
I was alarmed when I realized how insid-
uously the habit had fastened on me, and I
resolved to turn square about y.nd never
touch another drop. The squaring off has
pulled me down severely, but I am gaining,
and I mean to keep the upper hand after
this. Strong drink will mevcr cateh me in
his net again.”

In Germany, where there is no restric-
tion of the sale of liquor on Sunday, sta-
tistics show that 32 per cent. of the mur-
ders and crimes are committcd on Sunday,
and 53 per cent. between Saturday and
Monday morning. Yet many are clamor-
ing for the German Sunday. t0 be intro-
duced here.—Ez.
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For the SPEcTATOR,
TOMMIE HUMPHREY.

ToMMIE, only child of and Mrs, F. M
Humphrey, died at Beal » April 8th, 1884,
aged three years, '

BY U. W. V.
Thy little life is ended, Tom,
_ Thy little heart is cold,

Thy little soul has been received
Within the heavenly fold.

What joy around that happy home
Thy little presence shed;

But Darkness now unfolds her wings,
For little Tom is dead.

The darling little foot-falls oft,
In fancy, they will hear,

But he will climb the steps no more—
No more that home will cheer.

And loving eyes no more will wateh,
His going out and in, ’

But 1i¥tle tracks will long remain
Where little feet have been.

His carriage-horses, wagons, dogs—
O lay them aill aside;

He’ll never bring them out again,
Nor take another ride.

The little gun he prized so much,
Time may corrode with rust,

But it will be a sentinel
To gnard his sinless dust,

He thought the swallows to secure,
But as he neared the spot,

He quiekly turned for home, and said >~
“'Tis Sunday, I forgot.”’

A free ablution, swallows, take,
The gun is laid away,

And gone, the little sportsman that
Revered the Sabbath day.

fantry, New England troops, brought on by

Have we, as long as we have lived,
So grand a lesson given,

As that one taught by little Tom
Before he went to Heaven ?

“‘Death loves a shining mark,” we know,
And he was bright as day,

And strangers’ hearts were saddened when
This sweet child passed away,

*The King of Kings and Lord of Lords”
Hath taken what He gave,
And, side by side, their little ones
All sleep within the grave.
Heart-broken parents turn from earth
Where sweetest flowers die,
And gaze upon your infant band
In realms beyond the sky.

.

We all have griefs and pangs to bear
While here on earth we stay ;

If they come not in death’s dark form
They come some other way.

No matter what the chastening be
Nor how severe the rod,

We're pottét’s clay within the hands
Of an unerring God.

We war with man, we fight and win,
We wear the victor’s crown;
But when a Voice from heaven speaks,
‘We lay our trophies down.
O lonely parents, murmur not,
Your little ones you’ll meet—
Another light is placed *‘up there,”
To guide your erring feet.
e

Wanted to Cat Jeff. Davis’ Throat.

The Reidsville, (N. C.) Ttmes prints the
following: :

Capt. Jim Andrews, of the Piedmort
warehouse, of this town, is one of the clev-
erest citizens in the town or in the country.
He made a narrow escape in the summer of
1862 while aboard the cars near the town of
Henderson by having his throat raked at
with a pocket-knife, in being mistaken for
President Davis, and he bears the scars yet
ang will take them to the grave. It hap-
pened thus: The train was full of soldiers,
it was just dark, and the light burned dim-
ly, and there was a tall, slim, black-haired,
black-whiskered man in soldiers’ ‘ clothes
aboard who was very noisy, either drunk or
half crazy, who was disturbing the whole
train. Finally, Dave Maloy, of this coun-
ty, full of his Irish fun, said to him: ‘“‘Look
here, my friend, you’d better keep quiet, or
you’ll be arrested; the president of the con-
federacy is aboard this car !”’

“Is Jeff Davis on this train? Show me
the d—d old scoundrel I”’ said the crank.
Dave pointed him to Capt. Andrews, who
sat to the side with his head leaning back
asleep. The fellow said nothing, but pass-
ed through the car. Finally he entered
again cursing and roaring and holding a
common size pocket knife with his fingers
closed to about an inch from the tip of the
open blade. As he approached, his loud
cursing partly aroused Capt. Andrews,
when, stopping where he sat, the crank said
to him in a loud voice, ‘“You have ruined
me !’ and made a dash at his throat, He
cut through the thick linen collar and then
square across his throat, and had it not been
for Mr. Honeysuckle, who sat by him and
knocked up his arm, he would undoubtedly
have killed him. The crank then cut Mr.
Lawrence’s hand badly who was on the way
to see a sick son, and as the train was slow-
ing up for Henderson he leaped from the
trainand ran like a deer—-but not before Dave
Maloy bad fired a couple of heavy slugs at
bim, and if he hadn’t thought Capt. An-
drews Wwas dying and was bound to go to
him, he would have pursued him and killed
him. Nothing more was ever heard of the
crank. Capt. Andrews hasthe scars on his
throat. He is a leading memberof the Pres-
byterian church of this place.

As there has been great reduction in the
price of all the products of the American
farmer, it is certainly not unreasonable
that he should demand a redaction in the
price of the articles he is compelled to pur-
chase; a..d that redyction can only be ef-
fected by a reduction in the tariff.—Alex.
Gazette.

The County Court of Monroe refused to
grant liquor license to Oliver Beirne, of the
Old Sweet Springs, though the application
was endorsed by two-thirds of the people
of the district in Monroe county, W. Va.,
in which the springs are located.

Vital Questions!!
Ask the most eminent physician :
Of any school, what is the best thing in
the world for quieting and allaying all irri-
tation of the nerves and curing all forms
of nervous complaints, giving natural,
childlike refreshing sleep always?
And they will tell you unhesitatingly
“Some form of Hops !"’

CHAPTER I.

Ask any or all of the most eminent phy-
sicians:— X
‘“What is the best and only remedy that
can be relied on to cure all diseases of the
kidneys and urinary organs; such as
Bright’s disease, diabetes, retention or ina-
bility to retaln urine, and all the diseases
and ailments peculiar to Women’’—
“And they will tell you explicitly and
emphatically ‘‘Buchu.”’
Ask the same physicians
“What is the most reliable and surest
cure for all liver diseases or dyspepsia; con-
stipation, indigestion, biliousness, malarial
fever, ague, &c,” and they will tell you:—
‘“Mandrake! or Dandelion !’
Hence, when these remedies are com-
bined with others equally valuable
And compounded into Hop Bitters, such
a wonderful and mysterious curative power
is developed which is so varied in its opera-
tions that no disease or ill-health ean:possi-
bly exist or resist its power, and yet it is
Harmless for the most frail woman, weak-
est invalid, or smallest child, to use.
CHAPTER II.
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