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; PROFESSIONAL DIRECTORY.

. QUARLES
M O ORNEY-AT-LAW,
feb17, °86-Lf Staunton, Va.

g . F. NELSOMN
‘}KAS e ATIUOKRNKY-AT-LAW,
(Office—Sullivan Building,)
STAUNTON, VA.
Prompt attention to all legal business.
augly-tf

. M. M. PATTERSON offers hig pro-
lEesslonm services to the citizens of Staun-
ton. Office No. 113, Main Street, opposite :?e
Opera House. may20
uu:Au‘m.xr. WHITE.
WS SRR e paw
ANROR STAUNTON, t‘l’eAs'
CoURTS.—Augusta and adjolni::g coun 7
t"ederal Court at Harrisonburg, Court b021'11: .
oeals of Virginia, at Staunton. feb2l-

S S. SMELTZER
-Je

$ )
-AT-LAW
S STAUNTON, VA
Ofice in Stout Building, Court-house Alley
WM. PATRICK.

A. 0. GORDON,

WM. A. HUDSON.

Y UDSON & PATRICH, =

H ATTORNEYS-AT-LAW,

STAUNTON, VA,

the Courlts tgr %lugustsi g.x:g
attention pa

— febl2-tf

Will practice in
adjoining counties.
collections.

f. B. TOORKER,

H. ST. GEO. TUCKnii
Lexington, Vs, a.
! & TUCKER.

gto! Staunton,

UCKER

ATTORNEYS-AT-LAW,
STAUNTON, VA,

Will prac 3¢« die Toarts of Augusta and the

Adjolglu;;(,u-..'..l.‘.':«:!. Alsoin the Court of Ap-

peals of Viiginia,and will attend regularly the

Cireuit Courts of Rockbridge. au22-tf

H. M, MATHEWS, ALEX. F. MATHEWS.
ATHIEWS & MATHEWS,
3’ AITORNEYS-AT-LAW,
LEWISBURG. WEST VA.,
yractice regularly in tha Courts of Greenbrier,
lonroe, Pocahontgs and Nicholas counties, W.
Va., the Court of Appeals, and the Federal
Courts for the District of W. Va.
&-Particular attention paid to Collections
nd to special cases anywhere in their State.
may 17—ly

VT OMAS D, RANSON,
ATTORNLY-AT-LAW,
STAUNTON, VA.
»fivrs his professional services in the County
and Circuit Courts of Augusta, and in the Hus-
ings Court and the Court of Appeals held in
staunton. Will also prosecute claims else-
wlhere through legal correspondents in this and
sther States. may 30—1y.

RESTON A BAYLOR,
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,

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

OrricE—The same formerly cccupied by his
ather, Col. Geo. Baylor, dec’d, on Augusta st.,
ypposite the Court-house. no2l

3 V’M. M. McALLISTER,
\ ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,
WARM SPRINGS, VA.
Courts—Alleghany, Bath and Highland, Va.,
and Pocahontas, West Virginia.
£&p-Special attention given to collection of
zlaims and proceeds promptly accounted for,
dec 23—tf

D R. JAMES f)OHNSTON.

ENTIST.
MAIN STREET, STAUNTON, VA.

OFFICE:—Over Turner & Harman’s Grocery
tore, dec 21—tf

T, C. ELDER. Wi, J. NELSON,
LDER & NELSON
& ATTORNEYS-AT-LAW,
and Real Estate Agents,
STAUNTON,

Va.

may 5

MARBLE WOURKS.

TALLEY MARBLE WORMS,
V STAUNTON, VA.

To the Peopie 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 Yool Stones, as 10w
for cash as any loecal or
traveling agent, or any
Marble dealer in the Uni-
ted States. Don’t believe
anything to the contrary,
till you come and see.

J. 0. MARQUIS.
to my Catalogue

AN
P,8.—I also call attention
Designs of the Wonderful White Bronze

Monuments and Head Stones, au27-tf

LIVERY STABLES.

IVERY! LIVERY!

Having purchased the excellent Livery of 8
7. Thornburg, I shall continue to offer to the
citizens of Staunton and traveling public
splendid double and single teams.

Fine rolling stock of all kinds and splendid
riding horses.

MR. Gro. H., PLATT, s0 well and favorably
known to the public in connection with the
business, will continue with me.

Very respectfully,
ALEXANDER HARMAN.

In thanking the publicfor the liberal patron-
age extended me, I ask a continuance of their
favor: to'my successor,feeling assured that he
fully deserves them. Respectfully,

feb 3, '86—tf S. T. THORNBURG.

IT STANDS AT THE HEAD

“DOMESTIC.”

e M
ARTISTICALLY BEAUTIFUL,
WITHOUT A PEER.

in its mechanical comnstruction it has
no Rival.

Tnenew line of attachments that are now
oeing placed on each ““‘Domesiic’’ are specialties.
Noother machine has them. These Attach-
ments and the Wood-work make the “Domes-
tic'’ more than ever, without question,

The Acknowledged Standard of Exeel-
lence.
For sale by TREIBER & COYNER,
Staunton, Va.

Agents wanted in unoccupied territory. Ad-
lress DOMESTIC SEWING MACHINE COM-
PANY, Richmond, Va. mayl9 '86-1y

5 CARRIAGE FACTORIES

TO THE PUBLIC!

Parties wishing to buy BUGGIES, CAR-
RIAGES, &c., &c., both home-made and West-
ern work,can do soof us on and after the 10th
of January,1882. Wehavemadearrangements
with one of the largest and best Cincinnati
manuiacturing establishments, by which we
will keepon hand alargeassortmentofthe very
best of Cincinnati work, Wehave just return-
ed from Cincinnati where we thoroughly ex-
amined all the materials of which the vehicles
are made, and we took svecial care to select

THE VERY BEST.

Having had a life-long experience in this
business, we know what carriage work is and
how it is made,and we are satisfied we can
glve you a better buggy for the money than
any othershop in thiseity or in the Valley.—
We ask you to call and examine and we will
make it to your interest to buy of us.

&9~ We will also manufacture any vehicle to
order of the best materials, and in the most
workmanlike manner,at LOWEST PRICES.

CLINEDINST & BODELL,

NEAR VIRGINIA HOTEL,
Staunton, Va.

dect

Send 10 cents postage, and we
will mail you free a royal, val-
uable, sample box of goods that

will put youin the way of mak-
ing more money at once, than anything else in
America. Both sexes of all ages can live at
home and work in spare time. or all the time.
Capital not required. We will start you, Im-
mense pay sure for those who start at once.
uol8’85-1y* STINSON & Co., Portland, Maine,

s~ CAPITAL PRIZE, $75,000. @2
Tickets only 85. Shares in proportion.

Lonislan State Lotter Company.

““We do hereby certify that we supervise the are
rangements jovl'/ all the Monthly and Quarzerly
Drawings of The Louisiana State Lottery Compa-~
ny, ana 1n person manage and control the Drawé
ings themselves, and that the same are'conducted
with honesty, fairness, and in good faith towar
all parties, and we authorize the Company to use
this certificate, with fac-similes of our signatures
attached, in its advertisements.”

Commissioners.

We the undersigned Banks and Bankers will
pay all Prizes drawn in The Louisiana Slate
Lotteries which may be presented at our counters.
J. H. OGLESBY, Pres. Loaisiana Nat’l Bank.
J. W. KILBRETH, Pres. State Nat’t Bank*
A. BALDWIN, Pres. New Urieans Nat’l Bank.

Incorporated in 1868 for 25 years by the Legis-
lature for Educational and Charitablepurposes
—with a capital of§1,000,000—to which a reserve
fund of over $550,000 has since been added.

By 2n overwhelming popular vote its fran-
chisewas madea part of the present State Con-
stitution adopted December 2nd, A. D., 1879.

The only Lottery ever voted on and endorsed by
he people of any State.

1t never scales or postpones.

Its Grand Single Number Drawings
take place Monthly, and the Extraor-
dinary Drawings regularly every three
months instead of Semi-Annually as
heretofore.

A SPLENDID OPPORTUNITY TO
WIN A FORTUNE. EIGHTH GRAND
DRAWING, CLASS K, IN TAE ACADEMY
OF MU=IC, NEW ORLEANS. TUESDAY
August 10, 1886—195th Monthly Drawing
CAPITAL PRIZE, 875,000.

100,000 Tickets at Five Dollars Each.
Fractions, in Fifths in proportion.

LIST OF PRIZES:—

1 CAPITAL PRIZE.... ,000

1 do do ,000
,000

2 PRIZES OF $6000 ,000
d 2000 ,000

10 do 1000. ,000
20 do 500, ,000
100 do 200. ,000
300 do 100. ,000
500 do 50.. ,0C0
1000 do 25.. 25,000

APPROXIMATION PRIZES.
9 Approximation Prizes of §750...........
9 do do 5

9 do do 250

19?1 Prizes, amounting to.......coueceeeseeens $265,500
Appiication forrates toclubsshould be made
only to the office of the Company in New Or-
leans,

For further information, write clearly, giv-
ing full address. POSTAL NOTES, Express
Money Orders, or New York Exchange in ordi-
nary letter. Currency by Express (at our ex-

pense) addressed
M. A. DAUPHIN,

New Orleans, La.
or M. A. DAUPHIN,
Washington, D. C.

Make P. 0. Honeyﬁrs payable and address
Begistered Lefters to—

NEW ORLEANS NATIONAL BANK,
Jjulyl4-4t New Orleans, La,

DRUGS AND MEDICINES.

: ».’N::.

PHUF.BHS.[UIG VON SEEGER,

Professor of Medicine at the Royal University;
Knight of the Royal Austrian Order of the Iron
Crown ; Knight gommamlerqfthe Royal Spanish
Order of Isabella ; Knight of the Royal Prussian
Order of theRed Eagle; Chevalier of the Legion of
Honor, &c., &c., says:

“LIEBIG C0’'S COCA BEEF TONIC
should notbe confounded with the horde of trashy
cure alls. It isin no sense of the word a patent
remedy. I am thoroughly conversant with its
mode of preparation and know it to be notonlya
legitimate pharmaceutieal product,butaiso worthy
of the high commendations it has received in all
parts of the world. It containsessence of Beef,
Coca, Quinine, Iron and Calisaya, which are dis-
solved in pure genuine Spanish Imperial Crown
Sherry.”

Invaluable to all whoare Run Down, Nervous,
Dyspeptie, Bilious, Malarious or afflicted with
weak kidneys. IDeware of Imitations.

EER MAJEZSTY'S FAVCRITE COSMETIO SLYCERINE,

Used by Her Royal Highness the,Princess of Wales
and the nobility. For the Skin, Complexion, Erup-
tions,Chapping,Roughness. $1.00. Of druggists.

LIEBIG CO’S Genuine Syrup of Snvsne
narilla, is guaranteed as the best Sarsaparillais
vhe market.

1. Y. Depot 38 MIURRAY ST -
dec9 '85-1y

| DWLREILLY & Go. |

'PRINTERS ROLLERS

324 and 326 Pearl St., New York.
KF" SEND FOR CIRCULAR.
jy7-4t

DO NO MORE WHITEWASHING

NOT WHEN

[
PLASTIC PAINT
Can be had so cheap. Send for pamphlet and
color card, and learn its merits.
MAXWELL, HAZLETT & CO.,
109 McElderry’s Wharf, Baltimore, Md., and
606 Washington Ave,, Philadelphia, Pa.

PARKER'S TONIC,

A Pure Family Medicine that Never Intoricates.

If you are a lawyer, minister or business man
exhausted by mental strain or anxious cares,
do not take intoxicating stimulants, but use
PARKER'S TONIC.

HISCOX & CO.,
63 William Street, New York.
Soid by all druggists in large bottles at One
Dollar.

Newspaper Advertising.

DAUCHY & CO,
27 Park Place and 24-26 Murray St., New York.
Make lowest rates on all newpapers in the
U. 8. and Canadaw Established 1867. T
W e will insert a one-inch ad-
bPL“AL 0FFER' vertisement one moath inour
selected list of 225 Dailies and Weeklies. cover-
ing the U. S,, for §260. Circulation 6,980,292 cop-
ies per month.

Send for Catalogue. Parties contemplating
a line of advertising, iarge or small, are ie-
quested to send for estimate of cost

We will insert a one-inch advertisment one
month in our

POPULAR LOCAL LISTS

of 1,130 Daily and Weekly newspapers for $600.
No patent list papers are inciuded, Jjy7-4t

4 ARMERS, before youbuy either MOWERS,
REAPERS, or BINDERS, call and examine
thesplendid line of Champion Goods for 1886.
Th‘e NEW CHAMPION MOWER,
The CHAMPION FoLD-BAR REAPER,
The CH2 MPION DROPPER,
The CHAMPION STEEL MOWER,
The CHAMPION LI1GHT STEEL BINDER.
The only steel machines ever built,
LYNN & CO., Ag'ts,
Staunton, Va.

ORN SHELLERS.—A lot of excellent
C Shellers in stock and for sale at low figures.

AY CUTTERS for hand use, and
Fodder Cutters and Masticators.
leﬁhtrunning and strongly built for rapid
ork.

AGONS.—A fine line of Farm Wagons,
(one-, two-, and three-horse), for salé
LYNN & CO.

JAS. M. WILSON,

HOUSE CARPENTER,
Builder and Contractor.

Steam Saw, and Planing-mill, Ma
and dealer in Flooring, l'e'?ling, .“Yoggrgicct’g}'gf
ings, Window Frames, Sash, Blinds, &c., Green-
ville Avenue, adjoining Shomo Bulldln'g,
june23-3mos, STAUNTON, VA,

low.

ANTED!

Dry Yellow Poplar Lumber

OUNTY SCHOOL SUPERINTEN-
C DENT’S NOTICE.—My office da E?n
Staunton will be Wednesday and Saturd{zy of
each week, and Court Days—which days { will
devote exclusively to School business.

&9~ Ofiice with W, A Reed.

by CLINEDINST & BODELY,
Carriage Manufacturers,
Jandl-ur Stavnton, Va

H.SHEFFEY ROLLER,
Jyli-it Ca. S %Bchool
W

RURAL SERMONS.

A SERIES OF HOLIDAY DISCOURSES BY DR.
TALMAGE—-‘VOICES OF GARDENS AND
FIELDS.”’

“Tae HAMPTONS,”” July 11.—Continu-
in% his series of rural sermons, entitled
‘“Voices of Gardens and Fields,”” the Rev.
T. DeWitt Talmage, D. D., to-day preach-
ed from the Song of Solomon, chapter v.,
verse 1: “I am come into my garden.”’—
He said :—

The Bible is a great poem. We have in
its faultless rbythm, and bold imagery, and
startling antithesis,and rapturous lyric, and
sweet pastoral, and instructive narrative,
and devotional psalm;thoughts expressed
in style more solemn than that of Mont-
gomery, more bold than that of Milton,
more terrible than that of Dante, more na-
tural than that of Wordsworth, more impas-
sioned than that of Pollok, more tender than
that of Cowper, more weird than that of
Spenser. This great poem brings all the
gems of the earth into its coronet, and it
weaves the flames of judgment into its gar-
lands and pours eternal harmonies in its
rhythm. Everything this book touches it
makes beautiful, from the plain stones of
the Summer threshing-floor to the daughters
of Nahor filling the trough for the camels;
and the fish pools of Heshbon up to the
Psalmist praising God with diapason of
storm and whirlwind, and Job leading forth
Orion, Arcturusand the Pleiades.

My text leads us into a scene of summer
redolence. The world has had a great
many beautiful gardens. Charlemagne
added to the glory of his reign by decreeing
that they be established all through the
realm—deciding even the names of the
flowers to be planted there. Henry IV.,
at Montpelier, established gardens of be-
witching beauty and luxuriance, gathering
into them Alpine, Pyrenean and French
plants. One of the sweetest spots on earth
was the garden of Shenstone, the poet.—
His writings have made but little impres-
sion on the world; but his garden, ‘“The
Leasowes,” will be immortal. To the na-
tural advantage of that place was brought
the perfection of art. Arbor, and terrace,
and slope, and rustic temple, and reservoir,
and urn and fountain here had their crown
ing. Oak and yew and hazel put forth
their richest foliage. There was no life
more diligent, no soul more ingenious than
that of Shenstone, and all that diligence
and genius he brought to the adornment of
that one treasured spot. He gave three hun-
dred pounds for it; he sold it for seventeen
thousand. And yet I am to tell you to-day
of a richer garden than any I have men-
tioned.

It is the garden spoken of in my text, the
garden of the Church, which belongs to
Christ, for my text says so. He bought it,
He planted it, He owns it, and He shall
haveit. Walter Scott in his outlay at Ab-
botsford ruined his fortune; and now, in
the crimson flowers of those gardens, you
can almost think or imagine that you see
the blood of that old man’s broken heart.—
The payment of the last one hundred thou-
sand pounds sacrificed him. But I have to
tell you that Christ’s life and Christ’s death
were the outlay of this beautiful garden of,
the Church, of which my text speaks. Oh,
how mary sighs and tears and pangs and
agonies ! Tell me, ye women who saw Him
hang! Tell me, ye executioners who lifted
Him and let Him down! Tell me, thou-
sun that didst hide; ye rocks that fell |—
“Christ loved the Church, and gave Him-
self for it.”” If the garden of the Church
Lelongs to Christ, certainly He has a right
to walk in it. Come, then, O blessed
Jesus! to-day; walk up and down these
aisles, and pluck what Thou wilt of sweet-
ness for Thyself !

The Church, in my text, is appropriately
compared to a garden, because it is a place
of choice flowers, of select fruits, and of
thorough irrigation. .

That would be a strange garden in which
there were no flowers. If nowhere else,
they would be along the borders or at the
gateway. The homeliest taste will dictate
something, if it be the old-fashioned holly-
hock, or dahlia, or daffodil; but if there be
larger means, then you will find the Mex-
ican cactus, and blazing azalea, and clus-
tering oleander. Well, now, Christ comes
to His garden and He plants there some of
the brighest spirits that ever flowered up-
on the world. Some of them are violets,

unconspicuous, but sweet as heaven.—

You have to search and find them. You

do not see them very often perhaps, but
you find where they have been by the

brightened face of the invalid, and the
sprig of geranium on the stand, and the

new window curtains keeping out the glow
of the sunlight. They are perhaps more

like the ranunculus, creeping sweetly along
amid the thorns and briars of life, giving
kiss for sting; and many a man who has
had in his way some great black rock of
trouble has found that they have covered it
it all over with flowery jessamine, running

in and out amid the crevices, These
flowers in Christ’s garden are not like the

sunflower--gaudy in the light—-but wherever
darkness hovers over a soul that needs to be
comforted there they stand—-night-blooming

cereuses. But in Christ’s garden there are

plants that may be better compared to the

Mexican cactus—thorns without, loveliness
within—men with sharp points of char-
acter. They wound almost everyone that

touches them. They are hard to handle,

Men pronounce them nothing but thorns ;
but Christ loves them notwithstanding all
their sharpness. Many a man has had a
very hard ground to cultivate, and it bas
only been through severe trial that he has
raised even the smallest scrap of grace.—

A very harsh minister was talking to a very
placid elder and the placid elder said to the
barsh minister: “Doctor, I do wish you
would control your temper.” “Ah,” said

the minister to the elder; “I control more

temper in five minutes than you do in five
years.”” It is harder for some men to do
right than for other men to do right. The
grace that would elevate you to the seventh
heaven might not keep your brother from

knocking a man down. I had a friend

who came to me and said: ‘I dare not join
the church.’”” 1 said, “Why?’’ ¢Oh,” he
said, “I have such a violent temper. Yes-
terday morning I was crossing very early
at the Jersey City ferry, and I saw a milk-
man pour a large amount of water jpto the
milk can, and I said to him, ‘I think that
will do, and he insulted me, and I knocked
him down. Do you think I ought to join
the Church ?’ Nevertbeless, that very same
man, who was so harsh in his behavior,
loved Christ and could not speak of sacred
things without tears of emotion and affec-
tion. Thorns without, sweetness within—-
the best specimen of Mexican cactus 1 ever
8AW.

There are others planted in Christ’s
Garden who are always radiant, always im-
pressive—more like the roses of deep hue
that we occasionally find called ‘‘giants of
battle;”’ the Martin Luthers, St Pauls,
Chrysostoms, Wickliffs, Latimers and
Samuel Rutherfords, What in other men
is a spark, in them is a conflagration.—
When they sweat,they sweat great drops of
blood. When they pray, their prayer takes
fire. When they preach, it is a Pentecost.
When they fight, it is a Thermopyle.—
When thbey die it is a martydom. You find
a great many roses in the gardens but only
a few ‘‘giants of battle.”” Men say: “Why
don’t you have more of them in the
Church?”’ I say:‘“Why don't you have
in the world more Humboldts and Welling-
tons.” God gives to some, ten talents;
to others, one.

In this garden of the Church which
Christ has planted I also find the snow-
drops, beautiful but cold looking, seeming-
ly anotber phase of winter. 1 mean those
Christians who are precise in their tastes,
unimpassioned, pure a8 snowdrops and as
cold. They never shed any tears, they
never get excited, they never say anything
rashly, they never do anything precipitate-
ly. Their pulses never flutter, their nerves
never twitch, their indignation never boils
over. They live longer than most people,
but their life isin a minor key. They neve
run up to “C”’ above the staff. In the
mugic of life they have mc staccato pas-
sages, Christ planied them in the Church,

and they must be of soma service or they
would not be there; suowdrops, always
snowdrops.

But I have not told you of the most beau-
tiful flower in all this garden spoken of in
the text. If you see a century plant your
emotions are startled. You say: ‘“Why,
this flower has been a hundred years
gathering up for one bloom, and it will be
a hundred years more before other petals
will come out.”” But I have to tell you of
a plant that was gathering up from all
eternity, and that nineteen hundred years
ago put forth its bloom never to wither.—
It is the passionplant of the Cross ! Proph-
ets foretold it; Bethlehem shepherds
looked upon it in the bud; the rocks shook
at its bursting; and the dead got up in their
winding sheels to see its full bloom. Itisa
crimson flower—blood at the roots, blood
on the branches, blood on all the. leaves.—

breath is heaven. Come, O winds frexthe
north, and winds from the south, and winds
from the east, and winds from the west,
and bear to all the earth the sweet-smelling
savor of Christ, my Lord !

‘“His worth if all the nations knew,
Sure the whole earth would love Him, too.”

Again : The Church’may be appropriate-
ly compared to a garden, because it is a
place of select fruits. That would be a
strange garden which had in it no berries,
no plums or peaches or apricots. The
coarser fruits are planted in the orchard or
they are set out on the sunny hillsides;
but the -choicest fruits are kept in the
garden: So in the world outside the
Church, Christ has planted a great many
beautifal tbings—patience, charity, gener-
osity, intergrity ; but He intends the choicest
fruits to be in the garden, and if they are
not there, thcn shame on the Church.—
Religion is not a mere flowering sentiment-
ality. It is a practical, life-giving, health-
ful fruit—-not posies, butapples. *0,’’ says
somebody, ‘I don’t see what your garden
of the Church has yielded.,”” Where did
your asylums come from ? and your hospi-
tals? and your institutions of mercy?
Christ planted every one of them; He plant-
ed them in His garden. When Christ gave
sight to Bartimeus he laid the corner-stone
of every blind asylum that has ever been
buiit. When Christ soothed the demoniac
of Galilee He laid the corner-stoue of every
lunatic asylum that has ever been establish-
ed. When Christ said to the sick man :—
“Take up thy bed and walk !’ He laid
the corner-stone of every hospital the world
has ever seen. When Christ said: “I was
in prison and ye visited Me,”’ Ielaid the
corner-stone of every prison reform associa-
tion that has ever been formed. The
Church of Christ is a glorious garden, and
it is full of fruit.

I know there is some poor fruit in it.—
I know there are some weeds that ought to
be thrown over the fence. I know there
are some crab-apple trees that ought to be
cut.down. I know there are some wild
grapes that ought to be uprooted; but are
you going to destroy the whole garden be-
cause of a little gouarled fruit? You will
find worm-eaten leaves in Fontainebleau,
and insects that sting in the fairy groves of
the Champ-Elysees. You do not tear
down and destroy the whole garden be-
cause there are a few specimens of gnarled
fruit. I admit there aie men and women
in the Church who ought not to be there;
let us be just as frank and admit the fact
that there are hundreds and thousands and
tens of thousands of glorious Christian
men and women—holy, blessed, useful,
consecrated and triumphant. There is no
grander collection in all the earth than the
collsction of Christians, There are Chris-
tian men in this house whose religion is not
a matter of psalm-singing and church-
going. To-morrow morning that religion
will keep them just as consistent and con-
secrated in their worldly occupation, as it
ever kept them at the communion table.—
There are women here to-day of a higher
type of character than Mary of Betbany.—
They not only sit at the feet of Christ,
but they go out into the kitchen to help
Martha in her work, that she may sit there,
too. There is a woman who has a drunken
husband who has exhibited more faith and
patience and courage than Ridley in the
fire. He was consumed in twenty min-
utes. Her’s has been a twenty years’
martyrdom. Yonder is a man who has
been fifteen years on his back, unable even
to feed himself, yet calm and peaceful as
though he lay on one of the green banks of
heaven watching the oarsmen dip their
paddles in the crystal river! Why, it seems
to me this moment as if St. Paul threw to
us a pomologist's catalogue of the fruits
growing in this great garden of Christ—
love, joy, peace, patience, charity, brother-
ly kindness, gentleness, mercy—glorious
fruit, enough to fill all the baskets of earth*
and heaven.

I have not told you of the better tree in

this garden and of the better fruit. It was

planted just outside Jerusalem a good while
ago. When that tree was planted, it was
80 split and bruised, and barked, men said

nothing would ever grow upon it; but no

sooner had that tree been planted than it

budded, and blossomed, and fruited, and

the soldiers’ spears were only the clubs that

struck down tha% fruit, and it fell into the

lap of the nations, and men began to pick
it up and eat it: and they found in it an

antidote to all thurst, to all poison, to all

sin, to all death—the smallest cluster larger
than the famous one of Eshcol, which two

men carried on a staff between them. If
the one apple in Eden killed the race, this
one cluster of mercy shall restore it.

Again: The Church in my text is appro-

priately called a garden, because it is thor-
oughly irrizated. No garden could pros-
per long without plenty of water. I have
seen a garden in the midst of a desert, yet
blooming and luxuriant. All around was

dearth and barrenness; but there were pipes,

aqueducts, reaching from this garden up to

the mountains, and through those aqueducts
the water came streaming down and tossing
up into beautiful fountains, until every root
and leaf and flower was saturated.. That
is like the Church. The Church is a garden

in the midst of a great desert of sin and suf-
fering; but it is well irrigated, for ‘‘our eyes
are unto the hills from whence cometh our
help.” From the mountains of God’s
strength there flow down rivers of gladness.

““There i8 a river the stream whereof shall
make glad the city of omr God.’’ Preaching
the Gospel is one of these aqueducts. The
Bible is another, Baptism and the Lord's
supper are aqueducts. Water to slake the
thirst, water to wash the unclean, water
tossed high up in the lighf of the Sun of
Righteousness, showing us the rainbow
around the throne. O, was there ever a
garden so thoroughly irrigated ? You know
that the beauty of Versailles and Chats-
worth depends very much upon the supply
of water. I came to the latter place, Chats-
worth, one day when strangers are not to
be admitted; but by an inducement which
always seemed as applicable to an English-
man as an American, I got in, and then the
gardener went far up above the stairs of
stone and turned on the water. Isaw it
gleaming on the dry pavement, coming
down from step to step until t icame so near
I could hear the musical rush, and all over
the high, broad stairs it came foaming,
flashing, roaring down, until sunlight and
wave in gleesome wrestle tumbled at my
feet. So it is with the Church of God. Ev-
erything comes from above; pardon from
above, joy from above, adoption fromabove,
sanctification from above. O, that now
God would turn on the waters -of salvation,
that they might flow down through this
heritage, and that to-day we might find this
very place to be “Elim, with twelve wells
of water and three score and ten palm-
trees!”’

Hark! I hear the latch of the garden gate,
and I look to see who is coming. I hear
the voice of Christ. ‘I am come into my
garden.”” I say: “Come in, O Jesus! we
have been waiting for thee; walk all through
the paths. Look at the flowers; look at the
fruit; pluck that which Thou wils for Thy-
self.”” Jesus comes into the garden and up
to that old man, and touches him, and says:
“A}moat home, father, not many more

s for I will never leave thee; take
%:t}‘ & little longer aud I will steady. thy
steps, and I will soothe thy trou-

give thee rest, Courags, old man.”

Ly

Its perfume is to fill all the nations. its]

S grin.

Then Christ goes up another garden path,
and he comes to a soul in trouble and says:
‘‘Peace! all is well. I have seen thy tears.
I have heard thy prayer. The sun shall
not smite thee by day nor the moon by
night. The Lord shall preserve thee from
all evil; he will preserve thy soul. Courage,
O troubled spirit!’”” Then I see Jesus going
up another garden path, and 1 see great
excitement among the leaves, and I hasten
up that garden path to see what Jesus is
doing there, and lo! he is breaking off flow-
ers, sharp and clean from the stem, and I
say: “‘Stop, Jesus, don’t kill those beautiful
flowers.”” Heturns to me and says: ‘I
have come into my garden to gather lilies,
and 1 mean to take these uptoa higher ter-
race, for the garden around my palace, and
there I will piant them; and in better soil
and in better air they shall put forth bright-
er leaves and sweeter redolence, and no
frost shall touch them forever.” And I
lcoked up into His face atd said: “Well, it
is His garden and He hasa right to do what
He will with it. Thy will be done!l’’—the
hardest prayer a man ever made,

It has seemed as if Jesus Christ took the
best; from many of your households the
best one is gone. You know that she was
too good for this world; she was the gen-
tlest in her ways, the deepest in her affec-
tions; and when at last the sickness came
you had no faith in medicines. You knew
that the hour of parting had come, and
when, through the rich grace of the Lord
Jesus Christ, you surrendered that treasure,
you said: ‘‘Lord Jesus, take it—it is the
best we have; take it. Thou art worthy!”
The others in the household may have been
of grosser mould. She was of the finest.—
One day a man was taking me from the
depot to a village. . He was very rough and
coarse and very blasphemous; but after
awhile he mellowed down as he began to
talk of his little son whom he had lost. ‘O,
sir,” he said, ‘‘that boy wes different from
the rest of us. He never used any bad lan-
guage—no, sir. I never heard him use a
bad word in my life. He uscd to say his
prayers, and we laughed at him; but he
would keep on saying his prayers, and I of-
ten thought, ‘I can’t keep that child,” and
I said to my wife, ‘Mother, we can’t keep
that child.” But, sir, the day he was drown
ed, and they brought him in and laid him
down on the carpet, 80 white and so beau-
tiful, my heart broke, sir. I knew we
couldn’t keep him.”’

The heaven of your little ones will not be
fairly begun until you get there. All the
kinduesses shown them by immortals will
not make them forget you. There they are
—the radiant throngs that went out from
your homes. I throw a kiss to the sweet
darlings. They are all well now in the
palace. The crippled child has a sound
foot now. A little lame child says: ‘Ma,
will I be lame in heaven?”” ‘No, my dar-
ling, you won't be lame in heaven.’”’ A lit-
tle sick child says: ‘“Ma, will I be sick in
heaven P’ “No, my dear, you won’t be
sick in heaven.’”’ A little blind child says:
“‘Ma, will I be blind in heaven?” ¢No, my
dear, you won’t be blind in heaven. They
are all well there.”’

I notice that the fine gardens sometimes
have high fences around them, and1 cannot
get in. It is so with aking’sgarden. The
only glimpse you ever get of such a garden
is when the king rides out in his splendid
carriage. It is not so with this garden, this
King’s garden. I throw wide open the gate
and tell you all to come in. No monopoly
in religion. Whosoever will, may. Choose
now between a desert and a garden. Many
of you have tried the garden of this world’s
delight. You bave found it has been a cha-
So it was with Theodore Hook. He
made all the world laugh. He makes us
laugh now when we read his poems; but he
could uot make his own heartlaugh. While
in the midst of his festivities he confronted
a looking- glass and he saw himself, and
said: ‘““T’here, that is true. I look justasI
am, done up in body, mind, and purse.”—
So it was of Shenstone, of whose garden 1
told you at the beginning of my sermon.
He sat down amid those bowers and said:
I have lost my road to happiness. I am
angry and envious and frantic, and despise
everything around me just as it becomes a
madman to do.” O, ye weary souls! come
into Christ’s garden to-day and pluck a lit-
tle heartsease. Christ is the only rest and
the only pardon for a perturbed spirit. Do
you not think your chance has almost come?
You men and women who have been wait-
ing year after year for some good opportu-
nity in which to accept Christ, but have
postponed it, five, ten, twenty, thirty years
—do you not feel as if now your hour of de-
liverance and pardon and salvation had
come? O man, what grudge hast thou
against thy poor soul that theu wilt not let
it be saved? I feel as if salvation must
come to-day in some of your hearts.

Some years ago a vessel struck on the
rocks. They had only one life-boat. In
that lifeboat the passengers and crew were
getting ashore. The vessel had foundered
and was sinking deeper and deeper, and
that one boat could not take the passengers
very swiftly. A little girl stood on the deck
waiting for her turn to get into the boat.—
The boat came and went, came and went,
but her turn did not seem to come. After
awhile, she could wait no longer, and she
leaped on the taffrail and then sprang into
the sea, crying to the boatman: “Save me
next! Save me next!” O, how many have
gone asghore into God’s mercy, and yet you
are clinging to the wreck of sin! Others
have accepted the pardon of Christ, but you
are in peril. Why nof, this moment, make
a rush for your immortal rescue, crying
until Jesus shall hear you, and heaven and
earth ring with the cry: ‘Save me next!
Save me next!” Now is the day of salva-
tion! Now! Now!

This Sabbath is the last for some of you.
It is about to sail away for ever. Her bell
tolls. The planks thunder back in the
gangway. She shoves off. She floats out
toward the great ocean of eternity. Wave
farewell to your last chance for heaven.—
¢Oh, Jerusalem, Jerusalem, how often
would I have gathered thee as a hen gath-
ereth her brood under her wings, and ye
would not! Behold your house is left unto
you desolate.”” Invited to revel in a garden
you die in a desert. May God Almighty,
before it is too late, break that infatuation.

- >~

Lampas.

By Our Agricultural Editor.

This is nothing more than a local enlarge-
ment or swelling of the bars of the mouth
caused by impure blood or some general
disturbance of the system. It cauges little
trouble, and will depart of itself.

The treatment should be, first, a dose of
epsom salts—half a pound or morse, and the
mouth may be washed daily with a pretty
strong solution of borax or of chlorate of
potash.

The old and barbarous practice of burn-
ing with a hot iron, or scoriug the swollen
bars with a sharp knife, cannot be too
strongly condemned. There is no need of
it, as the swelling will subside as the ani-
mal’s general health improves. A slight
bleeding with a lancet or phleme will do
good, but nothing more severe should be at-
tempted. Indeed, the disease, originating
in the state of the blood, must be cured by
ridding the blood of its impurity, fever, &c.
Quinine is a good tonic to restore tone to
the animal’s system, and this will remove
the lampas.—Index-Appeal.

>

WiLriNe To TurN HER CoAT.—A West-
ern Michigan wool buyer who was circula-
ting among farmers to engage their clips
met with one who was inclined tolook upon
the matter as a kind of gambling affair.

“You agree to buy my wool for so much,
a month in advance of shearing,” said he.
‘“How do you know that wool won’t go up
or down? The price may be too much or
notenough, It looks like flying in the face
of Providence.” After a long argument
hﬁ agreed to leave it to his wife, and she re-
plied:

“Look a-here, Samuel, I'm just as good
a Baptist as your are, and if there is any-
thing in our religion which says we shant
take. twenty-eight centsa pound for our
wool when we didn’t expect above twenty-
five; we'll accept the offer on the wool and
%)p over to the Methodists.””— Wall Street

€ws,

Bravest of the Brave.

PICKETT’S MARVELOUS CHARGE AT
GETTYSBURG.

LBoston Trave'er.]

Mr. Charles A. Patch, in the Bay State
Monthly, gives an account of the Confeder-
ate attack on Cemetery Hill, on the third
day of the battle of Gettysburg, from which
we copy as follows:—

Lee called a council of his Generals at
Longstreet’s headquarters, and the plan of
attack was formed. It is said that the lev-
el-headed Longstreet opposed the plan, re-
markable so it was, but in keeping with
his remarkable generalship. The attack
was to be openeg with artillery fire to de-
moralize and batter the Federal line, and
was to be opened by a signal of two shots
from the Washington Artillery. At 1:30
the report of the first gun rang out on the
still Summer air, followed a minute later
by the second, and then came the roar and
flash of 138 rebel cannon.

Almost immediately 100 Federal guns re-
sponded and the battle had begun. Shot
and shell tore through the air, crushing
through batteries, tearing men and horses to
pieces; the very earth seemed to shake and
the hills to reel at the terrible thunders re-
echoed amongst them. For nearly an hour
every conceivable form of ordnance known
to modern gunneryhissed and shrieked, whis-
tled and screamed, as it went forth on its
death mission, till, exhausted by excite-
ment and heat, the gunners slackened their
fire and silence reigned again.

Then Pickett and his brave legion stood
up and formed for the death struggle; three
remuants of brigades, consisting of Gar-
nett’s brigade—the Eighth, Eighteenth,
Nineteenth, Twenty-eighth, Fifty-sixth Vir-
ginia ; Armistead’s brigade—the Ninth,
Fourteenth, Thirty-eighth, Fifty - third,
Fifty-seventh Virginia; Kemper’s brigade
—the First, Third, Seventh, Eleventb,
Twenty-fourth Virginia. Their tattered
flags bore the scars of a score of battles,
and from their ranks the merciless bullet
g:d already taken two-thirds their num-

T.

In compact ranks, their front scarcely
covering two of Hancock’s brigades, with
flags waving as if for a gala day, General
Pickett saluted Longstreet and asked:—
“‘Shalil I go forward, sir?’”’ But it was not
in Longstreet's heart to send those heroes
of so many battles to certain death, and he
turned away his head—when Pickett, with
that proud, impetuous air, which has earn-
ed him the tiile of the ‘‘Ney’’ of the rebel
army, exclaimed:—*‘Sir, I shall lead my di-
vision forward!” The orders now rang
out, ‘‘Attention! Attention!’”’ and the men,
realizing the end was near, cried out to
their comrades, ‘‘Good-by, boys, good-by!"”’
Suddenly rang out on the air the final or-
der from Pickett himself, and his sabre
flashed from its scabbard:—¢‘Column for-
ward! Guide centre!” and the brigades of
Kemper, Garnett, and Amistead moved
toward Cemetery Ridge as one man. Soon
Pettigrew’s division emerged from* the
woods and followed in echelon on Pickett’s
left flank, and Wilcox, with his Alabama
division, moved out to support his right
flank—in all about 15,000 men.

The selection of these supports shows a
lack of judgment which it would almost
seem impossible for Lee to have made.—
Pettigrew’s division was compesed mostly
of new troops from North Carolina, and
had been terribly used up in the first day’s
fight, and were in no condition to form part
of a forlorn hope. Wilcox’s troops bad al-
80 received very severe punishment in the
second day’s engagement in his attack on
the Ridge, and should have been replaced
by fresh, well-tried brigades. But the
movement had now begun, and Lee, with
his Generals about him, watcked anxiously
for the result.

It was nearly a mile to the Union lines,
and as they advanced over the open plain
the Federal artillery opened again, plowing
great lanes through their solid ranks, but
they closed up to ‘‘guide centre” as if upon
dress parade; when half way over, Pickett
halted his division amidst a terrible fire of
shot and shell, and changed his direction
by an oblique movement coolly and beauti-
fnlly made.

But here occurred the greatest mistake
of all. Wiicox paid no attention to this
change of movement, but kept straight on
to the front, thus opeming a tremendous
gap between the two columns and exposing
Pickett’s right to all the mishaps that af-
terwards overtook it. To those who have
ever faced artillery fire it is marvelous and
unexplainable how human beings could
have advauced a.mile nnder the terrible
fire of a hundred cannon, every inch of air
being laden with the missiles of death; but
in splendid formation they still came brave-
ly on till within range of the musketry;
then the blue line of Hancock’s corps arose
and poured into their ranks a murderous
fire. With a wild yell, the rebels pushed
on, unfalteringly crossed the Federal line,
and laid hands on 11 cannon.

Men fired in each other’s faces; there
were bayonet-thrusts, cutting with sabres,
bhand-to-hand contests, oaths, curses, yells,
and hurrahs. The second corps fell back
behind the guns to allow the use of grape
and double caunister, and as it tore through
the rebel ranks at only a few paces distant
the dead and wounded were piled in ghastly
heaps. Still on they came, up to the very
muzzles of the guns; they were blown away
from the cannon’s mouth, but they did not
waver. Pickett had taken the key to the
position, and the glad shout of victory was
heard, as, the very impersonation of a sol-
dier, he still forced his troops to the crest
of Cemetery Ridge. Kemper and Armistead
broke through Hancock’s line, scaled the
hill and planted their flags on its crest.
Just before Armistead was shot he placed
his flag upon a captured cannon and cried:
—¢@ive them the cold steel, boys!”” but
valor could do no more—the handful of
braves had won immortality, but could not
congner an army, Pettigrew’s weak divis-
ion was broken, fleeing and almost annihi-
lated. Wilcox, owing to his great mistake
in separating his column, was easily rout-
ed, and Stannard’s Vermonters, thrown in-4
to the gap, “vere creating havoc on Pickett’s
flank.

Pickett, seeing his support gone, his
Generals—Kemper, Armistead, and Gar-
nett killed or wounded, every field officer of
three brigades gone, three-fourths of his
men killed or captured, himself untouched
but broken-hearted, gave the order for re-
treat : but, band of heroes as they were,
they fled not—but amidst that still contin-
uous, terrible fire, they slowly, sullenly re-
crossed the plain, all that was left of them,
but few of 5,000. 2

Thus ended the greatest charge known to
modern warfare. ade in a most unequ-
manner against a great army, and amidst
the most terrific caunenade known in wars,
and yet so perfect was the discipline, so au-
dacious the valor, that had this handful of
Virginians been properly supported, they
would, perhaps, have rendered the Federal
position untenable, and, possibly, have es-
talished the Southern Confederacy. While
other, battle-fields are upturned by the
plow and covered with waving grain, Cem-
etery Ridge will ever proudly uphold its
monuments telling of glory both to the
blue and the gray, and our children’s chil-
dren, while standing upon its crest, will re-
hearse again of Pickett’s wonderful charge.
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‘“My dear, what makes the car go?”’
asked McSwillisen of his spouse. *‘The
engine, of course,’” replied Mrs, McS. ‘‘Mis-
taken,’’ said her husband. ‘““What is it,
then, I’d like to know ?”’ “‘The freight, my
dear, makes the cargo.””—Rochester Union.

‘““Why we do not drink,’’ is the head of
an editorial in an exchange. We have not
read it, but suppose the reason to be that
nobody said anything.

In all charity believe that yeur brother
desires to hold only Christ’s truth; but do
make sure you held it yourself, whether he
hoids it or not. :

It isacooﬂ ﬂing:vl;sm cantion by the
Jnhfqtnndsof others. - s

How ‘“‘Carfew” was Written.

Of the hundreds of residents of the city
of San nio, Texas, only a few who fre-
quently. t a tall, slender lady, with ra-
ven brown eyes and hair, and with a singu-
lar attractiveness in her facs, know that
she is Mrs. Rose Hartwick Thorpe, whose
famous poem, ‘‘Curfew must not ring to-
night,’’ has given her a reputation in both
hemispheres. How, at the age of sixteen,
the young country girl was led to write the
poem, now so widely known, is thus
narrated, as furnished by her person-
ally for this publication: ‘“I'he poem was
suggested to me by the reading of a
story, ‘Love and Loyalty,” in April, 1867.
I was then a plain country girl, not yet
seventeen, residing with my parents at
Litchfield, Michigan, and under the pretext
of working out mathematical problems,
with Zny arithmetic before me, I wrete the
poem roughly on my slate. I was forced
to carry on my literary work under these
difficulties because of the opinion of my
parents that my time eould be better em-
ployed than in ‘idle dreams and useless
rhymes.”” 1 wrote the first copy on my
slate between 4 and 6 o’clock in the after-
noon, but much time sinée hasbeen spent in
correcting and revising it. I had no
thought that I would ever be able to write
anything worthy of notice. The poem was
first published in the Detroit Commercial
Advertiser in the fall of 1870. The editor
upon the receipt of my manuscript at once
wrote me a letter of congratulation
and praise, in which he predicted the
popularity of the verses which they have
since received. I had no literary friends,
not even a literary acquaintance, at that
time, and did not know the simplest re-
quirements for preparing my manuscript
for publication.”” The poem at once at-
tracted popular attention, and bestowed
upon its young author a reputation which
each succeeding year has been enlarged.—
Although it has been published in innumer-
able forms and different books and collec-
tions, and has been translated into the
French, German, and other languages, the
poem has never brought its author any fi-
nancial remuneration, as is too often the
case. ‘‘It raised me,” writes Mrs. Thorpe,
‘““from a shy, obscure country girl into pub-
lic notice, and brings to my side yearly
hosts of new and delightful friends.—
Wherever I go my friends are there before
me, and the poem, which I gave to the pub-
lic with no ‘right’ reserved, while it has
made a fortune for others and drepped
golden coin in other pockets, has reseryed
for its author admiring friends.”’

Mrs. Thorpe spends her summers in her
native climate of Michigan, where she year-
ly recuperates from the effects of a Texas
winter. The author is thirty years of age,
happily married, and is enabled to quietly
enjoy the respect and love of her neighbors
and friends, while her literary admirers are
legion,

A Correspondent’s Story upset by Gemeral
Early.

YELLOW SULPHUR SPRINGS, July 9.
To the Editor of the Lynchburg News:—

It is very remarkable that any respecta-
ble Southern paper, especially a Virginia
paper, should copy that absurd story, which
comes from a Northern paper—the Boston
Traveller, 1 believe—about Gen. Lee’s seek-
ing to sacrifice his life during the closing
days of the war, If Gen. Lee intentionally
sought death by unnecessarily exposing
himselfto the enemy’s fire and had succeed-
ed, would not that have been suicide as pal-
pably as if he had blown his brains out with
a pistol, or had thrown himself on his
sword? Yet it is well known that he was
a Christian. Assuch could he have con-
templated suicide ? If any impression ex-
isted among Gen. Lee’s officers that he con-
templated intentionally sacrificing his life,
Inever heard of it. It is trae that he often
exposed himself to very great dangers, as
did Stonewall Jackson, but it was from a
high sense of duty, and to enable him to
render his small army as efficient as possi-
ble against the immense odds with which
it had to contend, by supervising all its
movements, As it is said that he contem-
plated such a purpose at Cold Harbor, I
will state that, at first Cold Harbor
began his brilliant triumphs over Mc-
Clellan’s army in the seven days’ battles
around Richmond, and at second Cold Har-
bor Grant’s army was repulSed with such
fearful loss that when it was ordered to re-
new the attack it refused to move. I was
in constant communication with General
Lee in person while the two armies con-
fronted each other at Cold Harbor, and
was at his headquarters two or three times,
but I never suspected him of a purpose to
sacrifice his life. The fact is, that the cam-
paign from the Wilderness to James river,
in May and June, 1864, was the most bril-
liant campaign of modern times, and re-
sulted in a series of triumphs for Gen. Lee’s
army which inflicted on the opposing army
a loss greater than its own numbers. No;
while Gen. Lee did expose himself very [
greatly, often to the great distress of his
officers and soldiers, he did not seek death
because he foresaw defeat, but he deter-
mined from the beginning to share the
fate of his people in victory or defeat. I have
written this in great haste, as I am on the
eve of starting for the South, but I could
not leave the State, even temporarily, with-
out entering my protest against the slur
implied upon the memory of our great
leader, by the story you bhave copied with-
out dissent. J. A. EARLY.

Mahone’s Tissue Ballots.

Many Democrats in the Eastern section
of the State will endorse the statement
made in the Washington letter of the Al-
exandria Gazette, that Mahone originated
and first used the tissue ballots in the city
of Petersburg. The letter says:—

Oce of the charges brought by General
Mahone against Mr. Goode was that of
fraud at elections. And yet a Virginia Con-
gressman has now in his possession a letter
written by General Mahone to the State
Democratic Committee in 1876, telling them
that he, who was then ruoning the Demo-
cratic machine in the Petersburg district,
did not want them to send any election
tickets to bis district, as ke would provide
them himself. As the tickets for that dis-
trict had already been printed, and tbat,
too, at considerable expense, the Committee
were puzzled to know why the General
wanted to subject himself to the extra ex-
pense of printing others, until after the
election, when they found that he had
printed and used tissue ballots, the first
and only time they were ever used in the
State.

Home.—Here is a man who has been
down town all day, in the full tide of care
that from morning to hight floods the mar-
kets, offices and streets of our great cities.
Tired, nervous, irritable, possibly a little
disheartened, he starts for his home. If it
is winter, when he enters there is a bit of
bright fire that makes a bad temper seem
like a sin by the contrast; a noise ofchildren
that is not dissonant, and an evident care
for his comfort, telling plainer than any
words how constantly he has been in the
mind of the house-mother while breasting
the stress and strife of the day; while a low,
sweet voice, that excellent thing in woman,

ets him with words that ripple over the
g::ered spirit like cool water. And the
man who can nurse a bad temper, after that,
deserves to smart for it. There is no place
on earth inte which a man can go with such
perfect assurance that he will feel the shad-
ow of healing as into such a home as that,
It is the very gate of heaven.—Robert Coll-
yer.

STRIKING DILEMMA. — Reporter — Are

ou going to work to-day, Pat? P»——Sm
{dunno. Me old woman says she’il by
me head if I don’t and the union men will
break me head if T do. Sure, these are
hard times for dacint men. I think T’'ll
take me chances with the old woman,—New

Staunton Bpectator.

RATES OF ADVERTISING.

ADVERTISEMENTS are inserted at the rate of
12}4 cents per line, for the first, and 6§ cents
for each su! uent insertion.

LoCAL NoTICES are inserted at the rate of 20
cents per line for the first, and 10 cents for each
subsequent insertion.

BUSINESs NOTICES are inserted at the rate of
15 cents for the first and 8 cents for each subse=
quentinsertion.

liberal discount will pe made on all orders

for 3, 6, or 12 months,
bituaries, Announcements of Candidates
for office, and all communications of W-
al or private character, will be charged for as

advertisements,

POETRY.
ON HER BIRTHDAY,

Her years steal by like birds through cloudless
skles,
Soft singing as they go;
She views their flight with sunshine in her
eyes,
She hears thetr music low,
And on her forehsad, beautifal and wise,
Shines love’s most holy glow.

There 18 no pain for her in Time's soft flight,
Her spirit is so fair;

Her days shine a3 they pass her, in the light
Her gentle doings wear;

OUn her fair brow I never saw the night,
Bul hope's glad siar shune tere,

It 1s & blessing just to see her face
Pass llke an angel’s by—

Her soft brown hair, sweet eyes, and lips that

grace

The smiles that round them lie;

The brightest sunbeam In its heavenly place
Might joy to cateh her eye,

Dear life, that groweth sweeter, growing old !
I bring this verse to thee,

A tiny flower, but in its heart the gold
Of lasting love from me;

Whiile in my soul that deeper love I hold
Too great for man to see.

WIIAT DOES IT MATTER?

ELLA WHEELER-WILCOX.

‘Wealth and glory, and place and power,
What are they worth to me or you ?

For the leas2 of life runs out in an hour,
And death stands ready to claim his due;
Sounding honors or heaps of gold,

What are they all when all is told ?

A pain or a pleasure, a smile or a tear—
What does it matter which we claim?
For we step from the cradle into the bier,
And a careless world goes on the same.
Hours of gladness or hours of sorrow,
What does it matter to us tc-morrow ?

Truth of love or vow of friend—

Tender caresses or cruel sneers—

Kor the brief day dies and the long night
nears,

Passionate kisses, or tears of gall, '

The grave will open and cover them all.

Homeless vagrant, or honored guest,
Poor and humble, or rich and great,
All are racked with the world’s unrest.
All must meet with the common fate.
Life from childhood till we are old,
What is all when all is told ?

Haunted to Death.

About three months ago a woman named
Eva Hebron died at Bound Brook, N. J.—
Just previous to her death she obtained a
promise from her husband that he wonld
never marry again. He soon forgot his
promise, and his wife had been in her grave
scarcely six weeks when he sought to soothe
his sorrows by wedding Mary Clandler, a
buxom widow of some forty years. She
was a Roman Catholic and Hebron imme-
diately renounced his conneetion with the
Methodist Church and embraced Catholi-
cism. Shortly after his second marriage his
acquaintances began to notice that he acted
queerly. He seemed ill at ease, and had the
appearance of a man hauntod with some
secret trouble. He said himself that he was
troubled with insomnia. One night he
arose from a troubled sleep to watch the
burning of the Episcopal Chureh in that
place, which was on fire. Suddenly, while
watching the flames he started back with an
exclamation of horror, and in spite of all
his wife could do to arouse him he appear-
ed as though held by some strange fascina-
tion. Then he shrank back, placed his
hands before his eyes as though to shut out
some horrible vision, all the while trembling
in every limb,

He called upon his wife to see the spirit
of hisdead wife, which had come to haunt
him and remind him of the broken promise
he made her on her death bed. Healso de-
clared that she brought an army of ghastly
creatures to end his life—ten thousand dev-
ils, who jeered and jibed at him. He then
fell to the floor in a dead faint. From that
time Hebron believed he wasa doomed
man, His dreams were hideous, and his
wakeful moments frighful. One morning
he came tosome of his friends with a coun-
tenance more ghastly than ever, and told
them of a dream he had had during the
night. He said he thought the skeleton of
his first wife lay beside him, and when in
terror he sprang from the bed the spectre
followed him. At length it pinioned him to
the wall with one of its long, ghastly fin-

gers, and be felt his life blood 0oze from his

pierced heart and drip to the floor. Then,
he said, the spectre licked up his flowing
blood, screaming; ‘‘So I stop the vitality of
my false husband!”

» Thisstory convinced Hebron’s friends that

he was insane, and they were taking steps
to place him in the asylum, when one morc-
ing of last week he was found dead in his
bed. He had died from fright.—New York
Star, 29th.

-
Golden Maxims for Wives.

Always remember that you are married
to a man and not to a god; be prepared for
imperfections,

Once in a while let your husband have
the last word; it will gratify him and be no
particular loss to you.

Do be reasonable; it is a great deal to ask
under some circumstances; reasonable wo-
men are rare; be rare.

Anticipate the discovery by your husband
that you are ‘‘only a woman;' if you were
not, he would not care about you.

Let your husband read the newspaper at
breakfast-table; it is unsociable, but then it
is only a trifle after all, and he likes it,

Remember that servants are made of the
same material that you are; a little coarser-
grained, perhaps, but the same in essen-
tials,

Read something in the papers besides
fashion notes and society columns; have
some knowledge of what is going on in
foreign countries.

Try and forget yourself. As to your hus-
band, forget that you married him, and re-
member that he married you. He will then
probably do the reverse.

Be a companion to your husband, if he
is a wise man; and if he is not, try and
make him become your companion; raise
his standard; do not let him lower yours.

Let your husband know more than ‘yon
do once in a while; it keeps up his self-re-
spect, and you will be none the worse for
admitting that you are not actually infalli-
ble.

Respect your husband’s prejudices; re-
spect his relations, especially his mother—
she is not the less his mother because she
is your mother-in-law; she loved him before
you did.

New York Sun; Old Bentley brouih;t
home a painting, which he exhibited to his
wife with great pride.

“There,”’ he said, ‘‘what do you think
o’ that? Cost only $3, frame an’ all, an’ it
is a genooine—genooine—"’

“Rubins,” suggested old Mrs. Bentley.

“No, taint Rubins. H’m. Begins with
a C—chromo;that’s it—a genooine chromo.”’

The Lynchburg Advance says :—

“Mr. Breckenridge, of Kentucky, is said
by many to be the most eloquent man on
the floor of the Honse, and John Bnndolp’h
Tucker is given up to be the best lawyer.’’

Those who would let an; g take the
place of must abolish all
sorrow from the earth.

York Times.

oy

tit. ia active; it is concentrated strength.

Patience is not passive; on the contrary,
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