gtaunton Spectator,

RICHARD MAUZY,

Jditor and Proprietor.

“7 7 BATES OF SUBSCRIPTION.

The subscription pmf the SPECTATOR is
2,00 A YEAR,

STRICTLY IN ADVANCE.

When payments are not made strictly in
adgnce Thrrée Dollars will be charged.

55~ Any one sending us FIVE new subscribers

and $10, will receive a copy of the paper for one

PO

STAUNTON, VA., TUESDAY, MAY 20, 1884.

Lot i - IR

NO. 36.

y ear, gratis.
S —

PROFESSIONAL DIRECTORY.

MEADE F. WHITE. A. C. GORDON.

HITE & GORDON, ;
¢ s-AT-LAW,
W ATTORNEYS B st t‘{&'
COURTS.—Augusta and adjoini‘ng coun -
Federal Court gx, Harrisonburg, bom}el?{l‘%rp'
peals of Virginia, at Staunton.

& S. SMELTZER,
7 (-AT-LAW,
S. SEEOBIRY STAUNTON, VA

in Stout Building, Court-house Alley

O e i1 nse Alley
~ A.RICHARDSON
C ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,
STAUNTON, VA,
Special attention given 1o th&e collection of
¢laims, and prompt returns maae.
CourTs—Augusta and Rockingham,
OFF10E—No. 2 Law Building.
WM. A. HUDSON.
HUDSA)N & PATRICK,

oct?

WH. PATRICK.

ATTORNEYS-AT-LAW,
STAUNTON, VA,,
Will practice in the Courts of Augusta and
adjoining counties. Special attention paid to
collections. febl2-tf

J. R. TOCKEYX

Lexingtou, %«
UCKER & “UCHER,
T ATTORNEYS-AT-LAW,
STAUNTON, VA.,

Will pra: i irts of Augusta and the

adjolgim; € ooouw, Z1l80in the Court of Ap-
eals of Virginia, and will attend regularly the

gircuit. Courts of Rockbridge. au22-tf

TUCKER

Va.

H. ST. GEO.
Staunton,

ALEX. ¥, MATHEWS.
BMATHEWS,
GRNEYS-AT-LAW,
LEWISBURG, WEST VA,
ractice regularly in th2 Courts of Greenbrier,
onroe, Pocahontas and Nicholas counties, W.

Va., the Court of Appeals, and the Federal

Courts for the District of W, Va. 5
Aw-Particular attention paid to Collections
nd to special cases anywhere in their State,
may 17—1y

FTIUHOMAS D. RANSON,
l. ATTORNLY-AT-LAW,
STAUNTON, VaA.
stlers his professiona: services in the County
and Circuit Courts 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
Jther States. may 50—1y.

RESTON A BAYLOR,
ATTORNEY-AT-LA W,

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

OFFICE—The same formerly occupled by his
1ather, Col. Geo. Baylor, dec’d, on Augusta st.,
ppposite the Court-house. no 21

s
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,

Wn. BE,
WARM SPRINGS, VA.

Courts—Alleghany, Bath and Highland, Va.,

nd Poeahontas, West Virginia.

gf=Special attention given to collection ot
¢laims and proceeds promptiy aecounted for,

dee 23—tf o

H. M, HATETWA,
MATME“'Q &

MeALLISTER

YT R. JAMES JOUNSTON,
DENTIST,
MAIN STREET, STAUNTON, VA.
OFFICR :—Over Turner & Harman’s Grocery
tore, dec 21—tf

r. C. ELDER.
NLDER & NELSON,
ATTORNEYS-AT-LAW,
and Real Estaie Agenis,
STAUNTON, VA.

W3, J. NELSON,

TAILORING.
> G-
A, HUTCHESON,
J . MERCIIANT TAILOR,

109 ¥. Main St., Siaunton, Va,

I desire io call the attention of my friends
»nd the public to the fact that I have just re-
reived a mosi beautifal line of—

PRICSS GOODSs
FOR SPRING AND SUMMER WEAR.
I am prepared to furnish Geuntiemen’s suits, of
the very best materials, made up in the latest
svyles and in the mv workmanlike manner,
at low prices, and ss action guaranteed. 1
also keepa full line of Gents® Furnishing
G sods. sy Give me a call before making
your purchases. Respectfully,
octl4-tf J. A, HUTCHESON.

‘\/i BHRCIIOANT TAITORING
43

HEADQUARTERS, .

F. McNAMARA,

No. 1¢ 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 besi manufacture.

s~ Perfect fits guaranteed and orders prompt-
ly executed.
Calland examine goods and prices, Jy2-i

Bi.

HARBLE WORKS.
—
ALLEY MARBELE WOREMS,

V STAUNTON, VA.
the People of Augusta and the Valley coun-
ties: >

Keep your money at Home is to prosper,

Sendit away is to become impoverished.

Everything is at very

low prices, and I am sell®

ing Monuments, Head
and Foot Stones, as low
for cash as any local or
traveling agent, or any
it Marble dealer in the Uni-
¢/ ted States. Don’t believe
anything to the contrary,
till you come and see.
T J. C. MARQUIS.
2, 3.—Ialso call attention to my Catalogue
of Designs of the Wonderful White Bronze
Monumentsand Fead Stones. an27-tf

LIVERY STABLES.

UMMER ARRANGEMENT.
THE BEST LIVERY IN THE STATE.

AMERICAN HOTEL

: Livery Stables.
B. ¥. THORNBURG,.............. Proprietor.

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

o lIunLipg, Fishing and Pleasure Parties
generally wili be supplied with any kind of
vehicle desired, at low prices.

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

Satisfaction guaranteed.

mayl8-tf 8. T. THORNBURG.

ARTHUR JERRAM,
Sueccessor to

ROBICRT HILL,

Jr.,

Manuiacturer and Bottler of

GINGER ALE,

TMermmoer Saopddas,
AND

SARSAPARILLA.

Bottled Beer & Porter

ALWAYS IN STOCK.
NEW STREXET,

oet23 '83-1y Staunton, Va.

THE BLATGHLEY
PUNMP!
BUY THE BEST.

BLATCHLEY¥'S

TRIPLE ENAMEL

PORCELAIN-LINED

SEAMLESS TUBE
- COPPER-LINED

PUMP

Do not be argued into
buying inferior Goods.

For sale by the best
houses in tge Trade.

C.BLATCHLEY,Manuf'r,

08 MARKET ST. i
3Wr.lte to me for name of 110522 ‘fg?n{f‘ i

feb26-6m
LADIES AND

LI VERY- GENTLEMEN

Wishing FIKST-CLASS
BUGGIES,
HACKS, and
PHATONS,

can be accommeodated, at all times, bﬁ éalung

on 8. T. THORNBU
Telephone Connection. AUGUSTA ST.,
jes Staunton, Va.,

e

Why don’t you buy my shirts
ready-made ? What'’s the use of
wearing your eyes out over fine
needle work, and breaking your
back trying to save a few cents!
I don’t see the'savin’ of it. Why,
you can buy shirts now-a-days
for very little more than the cost
of material. Look at this “ D1a-
MOND” I've just bought. I say,
Maria, I am going to buy a dozen
more right away.

If your dealer does not keep it, send
to Daniel Miller & Co., sole manufact
more, Md

aprls-3m

Pipe smoking is the real test of atobacco.
It is the regal way of smokipg. You get
more directly at the flayvor and fragrance.
You take the smoke ccoler, and the tonic
cleanlier and eafer. Pipe smoking is
smoking reduced to a fine art.

The more the question of adulterated
tobacco forces itself on the attention of
smokers, the more desirable it becomes
to know prec what you are smcking.
In Blackwell’s Bull Durham Smoking '
baccoyou haveag

ed product.
flavor, and

Try it,and youw
isfied. None genuine v
out trade-mark of the Bull.

All succegsful Fishermen and Sports-
men smoke Blackwell’s Bull Durham
Smoking Tobacco, and they enjoy it.

A R e ST R

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
Appctite, Bowels costive, Sick ¥Head-
ache, fullness after eating, aversion to
exertion of body or mind, Eructation
of food, Irritability of temper, Low
spirits, A feeling of having meglected
some duty, Pizziness, Flutie ving at the
Heart, ots Pefore the eyes, highly col-
ored Urine, CONSTIPATION, and de-
mand the use of & remedy that acts directiy
ontheLiver. AsaLiver medicine TUTE'S
PILLS have no ejqual. Their action onthe
Kidneys and Skin is 2lso prompt; removing
all impurities through these three ¢ scave
engers of the system,™ producing appe-
tite, sound digestion, regular stools, a clear
skin and a vigorous body. TUET’S PILLS
cause no nausea or griping nor interfere
with daily work and are a perfect

ANTIDOTE TO MALARIA

HE FEELS LIKE A NEW FAN,

1 have had Dyspepsia, with Constipa-
tion,two years, and have tried ten different
ktads of piils, and 'UTI’'S are the first
thet Pave done mse eny Eoec. Thuy have
ciegned me cout nicely. My snpeiite »=
sylendid, food digests readily, aud I now
have natural passages. I fee e 8 new
map * W.D. EDWARDS, Palmyra, O.
voldeverywhere,25¢. Cffice,44 Murray St.,N.Y.

TUTT'S HAIR
GRAY HAIR OR WHISKERS changed in.
stantly to & GLOSEY BLACK by & single ap.
plication of this DYE. Sold by Druggisty
or sent by express on receipt of g z.
Office, 41 Murray Street, New York,
TUTT’'S MANBAL OF USEFUL REGEIPTS FREE

aug?-ly

DR, FAHRNET'S

3

TORPID

b ]

I wonderful cures eflfected by this now well-
remedy, not only in our private practice

it throughout the 1 States, has
attention of the me: 1 profession to its

ut the land, In Chronic Rheumatism

out, Jaundice, Bilious disorders and

i < d Eruptions on the face,

s p

arge proportion of the CuroniC TINAT
Diseaszs that afilict MANKIND have their origin in
an impure 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
Eealth Restorer. SingLe BorTLE will
preduce such a change of feeling as ofien to AstoNisH
the SuvrErer. Be Apvise
Druceists AND SToR

vt o~
PrerArED By
Dk, D, FANMRNEY & SON,
HAGERSTOWN. MD,

aprls '84-1y

R, )
ELECTRIC

RE.) (A
LACTROVOLTAIC BELT and other
APPLIANCES are sent on 80 Pays’ Trial TO
MEN ONLY, YOUNG OR OLD, who are suffer-

1%, oo

m NErvoUs DEBILITY, LOST VITALITY,
%m{x?u Wrax~esses, and all those diseases of &
PERSONAL NATURE, resulting from Apuses and
Oraee CAuses. _ Speedy reliet and complete
restoration to HEALTH, VIGOR and MANHOOD
GUinANTEED. Send at once for Ilustrated
Pamphlet free. Address .
VOLTAIC BELT €O., Marshall, Mich,
m

—_——

POETRY.

MWE ARE NOT MISSED.
If younand I
To-day should die
The birds would sing the same 10-mOIrow;
The vernal Spring
Her flowers would bring
And few would think of us with sorrow.

Yes, he is dead,

Would then be szid.

The corn would fioss, the grass yield hay,
And cattle low,
And Summer go,

And few would heed us pass away.

How soon we pass!

How few, alas!
Remember those who turn to mould ;

Whose faces fade

With Autumn’s shade
Beneath the sodden churchyard coid !

Yes, it is so—
We come and go!
They hail our birth, they mourn us dead.
A day or meore,
The Winter’s o’er,
Anothdr takes our placg instead,

—_———— e ——————

THE FIRST BABY

o
What shall we name her, little wi'e ?
What shall we eall this feather of life?
Little new-comer to Lillipat land,
Lying as light as a kiss on my hand,
Whose quaint wee face with its rosy skin
But measures a fincer from brow to chin,
While a span from the poiut of her button nose
Will reach the tip of her tiny toes;
What shall we call her? She’s too smasll,
I think, to have any name at all.
Could we peep down on the vaie of tears,
Draw the curtain that hides the years!
Could we just for a moment see
What is our darling’s destiny! .
Is she heiress to hizh estate?
Will she be taking a king for mate ?
King of the people—she their queen ?
Royal the name of Josephine.
Will she, meek, with a sorrowfal heart,
Choose, like Mary, the better ?
W1ll she be gentle;tender, true—
A copy. dear little wife, of you ?
Will she be dauntless, brave, and strong?
Will her spirit escape in song,
Caroling gayly in go'den words
The joy of the sun-loved birds?
Will her hands give erst unknown
Voice to canvass or life to stone?
Shall we christen her Florence, Fan,
Constance, Dorothy, Marzery, Ann ?
Watch the weirdly flickering flame;
Read her fortune, choose her name.
What shall it be? Ah! p’r’aps 'tis well
None of us can the future tell ;
But there's pleasure in painting yet
FFancy portraits of our pet.
At two, a tiny queen we see,
Ruling the world from papa’s knee;
Then when risen to five orsix,
Prattling tease with her saucy tricks;

’| Ten years more and a full- grown Miss,

A bit coquettish and coy to kiss;
Then young Love, with his sweet alarms,
Will add a g ace to her woman’s charms;
Then the wife, and the by and by
P’r'aps may bring us another tie,
And baby’s baby crow “Hurrah
For dear old gr vy and grandpa !
Strange by your bedside *tis to eit,
In this room by the fire-flames !it;
Picturing thus, in colors bold,
Life of our baby (hree days old.

— #larper’s Bazar.

’

BETWEEN TW6 STOOLS.

I

[Temple

Jar.]

FROM MISS NORA WICHERLEY, PEMBRIDGE
SQUARE, W., TO MISS AGNES CREWE, NEWN-
HAM COLLEGE, CAMBRIDGE:

JUNE 4th.

My DeAR AGNEs:—What a relief, to be
quiet and alone in one’s rcom, to lock the
door, take up one’s pen and have a little
peaceful talk with one’s best friend!

Since we parted at the station (is it really
two days ago?), life has been all hurry
and bustle; all dress-makers, boot-makers
and milliners; and perhaps, under the cir-
cumstances, this is the best state of affairs
possible. Like the young ladies in the
novels, one can pretend to ‘“forget.”” For-
get! Agnes, I believe the Fates have curs-
ed me with the boon—terrible in any case,
twice terrible in the case of a woman—the
boon of constancy!

Mamma was very skocked at my dress
when I got home, and insisted on my go-
ing off to the dressmaker’s directly after
lunch. I was wearing, as you krow, the
beautiful sage-green which our Hall so ad-
mires. The absence of stays and crino-
lette almost wrung tears from the various
members of my family. If it had been
worth while I should have protested, but is
anything worth while? So I allowed my-
self to be borne off to Mme. Stephanie’s
like a lamb to the sacrifice. What does it
matter ? “With the new dress I suppose I
put on the new life, unwholesome, artifi-
cial, violating all laws of beauty; the sordid
London streets, the sordid London faces,
these I shall have to endure all my life
long. And it is only a few days ago since
we walked down the dime avenue together,
and watched the sun set behind the elm
trees in the ‘““Backs;”’ since we puzzled
over Plato on thelawn, and read Swinburne
on the roof in the evenings. Only a few
days! Is it not rather a hundred years?

Agnes, I have never had any conceal-
ments from you, and I know you to be fully
aware even of what I have not told you in
S0 many words, 'With regard to a certain
person, youa will tell me—will you not?—
all you see and hear of him. Remember,
it is all 1 shall have in the way of pleasure
till I die; the few scraps you can collect for
me, the few scraps I have myseif collected
for memory to hug.

To-night T went to a big dance in West-
bourne Terrace. I did not wish to go, re-
flecting that skeletons are apt to be out
of place at feasts, but I yielded finally to
Mamma’s request, and submitted to the
ordeal. As I was standing at the window,
after dinner, before going up to dress,
somebody passed in a hansom. At first I
did not recognize him, and stared vaguely,
till he bowed, and then—oh, Agnes! I saw
it was Mr. Talbot! I think it was the
slght of him made me so desperate after-
wards. Thehmusic, the lights, the crowd,
and that terrible pain at my heart, all these
combined to make me a little mad. I am
not quite sure what I said and did; I be-
lieve it _was nothing to offend Philistine
sensibilities, but personally I feel rather
debased and degraded. I know my sister
‘rallied” me—as our dear Sir Charles
Grandison hath it; ‘‘chaffed,” she calls it—
all the way home. Now I come to think
of it, I did dauce a great many times with
some impossible man—his name I believe
was Mr. Broke—who assumed rather the
manners of a grand Turk, and paid me
some quite coarse compliments.

Ob, what a relief, to get back to solitude,
even when solitude means the old terrible
pain, the old awful longing! Yet is 1t not
something to have ‘known the best and
loved it 2”’—to have seen what is noblest,
highest and purest in the world, and to
have felt it to the depth of one’s being? -

[Here follow several pages which, for
the reader’s sake, we have thought best to
omit. ]

Iam glad to say we leave London for
Switzerland next week, Please excuse
these outpourings of your very sorrowful

Nora.
PEMBRIDGE SQUARE, Oct., 16th.

Drar-AcexEs:—Is it possible that four
months have elapsed since I wrote to you?
And, if I remember rightly, my last letter
was neither very sane nor very dignified.
I must confess that Switzerland is a disap-
poiutment; it is all 50 obvious; one has seen
the whole thing so often on work-boxes, in
albums, and at the theatre. The scenery
wants restraint, reserve; the green trees,

the cmneal mountains, the blne—greon{

» 7

‘| heart and center of Philistia—1 make no

; of moral and intellectual eulture, and pre-
{ sent, perhaps, to the thoughtful observer,

lakes; they are crude, glaring, wanting in
subtlety. Give me Thames in Ogtober, or
Cam. in May, and I will not askiyou for the
Alps. But this is by the way. After thor-
oughly ‘‘doing”’ Switzerland in true barba-
rian, British-tourist fashion, we went to
Brighton, and now at 1ast behold us under
our own roof-tree.-

Yes, my dear Agnes, 1 have perforce
permanently taken up my abode among the
Philistines! I do not pretend to like it;
but perhaps, like most other things, it has
its consolations. Do you not admire the
philosophie, not to say chastened, attitude
of your friend ? I say, perhaps it has its
consolations, but I have not yet discovered
them.

I have gathered together my Lares and
Penates, in a little room at the top of the
house, where I mean to work every day.
It is nothing like the dear old den at Cam-
bridge. but I have hung up your ‘‘“Melan-
cholia’> and the Burnc-Jones head; have
ranged my Greek books and poets--my
sister nearly fainted when she saw some of
them—-along the shelves, and have no doubt
that in time I shall grow very fond of it.
Yes, a refuge, a place to be alone in, is
most of all what I need. I am in the very

pretence of concealment about it. Every-
body is quite respectable, rather dull, and
jast a little vuigar. We do not go i for
noble ideals and high notions; bnt on the
other hand we eschew large vices, leaving
them for our better-born townsfolk on the
other side of the Park. No, we are not
wicked; we are only on a rather low level

a more depressing spectacle than a den of
thieves. Observing the fine satire of the
‘“‘we;”’ I am, as you see, developing a pret-
ty turn for eynicism. Who would not, un-
der the circumstances?

Personally I find myself rather desolate.
I am willing enough to smocke the pipe of
peace, but with the Philistines will have none
of me. They distrust me; the girls think I
want to “come it’”’ over them; and the
young men are continually on the lookout
for covert snubbing. One is afraid to call
a thing by its right name for fear of being
thought pedantic; it is not young-ladylike
to have one’s sentences logical. A pretty
haziness, a charming inconsequence—these
are the qualities the Philistine male would
fain see in his woman Kkind.

I went last night to a dinner party in
Cleveland Square, where I was subjected
to a quite unreserved cross-examination on
the subject of myself, my plans, Newnham,
etc. One cannot accuse these people of a
shrinking delicacy; if they want to know
anything, why, they askit! There is beau-
tiful franknessin the way they make known
their likes and dislikes, their wants and ob-
jections. A ball-room is like a battle-field,
where it is vee victis! indeed; no quarter is
given, and the weakest goes, very literally,
to the wall, I find myself getting quite in-
terested in the struggle sometimes.

There is nothing to be done, I suppose,
but ¢ ‘to put one’s soul in a place out of
sight,”” and go on one’s way to the end.
Perhaps I shall get educated up to the
whole concern, one cay. Meanwhile, I
have given up one hope, that I shall never
Jorgel. 'The gods—it was a cruel whim—
have given me a constant hecart. The,
thought of a certain person is with me
night and day--a strong undercurrent fiow-
ing perpetually in the depths of my being.
It is something, in this sordid world, t
| have such a pure and noble image cushrin-
ed in one’s Leart, even if it be only a source
of pain.

How I envy you up there! Cambridge
looks her best, I think, in October, when
the leaves are red. Pray write soca and
tell me 21l the news. ¢

Yours affectionately,
Noxna.

That Mr. Broke 1 told you about (and
who took me in to dinner yesterday) has
Just sent me a great bouquet of Lot-house
flowers. ;

{ might

LI
PEMBRIDGE SQUARE, Nov. 12th.

I rejoice to receive your letter, redolent as!
it was offthe most beautiful place in the |
world! Let me .congratulate you,
on your brilliant suggestion for a new re:
ing of that terrible passage in ‘‘Agamem-
non.”” No wonder Mr. Dalrymple is proud |
of his pupil! i
I am sorry. how sorry you can perhaps i
faintly conceive, to hear of the continued !
ill health of Mr. Talbot. Can nothing be |
done? Can I donothing? Ob, it is the
cruelest of all tosit here quetly and feel thatT |
may not even stretch out a hand to belp,
him. Euripides was right when he madc{
Medea say that we women are the most!
wretched of living things. {
Your expressions of pity and sympathy |
for and with myself are very soothing,
though they make me feel that ;.crhwps I
have a little overstated my case. The peo-
ple about me, generally speaking, are dull,
and in a certain sense vulgar, but of course
there are exceptions. Some of them are
clever and amasing. That Mr. Broke, for
mstance, he is very clever—in his own way
quite remarkably clever. And his society
is agreeable——sympathetic even to a certain
extent. Of course, I do not mean to say
that his soul p ssesses the delicate bloom,
his mind the subtle perceptiveness, his feel-
ings the wonderfal fineness of another per-
son we know of. The nature of Stephen
Broke is not, indeed, to be compared to
that of Reginald Talbot; and I do not fan-
cy the atmosphere of professfonal and com-
mercial London to be exactly conducive
to the preservation of psychie bloom. There
isa push, a coarseness, a hurry and bustle |
in this land of Philistia that necessarily |
knock off the finer edges of character. But
why am I running on like this about souls
and feelings, and instituting impossible
comparisons? Mr. Broke is a very plea-
sant person to pass an hour or two with;
that is all that concerns me; all that can
henceforwarcd concern me about any man
alive—except one. And ke is nice looking;
ves, I think so, though he does not at all
come up to one’s idea of a ‘‘young god.”
But in a generdl, roughsort of man’s way,
his appearance is distinctly pleasing; I
mean, he is big and straight, has a plea-
sant, intelligent face, with good eyes, and
wears his clothes the right way—and they
are the right sort of clothes. Perhaps you
would think him coarse. He certainly
makes his preferences very broadly, and
has a tendency to give a personal turn to
the conversation. I wish, too, ‘ther.a were
not quite so much of the Turk in his atti-
tude towards our sex, both individually
and collectively; but I know the highest
form of chivalry is only possible to the
highest nature; and besides, one .nmst {d-
low for a man’s associations. Chivalry, in-
deed, is very little understood in my part
of the world. A woman is held to have no
absolute value; it is relative, and depends
on the extent of the demand for her among
members of the other sex. The way the
women themselves acquiesce in this view is
quite horrible. I need not say that, person-
ally, I am in very little request; that I am
caviare to the general.is perhaps the raost
delicate way of stating it. I am neither a
beauty, an heiregs, nor a crack dancer, nor
do I possess the peculiar mixture of skill
and daring which go towards making a
successful flirt. Nobody wants a gxrl.fur
her soul and rather fine critical perception.
Mr. Broke and I talk to one another a
good deal, and dance together sometimes,
though he says his dancing days are coming
to an end next year, when he will be thir-
ty-five. Have you ever tried sitting on the
stairs? 'We never used to sit on the stairs
at perpendiculars. It is something of an
experience, a new phase, almost, of exis-
tence. There is a great clatter and push-
ing and moving all about; everybody is in
gala dress and gala spirits; the air is alive
with music, heavy with the scent of flow-
ers, bright with the light of many candles.
You are alone in a crowd—you and another
person. You go and sit down in a little
corner among pink lights and ferns, or on
some dim-lit Janding, and talk about every-
thing under the sun—the weather, the' last
engagement, your soul if you like—all the
time conscious that it is not quite real, that

{

cither mag go off at a tangent “should the

3

My DEar AGNES:—I cannot teli you how |

{1f
i I toid him that what he asked was impos-

more costly

conversation grow too serious.
a very interesting experiencé, even for
those who, like myself, regard life solely
from the spectator’s point of view.

I am afraid you must think me sadly de-
generated; but 1t is not good to sit in a cor-
ner all day and weep for what one has not
got. Perhaps, Agnes, you think I am be-
ginning to forget. But no; on second
thoughts, I believe you to know me too
well. Only write me better news of a cer-
tain person, and I shall be happy—compar-
atively. Yours affectionately,

Nora.

PEMBRIDGE SQUARE, Jan. 20th.

DEeARr Acenes: I was vergdisappointed at
10t seeing you this vacation. I had hoped
to be able to ask you to stay with me, l)ut
my sister’s friend, Sybil Juniper, oocupied
the spare room through the whole five
weeks: Sybilis 2 most exasperating little
person, very pretty ina heterodox manner,
with fluffy fair hair, pink-and-white skin,
and qnite abrormally small waist and feet,
at which mentioned members my whole
family is pléased to sit adoringiy. I cannot
join g the general worship, and am in con-
sequénce comsidered sinister and a Httle
spitafal.  But what rational persons:could
bring themselves to accept (his charming,
gmpty-heased; eattling criatare as “legal
ﬁqu'el fora human heing’'—toquete George

Lot :

I may indeed be wrong in my judgment
of her, for one often strikes suddenly upon
a human soul after groping hopelessly
about in the deposit of worthless stuff which
time and the world have contrived to keep
above and around it. Such a soul, for in-
stance. I have found in Stephen Breke.
Under the crust of worldliness, under all
the little coarsenesses and cynicisms, there
beats a very human heart with blood of the
right degree of redness. I do not mean
that he is great and noble; I mean that he
is more than a painted image, ingeniously
construected as to brain, with a spring which
only the touch of self-interest can move. I
mean that he is a real human being, more
or less faulty certainly, but good in the
main, and the discovery gives me a more
than mere w®sthetic pleasure. Iam Dbegin-
ning to regain something of my last faith
in the great mass ot humanity; perhaps I
was a little hasty in my first judgments;
perhaps there are various ways of excel-
lence; or perhaps it is I myseif who am
grown coarser and less seunsative to fine
moral ditferences.

Dut it is not possible that what seems
like change and infidelity to old ideas is de-
velopment and increased width ? Because
we perceive the beauties of the valley, have
we of necessity less admiration for the
snow:eapped mountain? But why do Irun
off into such nonsense? When a lady
plunges into metaphor, there is no knowing
what may happen to her and her coheren-
cy. [Here is my maid come to tell me to
dress for the dance to-night, so good-bye
for the present.

Two A. m.—1 have just come back from

.| the dance, and fthough it is very late I find

it quite impossible to make up my mind to
go tobed. 1 have been very much disturb-
ed, véery much shocked, altogether more
movel than I thought was po-sible under
any circumstances save one. When I got
invo the room to-night almost the first per-
con [ saw was Mr. Broke. I was glad to

%ee Liin, and glad when he asked me to

dance, because he is bright and genial and
interesting. He knows so much, has seen
50 much, is so exceedingly vital and ‘‘all
around,’’ that one can excuse a great many
things for the sake of the pleasantness of his
socic'y. Dut to-night he did not seem at
all inclined t0 be amusing. He was quite
serious, rather surly in fact, and led me off
to the conservatory iv a sort of right-is.
i fashion thdt was almost brautal. T
began to feel frightened, strangely moved
at ;ngitared.‘ In the conseryatory a very
wonderful thing happened. Agnes, in jug-
tice to him I cannot tell you what he said
to me; indeed, T have a very confused re-
membrance of the whole affair.
iznow this, that he asked me to be his wife!

! Oh, but it was terrible—I counld never have

agined beforehand how terrible! I was
enly conscious of peing acted upon,
eonsecious that here was a force- to which,

I were not careful, I should yield myself.

sible. At first he d d not believe me; then
he grew very white, and his eyes—they are
such beautiful eyes!—fastened on my face
with a searching gaze that filled me with a
strange emofion—terror, but not wholly
terror, whose very vagueness made it no
less powerful.  “Will you reconsider 2’ he
said at length, ‘“and givesme your answer
another time ?"’

Aud then I told him that I was very sor-
ry if I had made a mistake; that I had
grown to regard myself as a mere looker-on
at life; that my personal history was long
ago at an end. He laughed a little at this.
“Let me take you to the dancing-room,”
he said, and when we reached it he made a
deep bow, with the remark; ‘I have labor-
ed under a misconception. I beg your par-
don,” and disappeared among the crowd of
dancers.

Ob, I was so miserable, I could have
cried there and then; but there was nothing
for me to do but to go on dancing till the
carriage came.

Mr. Broke stayed for about half an hour;
once my partner and I knocked up against,|
kim in a doorway, when he bowed very
deeply and apologized for being in the way.

Am I not pursued by a crucl Fate? Ifit
had not been for a previous occurence I be-
lieve I could have liked this person. It is
a terrible thing to deliberately turn away
from love—from the love of-a good man;
and Stephen Broke is good and clever and
handsome, and I have unwiringly done him
a wrong—possibly earned his contempt in
the bargain,- Oh, Agnes, my heart aches
as I thought it could neverache again. All
this is, of course, strictly confidential. I
suppose it would be more discreet to lock it
up in one’s own oreast, but I should die if
I conld not tell some one.

Yeur sad and affectionate
Nora.
[Will be concluded in the next issue.]
S A e NG e 3

Warer MELoN CUTURE.—-A correspon-
dent of the. Rwral New Yorker deseribes
the following method by which an extra-
ordinary crop of water-melons was mMsed:
Holes were dug ten reet apart each way,
eighteen inches square and\ fifteen inches
deep. These holes were filled with well
rotted mauure which was thoroughly in-
corporated with the soil. A low flat hill
was then made and seed planted. When
the vines were large enough to run, the
whole surface was covered to the depth of
a foot or fifteen inches with wheat straw.
The straw was placed close up around the
vines, No cultivation whatever was given
afterward; no weeds or grass grew. The
vines spread over the straw and the melons
matured clear and niee. The yield was
abundant and the experiment an entiie
suceess. This is surely worth trying this
season.—Lee County Sentinel.

——— - ——.

TEE NoiSE OoF THE FINGERS.—When
you poke the end of your finger in your
ear, the roaring noise you hear is the scund
of the circulation in your finzers, which is
the fact, as any one can demonstrate by
first putting his fingers in his ears, and
then stopping them up with other sub-
stanee. Try it, and think what a wonder
of 2 machine your body. is, that even the
points of your fingers are such busy work-
shops that they roar like a small Niagara.
The roaring is probably move the noise of
the circulaticn than of the blood. If is the
voice of all the vital processes togecher—
the tearing down and building up processes
that are always going on in the living body,
from conception down to death.

‘Who shall criticise the lawless classes of
New York city when two hundred and tifty
police authorities and policemen sit down
at a banquet board and use ‘six hundred
bottles of wine in one evening?’ The
rough and drunkard will naturally plead
that they have a right to whisky and beer
if the guardians of the law are allowed

drinks.—dmendment Herald.

%,
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For the SPECTATCR
An Interesting Letier from Missonri.

New Loxpox, Rarrs Couxnty, Mo.,}
May 9th, 1884.

Eprror SpEcrAToR:—I have changed my
Tocal habitation since you last had any in-
telligence from me. I am now in Ralls,
another river county, north of Lincoln. I
have been here two months, and I ficd this
a-very rich county. The land is smoeth,
but not a great deal of prairie. The prai-
ries are adapted to wheat, grass, oats, corn,
&e. The timbered land will produce any
thing abundantly. 1 bave scen the finest
bine-grass, surpassing any I ever say in the
Valley of Virginia, where is the noted
country of the blue-grass. This land is
principally adapted to stoek-raising. Cat-
tle, mules, and “hogs are raised in abun-
dance, and command good prices. The
wheat raised in this county’ is of a saperior
quality, and ranks among the first coutities
of the Btate for wheat-raising. The land
produges from twenty to fifty bushels of
wheat per acre. This is on the timbered
land; of Course, the prairie does not pro-
duce'so much., Wheat is selling from 90
cefits t0-51. 10-per bushel, and the first-class
wheat$lgags more than that. Wheat is
lgoking splendidly now, and is green and
rgnfﬁwgeffa'nhers were very fearful that
the wheat was injured last ‘winter, but

they say now they never had a better pros-

pect for a good crop. A very large erop
was sown list fall, and there is every pros-
pect of a bounteous harvest along the Mis-
sissippi River. The wheat now is twenty
inches high. Any amount of corn raised.
The land proeduces from forty to one hun-
dred and twenty bushels per acre. It is
now selling from 40 to 50 cents per bushel,
and seed-corn is selling for as much as $1.50
per bushel, and hard to get at that. The
farmers were backward gathering their
corn, and constquently it was injured by
the cold weather. It has been so very wet
this spring, that the farmers have planted
bus little corn, but now the sun shines as if
we would have some pretty weather, and I
know all will be glad, as the roads have
been so bad that there was very little trav-
eling. Very little oats sown on account of
the wet weather. What was sown is look-
ing very green and nice.

I have been over nearly the whole county,
and I find the people good and kind—just as
hospitable as the people of Virginia. Nearly
all the people were formerly from Virginia
or Kentucky, who, you know, are the most
hospitable people in the world, though,
occasionally, I meet people from Ohio, Ma-
ryland, and North Carolina. When I find
a neighborhood of either Virginians or
Kentuckians, 1 find good, clever people;
but I cannot say so much {for those of ether
States; though, of course, frequently we
find good people from anywhere. The Vir-
ginia people here always welcome me kind-
ly, and always have a great many questions
to ask of old Virginia and of the people; but
I find most of the Virginians are from East
Virginia er West Virginia. I wa$ in one
neighborhood where there were fifteen fam-
ilies from Clarke county. -They had only
been out here a few years, and they said
they would not live In Virginia for any-
thing, as this was so much better country
and land was so much cheaper. This is
one thing all ask me: “What are the Vir-
ginia people going to do with Mahone?”’
They think he is a disgrace to Virginia,
and if they had him here, he would not
have much show. I have seen one old gen-
tleman since I have been herefrom Augusta
county. Some of the readers of the SPEc-
TATOR (old ones) may remember him. His
name is James Kerr. He came to this
State in 1824, He is the oldest man in this
county—99 years old. He has lived in this
county since hg has been in the State. Heo
is very feeble now, and remembers very
little of Virginia. I have met a great
many persons from Rockbridge and Bath
counties—EKerrs of Rockbridge county and
McClintics of that county and of Bath
county. Some of them live in this county
Monroe and Marion counties adjoin-
ing this. I was to see a gentleman for-
merly of Bath county, Va., now of Marion
county, Mo. I guessagreat many persons
of Augusta remember him, as he asked
after a number of men of Staunton. His
name is Hamilton Bird. He lived near the
Warm Springs in Bath county. He came
to this State in 1840. He has been quite
prosperaus here. Ceorge H. MeClintic, of
Marion county, I have been to see. He is
also of Bath county. He has cnly been
here seven years. is well aequainted
about Staunton. They were all glad to see
me in the true old Virginia style, and asked
more questions than I could answer

I bave been to Hannibal, Marion county.
It is a large city of 20,000 inhabitants, It
is situated on the banks of the Mississippi
River, and the greatest lumber market on
the river. All the lumber from Minnescta
and those northern States lands at ITanni-
bal. I have seen rafts of logs, plank, and
shingles coring down the river that would
cover three acres—quite a curiosity to me.
Five railroads run through Hannibal, C.
B. & Q., H. & St. Joe, M. K. & T., St. L.
K. & N. W,, St. L. H. & K., and they all
have a great deal of travel on them, and a
great amount of freight goes over them.
I took a trip to Quincy, 111, on the steamer
“War Eagle,”” and I enjoyed myself hugely.
Quiney is ouly twenty miles from Hannibal.
1t is situated on a hill, a beaatiful place of
35,000 inhabitants, and every thing on the
o0 tis a live place. I was all through
the city, and I saw much of interest to me.
The court-house there is a fine one, built
of cut stone. Tt cost $250,000. It is a
beautiful building—the finest structure I
ever saw, and the builoings all through the
city are nice. The steamer ran from Han-
nibal to Quincy is less than onehour. The
river was very high. At Quincy and Han-
nibal there are bridges across the Mis-
sissippi. When the water gets out over
the banks at Hannibal, the Mississippi is
seven miles wide. Itis one hundred and
forty miles by water from Hannibal to St.
Louis. A good deal of goods is shipped by
beat. It is much cheaper than by rail, and
the fare on steamer is not near so much as
by railroad. I have been to Monroe City
in Monroe county. Itis a lively town of
2,000 inhabitants, and it is growing very
fast. A great deal of stock is shipped from
there. There are two railreads running
through it—H. & St. Joe and M. K. &. T.
A great many Virginians are in that county.
Land is good there, and it is right cheap—
from $20 to $30 per acre—and it is nicely
improved. All the farmers have good
houses iu these counties, and they all live
well. They have the Virginia way of cook-
ing, and they can cook as well as in Vir-
ginia. A great many negroes here, but not
quite so many as in Virginia, and they are
very nicely fixed. Some of them have
large farms, and all good citizens; and,
strange to say, they are mostly Democrats
—very few Republicans.

I meet many good kind of people here,
just as good as those in Virginia, but it is
not quite like being in the State of my
youth, and with those whom I knew and
was attached to. I have been in this State
nearly twenty months. It does me good to
think of my friends in Virginig, for it seems
s0 very long since I have been away from
there, and I think of Staunton as being the
same as when I left; but, no doubt, there
have been a great many changes since I
came away. I have been away some time,
and I may never go back to old Virginia
again, tut I will never forget the home of my
youth and the many kind friends I left there;
aud, though away, I hope they will some-
times think of me. I get the SpEcTaTOR
every week, and dlways hail its coming
with delight, for I am always so glad to
get news irom dear old “Augusta. May it
tong prosper. I hope old Virginia will
come out all right this fall. I think that,
with a united effort of the Democrats, Ma-
hone and Republicanism will be forever
buried in oblivion. I earnestly hope that
they will. I wish I could be there this fall
to rejoice with the people at the great vic-
tory which they will, nd doubt, achieve
over Mahone and his followers. May the
SPECTATOR always prosper, is the wish of
its friend, ; W. L

o
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Apricot trees mavy b: transplanted at any

A Word for Wives.

Wives and step-mothers have been made
the subjects of many cutting sayings, which
were more smart than true. It is a sign of
the better grade of our civilization that
wives are better appreciated and more high-
ly honored as time passes. A writer says:
“There is 0?1:? one Job’s wife mentioned in
the Bible, and one Jezebel; but there are no
end of Sarahs and Rebeccas.”’” The trouble
is, a shrew isnoted far and wide, while a
good woman attracts no unfavorable notice.
It is to_be noticed, however, that a good
husband Lelps make a good wife. There
are men who annoy and worry till patience
is exhausted, and irritability is constant.—
And yet there are cases where patient, en-
during women have borne with irascible
husbands, whese habits were low and bru-

better life.

of the husbad, and therefore his confidant,
associate andieompanion in life. And the
more compl@fely this is the fact the more
fully will she realize her mission. Perhaps
this is her first duty. On the husband falls
the care and labor of providing for his
household; on the Wife the duty of making
{.hedb_ast use.of what he brings. It is his to
ead in

a helpf the placid eruntenance:
sympathetic spirit of a faithful wife that
lifts, cheers and strengthens. Many men
owe all they are to their wives. It was her
courage that inspired them to the final effort
which saved from baukruptcy and ruin.—
And this is one phase of her mission. It
onght to be widely appreciated.

The management and control of children,
as a rule, falls more to the wife than the
husband. Here her influence is paramount.
Many of our best men have gratefully re-
corded their obligations to careful, loving
mothers. The molding influences they ex-
erted have been felt in all after life. It is
here, most of all, that her greatest power is
exerted. The ambitious women who seek
masculine employmentsare fortunately few-
Where taste, inclination, or necessity re-
quire it, we do not object. But as a rule,
the noblest sphere of woman is that of wife,
in ordering and directing the home, and in
training for iife the children.

This sphere should not be underrated. —
Our homes are the center of our national
life. They do more to mold us, as a nation,
than any other influence whatever. With
pleasant, happy homes, strengih and cheer-
falness are imparted. Real homes are grate-
ful resting places after the weary labors of
the day, and the wife, more than any other,
makes the home congenial or disagreeable,
inviting or repellant, and the test of the
home quality is its attractive power. If
husband and children love home, evidently
the right influence is at work. If home is
a mere stopping place for meals, to be visit-
ed for a little, but abandoned for other re-
sorts, either it is not attractive or a false
taste bas been cultivated by those who ab-
sent themselves. Allthis is involved in the
wife’s sphere, aad a position of so much in-
fluence is worthy all her capacity and should
commaud all her enthusiastic devotion.—
The wife holds, in our land, a position of
great honor and trust.— Philadelphia Times.

G
of “Pink Eye.”
By Our Agricultural Editor. *

This form of horse fever first manifested
itself in this country in its most alarming
form in 1872. It then spread all over the
country from ‘East to West, being most
prevalent and fatal in the large cities,
where the horse is subject to the most arti-
ficial and unnatural treatment. But it was
by no means confined to the cities, and ex-
tended over large areas of the rural sec-
tions. It was then known as “epizoety.”’
But at first it was a great puzzie to the
horse doctors, and they did not know what
it was. 1t proved fatal to great numbers,
and laid up nearly ali horses for a few days
We remember well that for nearly a week
few horses were seen on the streets of Pe-
tersburg, and the city wore almost a Sab-
bath quiet. Before 1872 the disease, or
something akin to_it, was known as influ-
enza,

In 1831 the same disease reappeared, but
was less general and of a milder type. At
that time it was confined mainly to the
great cities of New York, Chicago, St.
Louis, and Cincinnati. Another proof that
city life is not congenial to the best health
of the norse.

Since the latter date ‘‘pink eye” has ap-
peared from time to time in various isola-
ted, and often far distant, localities, till
now it seems to have taken a permnent
hold, and is rapidly becoming a general
disease.

. This being the case, it is of the highest
importance that the causes which produce
it be “vell understood.

It arises, no doubt, from atmospheric in-
fluences of a malarial natare, and is, in
fact, a form of fever, with symptoms more
or less complicated, according to the stage
and acuteness of the disease. Cold and
leaky siables where drafts of air pass over
the horse at night, too long confinement
in damp pastures on cold days, getling a
horse heated by work or fast driving and
then leaving it hitched out of doors where
it cools off too suddenly—these and the like
causes bring cn colds, and lay the founda-
tion for fevers that speedily develop into
this or some other malady. It arises, in
fact, mainly from maltreatment, or neglect
of the most simple precautions for main-
taining the health and usefulnes of the
horse. Upon the first sound of alarm in a
neighborhood, horse-owners should begin
to watch their animals more closely, and
endeavor to strengthen them against dis-
ease by keeping up their appetite and vi-
tality. Such tonics as red-oak bark in the
drinking water, and an additional dose of 20
grains of quinine, would be well. Preven-
tion is far easier, and cheaper than cure.—
Keep your stables clean, and avoid every-
thing that wonld tend to throw the horse
into fever.—7ndex-Appeal.

ilistory

e
NiecaT Souxps.—Every one has noticed
how many singular sounds are heard af
night—neises apparently unexplainable,
and consequently mysterious. Many a
ghost story has sprung up from an unac-
countable noise; many a person terrified
beyond measure by an unexpected sound at
midnight. 8ir David Brewster gives an ex-

cellent account of a mysterious night-sound
which would have frightened many per-

sons, but which proved innocently harmless
when tested by a steady observer. A gen-
tleman heard a strange sound every night
soon after getting into bed, his wife heard
it also, but not at the time when she retired,
a little earlier than he. No probable cause
could could be assigned, and the effect on
the imagination became rather unpleasant.
He found sometime afterward that the
sound came from a wardrobe which stood
near the head of hisbed. He almost always
opened and closed this wardrobe when un-
dressing, but asthe door was a little tight
he could not quite close it. The door pos-
sibly affected by gradual changes of tem-
perature, forced itself open with ‘a sort of
dull sound, which was over in an instant.—
From the lady not being in the habit of
using that wardrobe, the mystery became
associated with her husband only. Had
they given way to imagination and never
investigated the affair, another haunted
house would have been added to the long
row already standing. "

In a New York paper we see it noted that
in Milwaukee, a cits; of abundant beer,
there are proportionally twice as many sui-
cides as ig all))y other city of the Uynited
States. It has been often repeated: ‘A
man drunk with whiskey wants to kill
somebody else; a man drunk with beer
wants to kill bimself.”” A well-known

vote for prohibitio:

men and children

tal, and have at last reclaimed them to a

The wife of the companion, the helpmeet

in life’s duties and struggles, and hers
to brigh fd syyeeten his way. There is
SS 1

German said the other day, *“My wife and | mod:
I have beer every day; nevertheless, I shall | cent
on aecount of the wo-|d
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“NOT BEAUTIFUL.?
-
They say thou art not beautiful,
To me thou art most fair !
And shrined within my faithful heart, .
Thine image dear I wear.
In every glance, in every smile,
I see a nameless grace;
For love of mine, an angel’s soul
Shines through thy mortal face! d

Thy hand is rough, and brown with toil, s
Yet soft as summer rain ;

With light and soothing touch it falls
Upon the brow of pain $ 1

The sutferer feels its healing power.
Rob death of half its sting, p

And deems that little tofl-stained hand
White as an angel’s wing,

And, sweetheart mine, no wildering lighta
Flash from thy modest eyes;

Too timid is their downeast glanee, ’
To startle or surprise ;

Yet would I have them shining near,
To watch me when I pray,

To keep my heart from worldly thoughts, |
Sweet eyes of gentle gray.

No modern fashions mar thy robe,
So soitly flowing down ;

Yet hangs a nameless dignity
Around that simple gown.

No pretty simpering queen ot art,
Nor slave to fashion thowm; 5

Tiay pure and gracious womanhood
Is written on thy brow,

A throne of though that virgin brow
Hides in thy clusfering hair, s

Of ample breadth, that life may trace
Its noblest records there,

“Not beautlful ’—my peerless queen !
What idle words they speak !

Who may not mark Love’s dawning blush
Shy mantling o'er thy cheek ¢

“Not beautiful I"—my best beloved !
If sweet and humble worth

Crowns not with perfect loveliness,
Then nought is fair on earth,

‘The children fly from fairer forms,
To cluster round thy knee;

And that they deem thee beautiful,
By their fond looks I see!

My only love! I would not dare
To change thee if I could ;
To me thou art most beautiful,
Because thou art so good.
To me thy gentle face must be
The loveliest ever seen—
The fairest face in all the world,
My love, my star, my queen !
—Chambers’ Journal.
il

A Peep at Pompeil.

Among the exhumations of which caste
were made was that of an old man prone’
upon the floor of the cellar of his house,
with bags of gold and jewelry clasped to
his breast. When ,the alarm of the first
shower of death fell upon the doomed city
he sought safety in flight. Then the
thought of the gold that he had toiled so
long for came to him.® There was no time
for delay. Minutes were everything—sec-
onds counted at that awful moment. He
started for the door, but could not leave
his treasure. Down into the vaults he went
to secure it; he grasped the precious bags
and turned to fly. At the very door the
stifling, poisonous blast, struck him, and
he fell and perished. Twenty centuries
after, the body was found, the bony fingers
clasping the bags to his bosom, as though
he were determined that death should not
wrest them from him. There was on his
face a mixed expression—love for his gold
and terror at death, and it would be bard
to say which was the most pronounced, the
terror of leaving his money or that of dis-
solution.

Another in the same house was pitifual.
It was a young woman, probably the
daughter of the miser. She had warning
in time, but her child was in an inner room,
and she rushed frantically to save it, and
the delay was fatal to both. The hot, suf-
focating blast struck her at the door, end
she perished on the thresheold, with her
child clasped to her bosom. Both clasped to
their hearts what was most dear to_ them—
the father his gold, and the mother her
child.

Gamblers were found scattered about the
tables on which they were playing, the sul-
phurous death surprising them at their
business or pleasure, as they were hawks
or pigeens. The gold they were playing
for was left upon the tables, and, by the
way, to show that humanity is the same
everywhere, and in all ages, dice was found
in one gambling room, the opposite to the
six side loaded with lead to make sure of
that number being always thrown. The
gambler in Pompeii 2,000 years ago could
substitute false dice for honest ones, and
plunder the innocent as well as now.
Cellars and depositories of food were
found, seme of them in a good state of
preservation, as the shower of ashes had
hermetically sealed them.

It is a singular fact that we are indebted
to Pompeii for the great industry of can-
ning fruit. Years ago, when the excava-
tions were just beginning, a party of Cin-
cinnatians found, in what had been the
pantry of a house, many jars of pre-
served figs. One was opened, and they
were found to be fresh and good. In-
vestigation showed that the figs had been
put into jars in a heated state, and then
sealed with wax. The hint was taken, and
the next year canning fruit was introduced
into the United States, the process being
identical with that in vogue in Pompeii two
thousand years ago. ;

SweEET-MINDED WoMEN.—So great is
the influence of a sweet-minded woman on
those around her that it is almost bound-
less. 1t is to her that friends come in sea-
sons of sickness and sorrow for help and
comfort. One soothing touch of her kindly

hand works wonders in the feverish child,

a few words let fall from her lips in the
ear of a sorrowful sister do much to raise
the load of grief that is bowing its victim
down to the dust in anguish. The hus-
band comes home worn out with the pres-
sure of business and feeling irritable with
the world in general, but when he enters
the cozy sitting-room and sees the blaze of
the bright fire, and meets his wife’s smiling
face, he succumbs in a moment to the
soothing influences, which act as the balm
of Gilead to his wounded spirit. We are
all wearied with combatting with the stern
roalities of life. The rough schoolboy flies
in a rage from the taunts of his companions
to find solace in the mother’s smile; the
little one, full of grief with its own -large
trouble, finds a haven of rest on its moth-
er’s breast; and so one'might go on with in-
stances of the influence a sweet-minded
woman has in the social life with which she
is .connected. DBeauty is an insignificant
power when compared with hers.

" The Christian Advocate of New York
city, says: ‘“I'he Young Men’s Christian
Association has just received imperial en-
dorsement. The associations of Pottsdam,
the Province of Bradenburg, and Berlin,
held a meeting at Pottsdam. The Empe-
ror allowed them to visit his park and pal-
ace, and sent them an invitation to an in-
terview. Three hundred young men went
into the presence of their venerabl@sove-
reign. He had the presidents per
presented to him, and made them the f
lowing pregnant speech:— 5
“You do well to gather the young men
into associations; these prevent them from
go'i[?g to the beer houses.” : ¥
his is the testimony of the Emperor |

Germany to the charazter andinﬂm:
beer and beer-houses in Germany upon
young men. It answers all th‘m.r
and falsehoods of the brewers :
{riends. 2 T e

A dispatch from Berlin of M:
says that ‘‘Bismarck is in imp:
The current rumors that he ha
habits, now eating and

P

this country.”




