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$tnton Syeclator.

RICHARD MAUZY,
Editor and FProprietor.

P

$2.00 A YEAR.

4@~ Any one forwarding FIVE new subscribers
nd $10, will receive a copy of the paper for one
ear, gralis.

&~ Remittances should be made by check,
draft, Postal order, or Registered letter.

ALTIMORE & OHIO RAILROAD,

THE ONLY LINE RUNNING S0

TRAINS TO BALTIMORE VIALID .
WASHINGTON.

Connecting at Harper’s Ferry for all points
West, Northwest, and Southwest,

Schedule in effect Nov. 20th, 1887,

L, 410 | No.44d.i 449,

Stannton

Spectator,

.VOL. 65.

Chesapeako and Ohio Ry.
Pullman Cars and Solid Trains

TO WASH et
INGTON, RICHWO
AND OLD POINT OOMF ORT
WHEST
TO LOUVISVILLE AND CINCINNATI.

Connections direct for all pointsin the WEST,
ORTHWEST, and SOUTHWEST,

CASBABIANCA (Colored.)

BY GOLLY,

One darkie stood in the ’backer patch,
‘Whence all the rest had fled;

‘While mule heels, clods and green worms flew
A whizzing round his head,

Bavory, stout and black he stood,
As born to work a farm,

NORTHWARD. {Pass ex.! mixed ! mi
Sunday.:ex. Sun.:ex, g‘:,‘,’, Schedule in Effect Nov. 13, 1887. While gaping mouth and bulging eyes
: H s Betokened his alarm,
T — o.1.
Ly. S["’ifll!:lg)tgn ....... ;%(s) : glx i;gg z : WESTWARD, No. 3. | Daily. That mule kicked hard; he wouldn’t leave
« Harrisonburg. 10 32a m! 6 45 p m! Daily. |Ex. Sun.| *Unlessdeboss said so.”
“ %‘. chniu"m H gg am: gm pm: s “De boss,” unconscious of his plight,
- oodstoc . am: 919 p m: uve NorfolK......... Had gone off to the show.
« Strasburg .12m.m;wos8m uve Old Point C'f’t, Z §?8§’,§'; ;22:3 . -
* Capon Ro 1286 pmill24 pm uve Newport News, 340 pm| 810 a m | The darkie yelled: “See here, boss, say !
* Winchester.....: 127 pmill 59a m Lve Richmond.... 625pm|ll105am Mus’ 1 lef dis mule go?”
“ Sgephenson...... 137pm: 106 am ve Gordonsville 906 pm| 223 pm =
o arlestown ...| 216 pm: 145a m Arr Charlottesville Y55pm| 3% pm Just then the boss was miles away,
Ar Harper'sFerry| 240 p m: «ve Washington ... .| 530 pmill 24am And Cuffee called out *“Whoa !”
* Washington....; 515 p m: Arr Charlottesville, 1005pm| 315pm
-': Baltimore........| 630 p mi sve Charlottesville 1010 p m| 345 p m | Quite thick and fast a cloud of dust
«* Wilmiogton....] 92 p m! .ve WaynesboroJe 1115pm| 459pm| Arose toward the sk
“ Philadelphia...{10 00 p m} Lve Staunton ...... 1150 pm| 53 pm Lo
: . - Arr %llllrrtign gorgg_m 215am{ 810 pm And filled the darkie’s eyes and nose
H H i uve n Forge ..... . p Like fl 5
EPa:s?gex.i Nl;)isdgl' : mﬁed Lve Alleghany.‘.... gg am g:}g g m - SEOCERANE WA
SOUTHWARD. | Sun. | mixed. iex,Sun. | L¥e White Su.phur ryetiseree 10 00 p m | “B8Y, bOSS 1" again poor Cuffee cried,
iex, Sun. e Sanawis 8(1)3 S 1; gg pm| “Ef'taint mos’ time I's gone ?”
: : : Lve Cannelton.. 818a m| 330 a m | N2ught but the clattering hoofs replied,
le. Philadelphia : [ﬂ:g %huax:'%?:t&gh... 822 : E ggg : 3 As the agile mule kicked on.
< &k‘;ﬂ%ﬁ‘.’. e *** | arr Ashland.. 1021am| 7073 m | At 1ast there came a thunderous erash
*“ Washington....: 840a m o g‘;: ‘?}:?‘llggﬁ ﬁ?g p g g&;’ am| Thatmade the earth resound,
» gﬁﬁﬁ&?{"’iﬁ .3.? am Bam | (76 Achland.. 1021 am| 7075 I | And when the dust and debris pass'd
o stephenson.:.""lﬂ e b :,: ’3}15@%’“; 3 égg P x;; }; ,38 :’g, The mule could not be found.
‘“ Winchester 1220 pm 54am ‘&'r Lexi: ?'s e ‘| 320 p m| 120 p m | That fateful 1ast terrific kick
“ Capon Road,... 108 pm 03am | Q7% oK B 0D | 7150 ml 715 om
“ Btrasburg .. 118pm liam zlr'l;. U?:élsgxlnl:},:i' | & mg B i g m, Had struck on Cuffee’s head.
5 g\?%?e‘g::n.....: é ﬁ g z: (5)'{ : g Sesemsc® —¥o.3 Al;i n(;w th; lt!nule a shattered wreck,
* Harrisonburg.. 32¢ pm} 20 a m EASTWARD. No.4. | i ‘t S § TR P
A“r %‘:ﬁ%?;ﬁ}i _____ e (43 gg pm! 03 mill30am Daily Suxxfggy —Arthur Durr in the (New York Tobacco Leaf.
. Keontil \ 5 p m: E: 70 1 1 E RPN, 5 * | ees——
OONNECTIONS. [I:veglncllmmtl. ? % b ] g g g : : “ 1 »
ve Louisville.. P
P'l‘rsinl No410 connects at Harper’s Ferry with } 0 Lexin gton. 1135 p m|11 50 a m mca M Beh“d.
'aot Limited Express Train ieaving at 4:04 p, w 1 1120pm| 100 pm
m., arriving at Cincinnati at 7;45 a, m.. St.Lou- | Lve Winchester.. p p
is at 6:30 b] s Lve Columbus.. .| 530 pmill125am ; ¥ :
8 21 6:30 p. m., and Chicago at 6:40 p. m, Lve Ashland... “l327am| 605pm ———O—
With train leaving at 10:21 p, m., arriving at | ;e Huntington.. 520am|900pm | VOCAL UTTERANCES OF ALL KINDS,
Pittsburg at 6:30 a.m. .Also with train leaving { A .+ Charleston 645ami1003p m
at lléZl . m., arriving at Clncinnati at 6:30 p § o'\ Cannelton .. 732am{l1105p m
l:‘.., t. Louis at 7:00 a, m. and Chicago at 5:40 a z;;KH%g?thaF 1%?2 : E 1; gé g g BEAUTIFUL SONGS OF THE NIGHT.
HConne{m at vggggrton with dtrs.lnv‘:,;rrlll‘i'in%c:u Arr Whit® Sulphur...... i ggg am —_—
agerstown at 8: . m. and at Washingtos § Arr Clifton Forge.... - pm am :
Junction with tmlnpnrrl ving at Frederick at ;;; Staunton g i 1{8 pm g g am EIGHTEEN THOUSAND MILLION
:56 p. m, nesboroJe m am .
B. & O. Palace Sleeping Cars are run through i{,’. g{,‘;’,’.,omavme 510 g miill0am OF CHILDREN.
to Pittsburg, Cincinnatti. 8t, Louis, Colum- } 4 rr Washington.. 940pm| 823 pm 4
bus and Chicago, All fasttrains run through § syr Baltimore...... .|1125p m|1125 pm | DR. TALMAGE’'S SERMON, SUNDAY, MARCH
to above points without change of cars. Arr Philadelphia. .| 300am| 300am Ath
For tickets and further information apply t0 § Arr New York..... . 620am| 620am th,
B.&0. Agents, orto Lve Charlottesvile... 530 p m1120a m
C.E. DUDROW, Tra.velmgStI;assioAgt‘.i Arr Richmond..... 900 pm g% pm B March dth. — Exercises at th
unton, Va. 800a m m ROOKLYN, Marc .—Exercises )
G, Lomn, Gou'l Passenger Agent, | Arr Nowport Now 10353 m| 555 Pm | Tabernacle this morning were jubilant,
e e = A e fone Ot 140 a m| 700 p m | One hundred and twenty new members were

PROFESSIONAL DIRECTORY.

GEO. M. HARRISON. HENRY ST. GEO. TUCKEK.

ARRISON & TUCKER,
ATTORNEYS-AT-LAW

STAUNTON, VIRGINIA.

Having formed a partnership for the practice
of Law, we offer our professional services to
the public generally. Will practice in all the
Courts held in the City of Staunton and Augus-
ta oountg; attend regularly the Circuit Courts
of Rockbridge and Alleghany counties, and
practice, also, in the Court of Appeals of Vir-

ginia. sepl5 ’86-6m
EO.
G ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,
SBTAUNTON, VA.

References :—Gen, Joseph B. Seth. Hoa. J.
Frank Turner, A. A. Pascault, Esq., Easton,
Maryland :

Office—In the room now occupied by Hon.
Edward Echols, and adjoining the office of
Oraig & Paul. dec 14 87

M. QUARLES,
. ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,
febl7, ’86-Lf Staunton, Va.

HIAS. F. NESO N,
ATITUORNEY-AT-LAW,
(Office—Sullivan Building,)
STAUNTON, VA.
Prompt attention to alt legal business.
augly-tf

R. H. M. PATTERSON offers his pro-

fessional services to the citizens of Staun-

ton. Oice No, 118, Main Street, opposite the
Opera House. may20 tf

S. LIGHTNER,

Lexington Division trains run by Central
time. Main Line trains east of Huntington
run by Eastern time, which is one hour faster
than Central time.

No. 1, daily except Sunday, between Old
Point, Norfolk, and Clifton Forge. The train
i eaving Old Point Saturday morning, runs
only to Huntington.

No. 2, daily excegt
ing Louisville an
runs only to Clifton Forge, where 1t lays over
until Monday morning.

No. 5 leaves Clifton Forge daily at 7;00 a. m.
for Ashland, Ky.

No, 6 leaves Ashland daily at7.10a.m. for
Clifton Forge.

Pullman Sleeping Cars on all through trains,

0Old Dominion Steamships leave Nortoik
Monday, Tuesday. Wednesday, Thursday, and
Saturday, 6:30 P. M., for New York.

For Rates, Tickets, Baggage Checks, applyto

any office of C. & 0. R’y; or Depot or ticket

Office of connecting lines.

W. C. WICKHAM, H. W. FULLER,
Recei yer. Gen’] Pass’r Agent

NHENANDOAH VALLEY RAILROAD
8. F. Tyler, Receiver.
Time Table in eflect JUNE 19, 1887.

Sunday. The train leav-
Cinecinnati on Saturday

MEADE F. WHITE. A. C. GORDON
Wﬂl'l‘E & GORDON,
ATTORNEYS-AT-LAW
STAUNTON, VA.
CoURrTS.—Augusta and adjoining counties,
Faderal Court at Harrisonburg, Court of Ap.
peals of Virginia, at Staunton. feb21-t

Q S.SHME TZER,
b . ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,
STAUNTON, VA
OMece in Stout Building, Court-house Alley

WM. PATRICK.

WM. A. HUDSON.
iYUDSON & PATRICK,
ATTORNEYS-AT-LAW,

S1AUNTON, VA,
Will practice in the Courts of Augusta and
adjoining counties. Special attention pald to
sollections. febl2-tf

H. M, MATHEWS, ALEX, F. MATHEWS,
MATI{EWS & MATHEWS,
A ATTORYEYS-AT-LAW,
LEWISBURG. WEST VA.,
actice regularly in tha Courts of Greenbrier,
onroe, Pocahontas and Nicholas counties, W.
Va., the Court of Appeals, and the Federal
Courts for the District of W. Va.
&~Particular attention paid to Collections
ad to special cases anywhere in their State.
may 17—1y

FIIOMAS ».

RANSON,
ATTORNLEY-AT-LAW,
STAUNTON, VA.
ofers his grofeuslonal 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-
where through legal correspondents in this and
syther States. may 1y.

RESTON A BAYLOR,
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,

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

O¥FICE—The same formerly occupied by his
ather, Col. Geo. Baylor, dec’d, on Augusta st.,
spposite the Court-house. noal

Wll. M. McALLISTER,

L]
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,
& WARM SPRINGS, VA,
Courts—Alleghany, Bath and Highland, Va.,
nd Pocahontas, West Virginia.
&ar-Special attention given to collection of
.Jﬁxmzs;an& proceeds promptly accounted for.
ec 23—

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

WM. J, NELSON,

T. C. ELDER.
LDER & NELSON
ATTORNEYS-AT-LAW,
and Real Estate Agents
may 5 STAUNTON, VA.
E.CHAS.T. LINDSEY,

Surgeon Dentist,
STAUNTON, VA.

83~OFFICE :—Post Office Building.
sept. 21—6m

SAMUEL MeCUE,
° ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,

Office on Putlic Syueore,

CHARLOTTESVILLE, VA.

Practice in State and Federal Courts, and
regularly in Albemarle, Augusta and Nelson
counties, Va, 4

&% Make a Specialty of Collections and
guarantee prompt attention to all matters en-
g¢rusted to me.

nov 23—1y

G_ENTLEHEN’S AND YOUTHS

FALL AND WINTER DRESS GOODS.

I respectfully invite the attention of my cus-
tomers and friends and all in want of first-
class Gentlemen’s FALL AND WINTER
CLOTHING to my new stock, which has

een received.
y In VARIETY OF STYLES and ELEGANT
GOODS, I have neyer been able to makea finer
splay than now.
MSEYI%S or PIECE ARTICLES OF CLOTH-
ING made up in the most approved styles,
end warranted to give satisfaction. Goods
also sold to be made elsewhere, 1f desired.
AllIask 1s a call, knowing that any taste

an be pleased.
HUTCHESON,

J. A.
sept7 No. 113 E Masain Street.

LOWERS ! FLOWERS ! FLOWERS !

THE GREEN HOUSES, ON LEWIS ST.,
at my Vegetable Garden,

Are now ready for inspection, and
from those interested in b'east.irlu?sgotzgﬂl
Among the many varicties to which I ecall
special attention are such as ROSES, EVER-
BLOOMING HYBRIDS, CLIMBERS, 'and oth-
ser varieicies, and a general assortment of
4REENHOUSE and BEDDING PLANTS,
JAlso a handsome BLOCk of evergreens. Parties
:at & distance can send their orders by m 1}
avhieh will be givea prompt aitention. i
1 geep a large and yaricd assortment of To-
snato, Cabbage, Celerv =nd other plants for
ssale as early as the season permics planting,
A@~ Designs in Cut Flowers a specialty.<sy
Respectfully,

mar 7-3m JOHN FALLON,

given the right hand of fellowship, making
the commnnicant membership four thou-
sand one hundred and fifty. Thousands of
strangers were present. The ten great sil-
ver tankards and the long line of chalices
made the sacramental table very impressive.
Before sermon the congregation, led by
cornet and organ, sang :

“When earth shall pass #vay,

In the great Judgment Day,

Jesus is mine.”
The Rev. T. DeWitt Talmage, D.D.,
took as the subject ef his discourse: ‘A
Song Concerning My Beloved.”” - His text
was Isaiah v, 1: “Now will I sing to my
well beloved a song of my beloved.” Dr,
Talmage said: «
The most fascinating theme for a heart
properly attuned is the Saviour. There is
something in the morning light to suggest
him, and something in the evening shadow
to speak his praise. The flower breathes
him, the star shines him, the cascade pro-
claims him, all the voices of nature chant
him. Whatever is grand, bright and beau-
tifu), if yoa only listen to it, will speak his
praise. When I ceme in the summer time
and pluck a flower, I think of him who is
‘‘the Rose of Sharon and the Lily of the
Valley.”” When I see in the fields a lamb,
1 say, “‘Bebold the Lamb of God that taketh
away the sin of the world.” When in very
hot weather I come under a projecting cliff,

SOUTHWARD. DAILY,
Standard Time, | Express, Express.
756th Meridian.| No. 3. No. 1.

LEAVE.
Hagerstown 8.00 A. M.| 2.00 P. M
Antietam....cece.| 8,3¢ ** 2.33 ¢
Shepherdstown..| 841 * | 239 *
sShen,Junction...| 856 * | 2,65 *
Jharlestown....... 9.08 ** |307
Riverton... w1034~ *¢ 14,16 **
Luray ... .[{11.34 ¢ | 549 ¢
MIIDEB .covverrasnrecees |12.22 P, M, | 6.25 ¢
Waynesboro Junc | 2.06 * | 757 **
Natural Bridge...| 417 * (1017 *
Roanoke......c..... 6.00 ** |[12.00night

ARRIVE.

ARRIVE,
Bristol . 1215A. M. 905 A. M.
Cleveland. 740A.M.| 415P. M
vemphis .. 9.15P. M.| 6.10 A. M
Atlanta,... 3.30 P. M.
Monigomery ...... 710 p. M
New Orleans ...... 7.20 A, M.

No. 3 has Pullman Buffet Sleeper New York
to Chattanooga, without change, via Harris-
ourg, Hagerstown, and Roanoke; also makes
connection at Hugerstown with fast mail from
Baltimore.

No. 1 has through connection from Philadel-
phia via Harrisburg and C. V. Railroad, and
from Baltimore via W. M, R. R.

CONNECTIONS.
At Hagerstown, Md., with the Western Mary-
land Railroad to and from Baltimore, Freder-
ick, Emmittsburg, Gettysburg, Penmar,
Waynesboro, Pa., and points on the Western
Marylaud Railroad and branches.
With the Cumberland Valley Rallroadtoand
from Harrisburg, *Carlisle, Shippensburg,
Chambersburg, Mercersburg,
points on the
branches.
Also to and from Pittsburg and the West and
Northwest, and Boston, New York, Philadel-
phia, and the North and East.
At Shenandoah Junction, W, Va., with Main
Line of Baltimore &Ohio Railroad to and from
the West. :
No. 8 makes close connection at Waynesboro’
Junction with C. & O. Ry. East- and West-
bound trains.
At Loch Laird, with Lexington Branch of
Richmond & Alleghany Railroad.
At Buchanan with Main Line of Richmond
& Alleghany Railroad.
At Roanoke, with Norfolk & Western Rail-

road.

STAGE CONNECTIONS.
At Boyée, for Millwood and Winchester, Va.
At Troutville for Fincastle

umberland Valley Railroadan

Martinsburg. and | P

1 say,
“Rock of Ages, cleft for me,
Let me hide myselfin thee!”

Over the old-fashioned pulpits there was
a sounding-board. The voice of the minis-
‘ter rose to the sounding-board, and then was
struck back again upon the ears of the peo-
ple. And so the ten thousand voices of
earth rising up find the heavens a sound-
ing-board which strikes back to the ear of
all the nations the praises of Christ. The
heavens tell his glory, and the earth shows
his handiwork, The Bible thrills with one
great story of redemption. Upon a blasted
and faded paradise it poured the light of a
glorious restoration. It looked upon Abra-
bham from the ram caught in the thicket. It
spoke in the bleating of the herds driven
down to Jerusalem for sacrifice. It put in-
finite pathos into the speech of uncouth
fishermen. It lifted 1’aul into the seventh
heaven; and it broke upon the ear of St.
John with the brazen trumpets and the
elders, and the rushing wings of the sera-
him.

Instead of waiting until you get sick and
worn out before you speak the praise of
Christ, while your heart is happiest, and
your step is lightest, and your fortunes
smile, and your pathway blossoms, and the
overarching heavens drop upon you their
benediction, speak the praises of Jesus.
The old Greek orators, when they saw their
audiences inattentive and slumbering, had
one word with which they would rouse them
up to the greatest enthusiasm. In the midst
of their orations they would stop and cry
out, “Marathon "’ and the people’s enthu-
siasm would be unbounded. My hearers,
though you may have been borne down with
sin, and though trouble and trials, and temp-

bound trains.

Roanoke, Hagerstown, and Harrisburg.

doah Junction and B. & O. R. R. for Washing-
ton and Baltimore, and at Hagerstown with
W. M. Railroad for Baltimore, and C. V.

York.
andria and [intermediate points; at Shenan-

town with W, M. R. R, for Baltimore and in-
termediate points, and C. V. R. R. for Harris-
burg; Phllagelphla and New York.
0. HOWARD ROYER,
Gen, Pass, and Ticket Agent.
DAVID W. FLICKWIR, Roanoke, Va,
Superintendent. Roanoke, Va.
C. M. FUTTERER
Pass. Agent,

ﬁagerstown. Md. je22

RIVERTON MILLS Co., Limited,
Manufacturers of Flour, Feed, etc,
Riverton, Va,, Jan, 31st, 1888,

MR, CHAS. E. MANOR,
Sands, P. 0., Va.,

Dear Sir:—The George 7. Smith Centrifugal
and the Scalper of same make which you
placed in our mills a few months since, are
working to our entire satisfaction.

We are pleased to commend the workman-
like execution of the alterationsand improve-
ments in our establishment entrusted to you,
and are gratified at the results obtained.

Yours truly,
GEeo. WM. CONE,
Treas’r and Manager.
jan 11—-1y

BUACK 0AK BARK WANTBED.

100 cars No. 1 Rossel Black Oak Bark, deliv-
ered en cars at any station on the Shenandoah
R. R. (Valley Branch)and

Hllgheat market price
INNEY BROS.
Stsunton, V8,

Vailley R. R., B, & O,
Chesapeake & Ohio,
paid. Address
mos,

No. 4 makes close connection at Waynesboro’
Junction with C. & O. Railway East and West-

No. 4 has Pullman Buffet Sleeper from
Chattanooga to New York (without change)via

No. 2 makes through connection viaShenan-
Rail-
road for Harrisburg, Philadelphia and New

No. 6 has connection at Riverton for Alex-

doah Junction for Martinsburg, at Hagers-

NORTHWARD. DAILY. tation may have come upon you, and you
feel hardly like looking up, melthinks there
is one grand, royal, imperial word that

S‘?&%"i&’eﬁ‘é’?&. i i E‘S,’ 2 ought to rouse your soul to infinite rejoicing,

— and that word is ‘‘Jesus !” I
il Taking the suggestion of the text, I shall
B reovasse .00P. M. | 1. « M. Z L4
§2‘€3§’§anage... %gg e 3.?‘7’ o speak to you of Christ, our song. I remark,

Loch Laird......|2.588 * |3.45 in the first place, that Christ ought to be

ﬁ:{::g""“ Junc.. ?,-‘"5‘2 & 2-:133 = the cradle-song. What our mothers sang

Luray.... 655 “ |7.35 « | 4.20a.x b0 us when they put us to sleep is singing

g.ivemﬁn1 |§.% 2 g.gg s g.}g “  |yet. We may have forgotten the words,

erryville....oos | 8.46 (¢ .36 .16 | but they went into the fibre of our soul, and

Canrlomtown. | o0 « 11090 « | 63« |will forever bes part ofit. Itis not_so

Shepherdstown..| 2.40 ** 1045 * 7114 much what you formally teach your chil-

Antletam............ 1?)'3(‘) o] {‘l’-gg =) ;é‘f) it | dren as what you sing to them. A hymn

2 s 2 < has wings and can fly everywhere., One
hundred and fifty years after you are dead,

Ar-gV ﬂglgﬂﬁt%l L15P. M. and “‘Old Mortality’’ has worn out his chisel

Ar. Baltimore, 2.15 P M. in re-cutting your name on the tombstone,

ar B & O R R. your great-grandchildren will be singing the

e L song which this afternoon you sing to your
uboiianl 240>, .| 1140 A-M | Jittle ones gathered about your knee. There

Le. Hagerstown, [10.25 P, M. |12.20 P, .| 820 A.m | is a place in Switzerland where, if you dis-

Ar. H%“f{fbx‘}f% 12.50 A. 30| 3.15P. M.|'IL15* | tinctly utter your voice, there come back

Ar.Phijadelphia| 4.25A.0.| 6502, .| 8.15p. | ten or fifteen distinct echoes, and every

P.R. R. Christian song sung by a mother in the ear

Ar.New York...| 7.30 A.m.| 935P.2.| 550 |of her child shall have ten thousand echoes

coming back from all the gates of heaven.
Oh, if mothers only knew the power of this
sacred spell, how much oftener the little
ones would be gathered, and all our homes
would chime with the songs of Jesus! We
want some counteracting influence upon our
children. The very moment your child
steps into the street he steps into the path
of temptation. There are foul mouthed
children who would like to besoil your little
ones. It will not do to keep your boys and
girls in the house and make them house
plants; they must have fresh air and recre-
ation. God save your children from the
scathing, blasting, damning influence of the
streets! 1 know of no counteracting influ-
ence but the power of Christian culture and
example. Hold before your little ones the
pure life of Jesus; let that name be the
word that shall exercise evil from their
bearts. Give to your instruction all the
fascination of music, morning, noon and
night; let it be Jesus, the cradle-song. This
is important if your children grew up, but
perbaps they may not, Their pathway may
be short. Jesus may be wanting the child.
Then there will be a soundless step in the
dwelling, and the youthful pulse will begin
to flutter, and little hands will be lifted for
belp. Yon cannot help. And a great agony
will pinch at your heart, and the cradle will
be empty, and the nursery will be empty,
and the world will be empty, and your soul
will be empty. No little feet standing en
the stairs. No toys scattered on the carpet.
No quick following from room to room. No
strange and wondering quefions. No up-
turned face, with langhing blue eyes, come

STAUNTON, VA., WEDNESDAY, MARCH 14, 1888.
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RATES OF ADVERTISING. o«

ADVERTISEMENTS areinserted at therate ot

1234 cents per line, for the first,and 6£ centy

for each su! uentinsertion,

LoCAL NoTiCEs are inserted at the rate of 20

cents perline forthe first,and 10 cents for each

subsequent insertion,
BUsINEsSS NOTIOES are inserted at therate o

15cents for the first and 8 centas for each subse

quAm;lunlexT..lon.

”5?,12?;,“ MA will pemadeon allorder

€8, Announcements of Candida
for office, and all communiecations of a genc:;

:ld 2: privnt.::‘t:mter. will he charged for gy

white blossoms on the top of it; and bitter
desolation, and a sighing at nightfall with
no one to put to beg. and a wet pillow, and
a grave, and a wreath of white blossoms on
the top of it. The heavenly Bhepberd will
take that lamb safely anyhow, whether you
have been faithful or unfaithful; but:would
it not have been pleasanter if yom could
have heard from those lips the praises of
Christ? I never read anything more beau-
tiful than this about a child’s depatéure.—
The account said, “She folded her* bands,
kissed her mother good-bye, sang herhymn,
turned her face to the wall, said her little
prayer, and then died.’”

O, if I could gather up in one paragraph
the last words of the little ones who have
gone out from all these Christian circles,
and I could picture the calm looks, and the
folded hands,and sweet departure, methinks
it would be as grand and beautiful as one of
heaven’s great doxologies! I next speak of
Christ as the old man’s song. Quick music
loses its charm for the aged ear. The
schoolgirl asks for a schottisch or a glee;
but her grandmother asks for ‘“Balerma’
or the “Portuguese Hymn?’ Fifty years of
trouble have tamed the spirit,and the keys of
the music-board must have & solemn tread.
Though the voice may be tremulous, so
that grandfather will not trust it in charch,
still he has the psalm-book open ore
him, and he sings with higsoul. Héhums
his grandchild asleep with the same tune
be sang forty years ago in the old country
meeting-house. Some day the choir sings
a tune 80 old that the young people do not

‘| know it; but it starts the tears down the

cheek of the aged man, for it reminds him
of the revival scene in which he participat-
ed, and of the radiant faces that long since
went to dust, and of the gray-haired min-
ister leaning over the pulpit and sounding
the good tidings of great joy.

It was one Thanksgiving Day in my pul-
pit in Syracuse, N. Y., and Rev. Daniel
Waldo, at ninety-eight years of age, stood
beside me. - The choir sang a tune. 1 said,
“I am sorry they sang that new tune; no-
body seems to know it.”” ¢‘‘Bless you, my
son,”’ said the old man, *I heard that sev-
enty years ago!’

There was a song to-day that touched the
life of the aged with holy fire, and kindled
a glory on their vision that oir younger
eyesight cannot see. It was the song of
salvation—Jesus, who fed them all their
lives long; Jesus, who wiped away their
tears; Jesus, who stood by them whean all
else tailed; Jesus, in whose name thsir
marriage was consecrated, and whose resur-
rection has poured light upon the graves of
their departed. Blessed the Bible in which
spectacled old age reads the promise, *“I
will pever leave you, never forsake you!’’
Blessed the staff on which the worn-out
pilgrim totters on toward the welcome of
his Redeemer! Blessed the hymn-book in
which the faltering tongue and the failing
eyes find Jesus, the old man’s song.

I speak to you again of Jesus as the
night-song. Job speeks of him who giveth
songs in the night. John Welch, the old
Scotch minister, used to put a plaid across
his bed on cold nights, and some one asked
him why he pat that there. He said, ¢‘Oh,
sometimes in the night I want to sing the
praise of Jesus, and get down and pray;
then I just take that plaid and wrap it
around me, to keep myself from the cold.””
Songs in the night! Night of trouble has
come down upon many of you. Commer-
cial losses put out one star, standerous
abuse put out another star, domestic be-
reavement has putjout a thousand lights,
and gloom has been added to gloom, and
chill to chill, and sting to sting, and one
midnight has seemed to borrow the fold
from another midnight to wrap itself in
more unbearable darkness; but Christ has
spoken peace to your heart and you can
sing,

“Jesus, lover of my soul,
Let me 10 thy bosom fly,
While the billows near me roll,
While the tempest still is high,
Hide me, oh, my Saviouar! hide,
Till the storm of lire is past,
Safe into the haven guide;
Oh, receive my soul at last,”

Songs in the night! Songs in the night!
For the sick, who have no ove to turn the
hot pillow, no one to put the taper on the
stand, no one to put ice on the temple, or
pour out the soothing anodyne, or utter one
cheerful word—yet songs in the night! For
the poor, who freeze in the winter’s cold.
and swelter in the summer’s heat, and
munch the hard crusts that bleed the sore
gums, and shiver under blankets that can-
not any longer be patched, and tremble be-
cause rent-day is come and they may be set
out on the sidewalk, and looking into the
starved face of the child and seeing famine
there and death there, coming home from
the bakery, and saying, in the presence of
the little famished ones, *“Ob,my God.flour
has gone up!” Yet songs in the night!
songs in the night! For the widow who
goes to get the back pay of her husband,
slain by the “‘sharp-shooter’’ and knows it
is the last help she will have, moving out of
a comfortable home in desolation, death
turning back from the exhausting cough,
and the pale cheek, and thc lustreless eye,
and refusing all relief. Ye songs in the
night! Songsin the night! For the soldier
in the field hospital, no surgeon to bind up
the gun-shot fracture, no water for the hot
lips, no kind hand to brash away the flies
from the fresh wound, no one to take the
loving farewell, the groaning of others
poured into his own groan, the blasphemy
of others ploughing up his own spirit, the
condensed bitterness of dying away from
home among strangers. Yet songs in the
night! Songs in the night! “Ah!’’ said one
dying soldier, ‘‘tell my mother that last
night there was not one cloud between my
soul and Jesus,” Songs in the night! Songs
in the night!

The Sabbath day has eome. From the
altars of ten thousand churches has smoked
up the savor of sacrifice. Ministers of the
Gospel are now preaching in plain English,
in broad Scotch, in flowing Italian, in harsh
Choctaw. God’s people have assembled in
Hindoo temple, and Moravian church, and
Quaker meeting-house, aud sailors’ bethel,
aund king’s chapel, and highgtowered cathe-
dral. They sang, and the Song floated off
amidst the spice groves, or struck the ice-
bergs, or floated off into the western pines,
or was drowned in the clamor of the great
cities. Lumbermen sang it, and the factory
girls, and the children in the Sabbath class,
and the trained choirs in great assemblages.
Trappers, with the same voice with which
they shouted yesterday in the stag-hunt,
and mariners with throats that only a few
days ago sounded in the hoarse blast of the
sea-hurricane, they sang it. One theme
for the sermons; one burden for the song.
Jesus for the invocation. Jesus for the
Scripture lesson. Jesas for the baptismal
font. Jesus for the sacramental cup. Jesus
for the benediction. But the day will go
by. It will roil away on swift wheels of
light and love. Again, the churches wiil
be lighted. Tides of people again setting
down the streets. Whole families coming
up the church aisle. We must have one
more sermon, two prayers, three songs and
one benediction. What shall we preach to-
night? What shall we read? What shall it
be, children? Aged men and women, what
shail it be? Young men and maidens,
what shall it be? if you dared to break the
silence of this auditory, there would come
up theusands of quick and jubilant voices,
crying out, ‘‘Let it be Jesus! Jesusl” We
sing his birth—the barn that sheltered him,
the mother that nursed him, the cattie that
fed beside him, the angels that woke up the
shepherds, shaking light over the midnight
hills. We sing his ministry—the tears he
wiped away from the eyes of the orphans—
the lame men that forget their crautches;the
damsel who from the bier bounded out into
the sunlight, her locks shaking down over
the flushed cheek; the huogry thousand
who broke the bread as it blossomed into
larger loaves—that miracie by which a boy
with five loaves and two fishes became the
sutler for a whole army. We sing his sor-
rows—his bruised feet, his aching heart,his
mountain loneliness, his desert hunger, his
storm-pelted body, the eternity of anguish
that shot through his last moments, and the
immeasurable ocean of torment that heaved

for & kiss; but only a grave, and a wrath of | up against his cross in one foaming, wrath-

ful, omnipotent surge, the sun dashed out,
and the dead, shroud-wrapped, breaking
open their sepulchres, and rushing out to
see what was the matter. We sing his res-
urrection—the guard that could not keep
bim; the sorrow of his disciples; the clouds
piling up on either side in pillared splendors
as he went through, treading the pathless
air, higher and higher, until he came to the
foot of the throne, and all heaven kept
jubilee at the return of the conqueror.

1 say once more, Christ is the everlasting
song. The very best singers sometimes
get tired ; the strongest throats sometimes
get weary, and many who sang very sweet-
ly do pot sing now ; but I hope by the
grace of God we will, after awhile, go up
and sing the praises of Christ where we
will never be weary. You know there are
some songs that are especially appropriate
for the home "circle. They stir the soul,
they start the tears, they turn the heart in
on itself, and keep sounding after the tune
has stopped, like some cathedral bell
which, long after the tap of the brazeu
tongue has ceased, keeps throbbing on the
air. Well, it will be a home song in heaven;
all the sweeter because those who sang with
us in the domestic circle on earth shall join
that great harmony.

“Jerusalem, my happy home,
Name ever dear to me ;

When shall my labors have an end
In joy and peace in thee.”

On earth we sang harvest songs as the
wheat came into the barn, and the barracks
were filled. You know there is no such
time on a farm as when they get the crops
in; and so in heaven it will be & harvest
song on the part of those who on earth
sowed in tears and reaped in joy. Lift up
your heads, ye everlasting gates, and let]
the sheaves come in! Angels shout all
through the hieavens, and multitudes come
down the hills crying, bharvest-home !
barvest-home !

There is nothing more bewitching to
one’s ear than the song of sailors far out at
sea, whether in day or night, as they pull
away at the ropes—the music is weird and
thrilling. So the song in heaven will be a
sailor’s song. They were voyagers once,
and thought they could never get to shore,
and before they could get things snug and
trim the cyclone struck them. But now
they are safe. Once they went with dam-
aged rigging, guns of distress booming
through the storm; but the pilot came
aboard, and he brought them into the
harbor. Now they sing of the breakers
past, the light-houses that showed them
where to sail, the pilot that took them
through the straits, the eternal shore on
which they landed.

Ay, it will be the children’s song. You
know very well that the vast majority of
our race die in infancy, and it is estimated
that eighteen thousand millions of the
little ones are standing before God. When
they shall rise up about the throne to sing,
the millions and the millions of the little
ones—ah ! that will be music for you!
These played in the streets of Babylon and
Thebes ; these plucked lilies from the foot
of Olivet while Christ was preaching about
them ; these waded in Siloam ; these were
victims of Herod’s massacre ; these were
thrown to crocodiles or into the fire; these
came up from Christian homes, and these
were foundlings on the city commons—
children everywhere in all that land; chil-
dren in the towe:s, children on the seas of
glass, children on the battlements. Ab, if
you do not like children do not go there.—
They are in vast majority, and what a
song when they lift it around abont the
throne !

The Christian singers and composers of
all ages will be there to join in that song.
Thomas Hastings will be. there. Lowell
Mason will be there. Bradbury will be
there. Beethoven and Mozart will be
there. They who sounded the cymbals and
the trumpets in the ancient temples will be
there. The forty thousand harpers that
stood at the ancient dedication will be
there. The two hundred singers that as-
sisted on that day will be there, Patriarchs
who lived amidst threshing floors, shep-
herds who watched amidst Chaldean hills,
prophets who walked, with long beards
and coarse apparel, pronouncing woe
against ancient abominations, will meet the
moere recent martyrs who went up with
leaping cohorts of fire ; and some will speak
of Jesus of whom they prophesied, and
others of the Jesus for whom they died.—
Oh, what a song! It came to John upon
Patmos ; it came to Calvin in the prison;
it dropped to John Knox in the fire; and
sometimes that song has come to your ear,
perhaps, for 1 really do think it sometimes
breaks oger the battlements of heaven.

A Christian woman, the wife of a minis-
ter of the Gospel, was dying in the parson-
age near the old church, where on Satarday
night the choir used to assemble and re-
hearse for the following Sabbath, and she
said, ‘‘How strangely sweet the choir re-
hearses to-night : they have been rehears-
ing there for an hour.” No,”” said some
one about her, “‘the choir is not rehearsing
to-night.”” Yes,’’ she said, “I know they
are, I hear them sing; how very sweetly
they sing I’ Now it was not a cheir of
earth that she heard, but the choir of
heaven. I think that Jesus sometimes
sets ajar the door of heavev, and a passage
of that rapture greets our ears, The min-
strels of heaven strike such a tremendous
strain, the walls of jasper cannot hold it.

I wonder, will you sing that song? Will
I sing it? Not unless our sins are pardoned
and we learn now to sing the praise of
Christ will we eversing it there. The first
great concert that I ever attended was in
New York, when Julien, in the ¢‘Crystal
Palace,’’ stood before hundreds of singers
and hundreds of players upon instruments.
Some of you may remember that occasion ;
it was the first one of the kind at which I
was present, and I shall never forget it.—
I saw that one man standing, and with the
hand and foot wield that great harmony,
beating the time. It was to me overwhelm-
ing. Bat oh! the grander scene when
they shall come from the East, and from
the West, and from the North, and from
the South, ‘“‘a great multitude that no man
can number,’’ into the temple of the skies,
host beyord host, rank beyond rank, galle-
ry above gallery, and Jesus shall stand
before that great host to conduct the har-
mony, with his wounded hands and his
wounded foot! Like the voice of many
waters, like the voice of mighty thunder-
ings, they shall cry, ““Worthy is the Lamb
that was slain to receive blessings, and
riches, and honor, and glory, and power,
world without end, Amen and Amen!”’
Ob, if my ear shall hear no other sweet
sounds, may I hear that! If T join no
other glad assemblage, may I join that.

I was reading of the battle of Agincourt,
in which Henry V. figured, and it is said
that after the battle was won, gloriously
won, the King wanted to acknowledge the
divine inteiposition, and he ordered the
chaplain to read the Psalm of David; and
when he came to the word, *‘Not unto us,
O Lord, but unto Thy name be the praise,’’
the King dismounted, and all the cavalry
dismounted, and all the great host, officers
and men; threw themselves on their faces.
Oh, at the story of the Saviour’s love and
the Saviour’s deliverance, shall we not
prostrate ourselves before him .now, hosts
of earth and hosts of heaven, falling upon
our faces, and crying, ‘Not unto us, not
unto us, but unto Thy name be the glory!”

'Tis SOZODONT the whole world tries,
’Tis SOZOCONT that purifies

The breath and mouth, and dirt defles,
’Tis SOZODONT for which we cry,
Sweet SOZODONT for which we sigh,
'Tis only SOZODONT we buy.

Praise of Sozodont
like the famous article itself, is in almost
everybody’s mouth. The people know that
it preserves as well as beautifies the teeth.
llE)Ieng:a‘1 it is the standard Tooth Wash of the
eriod.

¢Spalding’s Glue,” useful in every home.

Nature is full of wise provisions. Wives
do their worst cooking when they are young
and irresistible,—Indianapolis Journal.

THE FIFER AT LEXINGTON.

[COPYRIGHTED, 1888, BY FUNK & WAGNALLS.]

Lexington! Concord! What American
boy or girl, man or woman, has not heard
or read of these little Massachusetts vill
where the first earnest blows for American
independence were struck and the hot flame
of the Revolution first burst out, on the
19th of April, 1776? Among the first ob-
jects of my pilgrimage were these two
villages.

It was a charming morning in October,
1848, when I traveled by railway from Bos-
won to Concord, seventeen miles northwest
of the New England capital. There I
spent an hour with Major Barrett and his
wife, who ‘“‘saw the British scamper,’’ and
bad lived together there almost sixty years.
The major seemed robust at eighty-seven,
and his wife, almost as old, seemed as nim-
ble of foot as a matron in middle life. She
was a vivacious little woman, well formed,
and retained many traces of the beauty of
her young womanhood. They had much
t?l. tell me of events their eyes had witness-

e

After visiting the place of the skirmish
at Concord, I rode in a private véhicle to
Lexington, six miles eastward, through a
picturesque and fertile country, and enter-
ed the famous village at the Green, where-
on that skirmish occurred and a commem-
orative monument now stands. After brief
interviews with two or three aged persons
there, I drove to the house of Jonathan
Harrington, in East Lexington, who, a lad
seventeen years old, had heralded the open-
ing of the old war for independence with
the shrill notes of the fife.

As I halted before the house of Mr.. Har-
rington, at a little past noon, and saw an
old man wielding an axe vigorously in split-
ting wood 1n his yard, I entered the gate
and introduced myself and my errand. The
oid man was the venerable fifer.

“Come in and rest yourself,”” he said
kindly, as he led the way into the house.
Although he was then past ninety years
of age, he appeared no older than a man of
seventy. His form was nearly erect; his
voice was firm; his complexion was fair;
his placid face was lighted by mild blue
eyes, and had but few deep wrinkles; his
hair, not all white, was very abundant, and
in stature he was of medium height and
slender. I took a seat on a chintz-covered
lounge, and he sat in a Boston rocking-
chair.

“I have come,’’ I said, ‘““to make some
inquiries about the battle of Lexington.”

*“It wasn’t a battle,”” he answered; ‘‘only
a skirmish.” .

“It was a sharp one,” I said.

**Yes, pretty sharp, pretty sharp,” he re-
plied, thoughtfully. “Eight fine young-
wen out of a hundred were killed; two of
them my blood relations.”

“I understand you played the fife on that
morning,” I said,

““As well as I could, ‘“he replied. *I

taught myself to play the year before, when

the Minute-men were training, and I was

the only person in Lexington who knew

how to fife. That ain’t saying much,

though, for then there were only eight or

ten houses in the village besides the meet-

ing house.”

““Did you belong to the Minute-men?”’ I

asked.

‘I was a Minute-boy. They asked me to
fife, to help Joe Burton make music with
his drum for Captain Parker’s company.—
Poor Joe! His dram-head was smashed

and he lost a finger in the fight. Captain
Amos Parker’s company was drilled the
night before, for Sol Brown, our nearest
neighbor, came from Boston at sunset and
said he had seen nine British soldiers walk-
ing toward Lexington. Sam Adams and
John Hancock were at Parson Clarke’s
house, where Dorothy Quincy, Hancock’s
sweetheart, was staying. Gage wanted to
catch and hang ’em, and it was believed
the soldiers Sol had seen had been sent out
tc seize ’em that night. A guard of ten
men, under Sergeant Monroe (who kept a
tavern here) were stationed around Parson
Clarke’s house. At a little past midnight
Paul Revere—you’ve heard of Revere—
came riding like mad from Cambridge, his
horse all afoam, for the weather was un-
commonly warm. He told Monroe he
wanted to see Hancock. ‘He didn’t want
to be disturbed by noise,’ said the sergeant.
‘Noise,” said Revere; ‘you’ll have noise
enough soon, for the reg’lars are coming !’
Hancock heard him, and opening a window
called out, ‘Revere, I know you; come in.’

He went into the house 2 moment, then

came out, mounted his horse, and started

ona gallop toward Concord, Very soon
everybody in Lexington was astir.”’

‘‘Were you on duty then?” I inquired.

¢No,” he said; “I went to bed at

eleven o’clock, and, as all boys should do,

I slept soundly. My mother, who was a
Dunpster and one of the most patriotic
women who ever lived, called out to me at
three o’clock m the morning, ‘Jonathan !
Jonathan ! Get up. The reg'lars are com-

ing and something must be donme.” I
dressed quickly, slung my light gun over
my shoulder, took my fife from a chair,

and hurried to the parade near the meet-

ing-house, where about fifty men had

gathered, and others were arriving every
minute, By four o’clock a hundred men

were there. We did not wait long wonder-

ing whether reg’lars were really coming,

for a man darted up to Captain Parker and
told him they were close by. The captain
immediately ordered Joe to beat the drum,

and I fifed with all my might. Alarm
guns were instantly fired to call distant
Minute men to duty. Lights were now
seen moving in all the houses. Daylight
came at half-past four o’clock. Just then
the reg’lars, who had heard the drum beat,

rushed toward us, and their leader shouted,
‘Disperse, you rebels I’ We stood still. He
repeated the order with an oath, fired his
pistol, and ordered his mep to shoot. Only
a few obeyed. Nobody was hurt, and we
supposed their guns were loaded only with
powder. We had been ordered not to fire
first, and so we stood still. The angry
leader of the reg’lars then gave another
order for them to five, when a volley killed
or wounded several of our company. Seeing
the reg’lars trying to surround us, Captain
Parker ordered us to retreat. As we fled
some shots were sent back. Joe and I
climbed a fence near Parson Clarke’s
house and took to the woods near by.—
Climbing over, Joe fell upon a heap of
stones and crushed in his drum-head. His
bhand was bleeding badly, and he found
that a b.llet had carried off a part of his
little finger, Eight of our men had lost
their lives.

“Where were Adams and Hancock all
this time?’’ I inquired.

““Not far off. When the first shots were
heard they were advised to fly to a place of
safety, for their lives were too valuable to
the public to be lost. At first they refused
to go, but were finally persuaded, and re-
tired to a thick-wooded hill not far off.—
Dorothy Quincy went with her lover. They
were married in the Fall. It is said Sam
Adams, hearing the firing on the Green,
exclaimed, ‘What a glorious morning for
America is this I’ I have no doubt he said
it, for it was just like him.”
¢You said two of your blood relations
perished in that fight,”” I obsorved.
¢Yes,” he replied; ‘‘they were Jonathan
and Caleb Harring. Caleb and Joe Comes
who lived a mile from Lexington, had gone
into the meeting-house to get some powder
stored in the loft. They had taken it to the
gallery when the British reached the build-
ing. They flew to the door, and started on
a run for the company. Caleb was shot
dead at the west end of the meeting-house,
but Joe, though wounded, escaped. Jona-
than had stood his ground with the rest.
His home was near the meeting-house. He
was in frout of his own dwelling when the
reg’lars fired the third time, when he was
shot in the breast and fell.* His wife, Ruth,
stood looking out of the window with their
only child, nine years old, by her side.
She saw. her husband fall and ran out to
help him. He raised up, stretched out his
arms toward ber, fell again, and was dead
before she could reach him. Oh, it was too
cruel, too cruel!”

‘ “There were brave men in that little
band of patriots,” I remarked.

eyes beaming with unusual lustre.
post until Captain Parker,seeing it was use-
Jess to fight against so many reg’lars, told
them to disperse. There was one man who
wouldn’t go even them. It was Jones Park-
er, of this town. He lived near Parson
Clarke’s, He had said he would never run
from an enemy, and he didn’t. He had
loaded his musket, put his hat containing
powder, wadding and bullets between his
feet, and so faced the reg’lars. At the
second fire he was wounded and fell on his
knees. Then he fired his gun; and, though
he was dyiog, hereached for anether charge
in his hat, when a big red-coat killed him
with a bayonet on the very spot where
Jonas first stood. Wasn’t that pluck?”’
“Rare pluck,’’ I answered. ‘‘The names
of such men should never be forgotten.’’
“They never will be,”’ replied the vener-
able patriot excitedly. Their names are all
cut deep in marble on the little monument
down yonder on the Green—Robert Monroe,
Jonas Parker, Samuel Hadley, Jonatban
Harrington, Jr., Isaac Marry, Caleb Har-
rington, John Brown aud Asahel Porter.
Should that marble perish, their name are
cut deeper in the memory of Americans.’’
“You said it was a warm night when
Reyers Jode from Cambridge to Lexing-
ton,”’ I remarked.
“Yes, it was a very early spring- Young
leaves appeared on the first day of April.
The grass on the village Green was so tall
on the morning of the 19th that it waved in
the light wind that was blowing. At noon
that day the quicksilver in Parson Clarke’s
thermometer rose to eighty-five degrees on
the north side of his house, and the door-
yards were all bright with dandelions.”
“Did you serve in the army afterward?"’
I ioquired.
“No,”’ he said; “‘father, went to the war,
and I staid at home to help mother take care
of things, for I was the oldest boy. I play-
ed the fife sometimes after that when the
young men in the neighborhood were train-
ing for the fight.”’
By permission, I drew a likeness of Mr.
Harrington sitting in his rocking-chair, and
under it he wrote with a trembling hand,
which condition he attributed to the uss of
the axe that morning,

JoNATHAN HARRINGTON.

Aged 90, the 8th July, 1848,
His brother Charles, two years younger
than he, came in before I had finished the
sketch. I could not but look with reverence
upon these strong old meo, children of one
mother, who had borne five sons and thrre
daughters, who had nearly grown to man-
hood when the war for independence broke
out. I bade them farewell, received from
the old fifer the benediction, ‘‘God bless
you,” went back to the village Green,
sketched the monument and called upon
their kinsman, Abijah Harrington, who was
a lad fourteen years old at the time of the
skirmish. He saw pearly all of the fight.
He had two brothers ia it, and had been sent
by his mother, trembling on account of her
sons, to watch the fray at a safe distance,
and to obtain information concerning her
brave boys. They escaped unhurt.
From Mr. Harringron’s I weunt to the
house of Parson Clarke, where I found Mrs.
Margaret Chandler,a remarkably intelligent
old lady, thea eighty-three years of age.
She had lived in that houss ever since the
Revolution; had a clear recollection of events
at Lexington on the memorable April morn-
ing, gave me a version of the escape of
Adams aud Haucock snmewhat different
from that given by the venerable fifer.
On the seventy-fifth anniversary (1850) of
the conflicts at Lexington and Concord,
Mr. Harrington rode in the procession
with his brother Charles, aged ninety;
Amos Baker, aged ninety-four; Thomas
Hill, aged ninety-two, and Dr. Preston
aged sightr-four. Af tue banqt’f&?"’ﬁfﬁ@l‘
the procession, the aged fifer offered the
toast: “The 19th of April, 1775, All who
remember that day will support the Con-
stitntion of the United States.” On that
occasion Edward Everett made a speech,
in which he remarked that it pleased his
heart to see these venerable men beside
him, and he was happy to assist Mr. Jona-
than Harrington to put on his top-coat a
few minutes before. In doing so he was
ready to say, with David, ‘‘Very pleasant
art thou to me, my brother Jonathan.”
Mr. Harrington died late in March, 1854,
when he was almost ninety-six years of age,
and was buried with public -honors, the
highest State cfficers with a military esoort
forming a part of the funeral procession
Bensox J. Lossing, LL. D.

How A WoMAN TRIES ON SHOES.—When
a woman has a new pair of shoes sent home
she performs altogether different from a
man, She never shoves her toes into them
and yanks and bauls until she is red in the
face, and 21l out of breath, and then goes
stamping and kicking around, but pulls
tkem on part way carefully, twitches them
off again to take a last look, and see if she
has got the right one, pulls them on again,
looks at them dreamily, says they are just
right, then takes another look, stops sud-
denly to smooth out a wrinkle, twists
round and surveys them sideways, ex-
claims : ‘“Mercy, how loose they are,”
looks at them again square in front, works
her foot around so they won't hurt her
quite so much, takes them off, looks at the
heel, the toe, the bottom, and the inside,
puts them on again, walks up and down
the room once or twice, remarks to her
better half that she won’t have them at any
price, tilts down the mirror so she can see
how they look, turns it in every possible
direction, and nearly dislocates her neck
trying to see how they look from that way,
backs off, steps up again, takes thirty or
forty farewell looks, says they make her
feet look awful big and never will do in the
world, puts them on and off three or four
times more, asks her husband what he
thinks about it, and then pays no attention
to what he says, goes through it all again,
and finally says she will take them. It's
very simple.—Kansas City Star.

¢«What is it to us, as a party, if Mr
Blaine is elected and we are given the go.
by and are sacriflced?”’

Such is the inquiry and lament of the se-
cret circular sent out by the chairman of
the Republican State Executive Committee,
to his assumed faithful adherents. Unless
the little squad can command the offices,
what is it to them whether the government
is to be under Democratic or Republican
control? What are the principles of the
party to them if they cannot secure the
spoile? What would it be to them if three-
fourths of the Republicans of Virginia
should favor Blaine, and the other fourth
be not allowed to pack a delegation to Chi-
cage for Sherman? Ninetenths of those to
whom the secret circular was sent, we
doubt not, felt a deep sense of disgust and
contempt come over them on reading it,
and could never be induced to take part in
carrying into effect the secret plot it for-
mulated. Are the Republicans of Virginia
prepared to endorse the insidious scheme
presented, to deceive the people and rob
them of their rights at the command of one
man? Are they ready to give their sanc-
tion to the wicked recommendation; assure
defeat now and hereafter and bring re-
proach upon themselves? To do so, would
be to surrender all claim to and respect and
confidence of the party in the Nation, and
to advertise that the controlling influence
with Republicans in Virginia istnot devotion
to the principles of the party, but a
mercenary greed for public office.— Valley
Virginian, March 1st.

The only apology yet offered by Mahonites
for their Boss’ contemptible Secret Oircular
is that it was issued in ‘‘honorable confi-
dence.” It is the quintessence of honor,
chivalry and manly manhood, according to
the Mahoneites, to stab the Blaine Republi-
cans in the back with stealthy charges of
“‘speculstors,” ‘‘gamblers, &o., &c.—Rock-
ingham Register. -

“Brave men!”’ said the old man, Hg :vi:e

men never lived. Not one of them left his

Her Wedding Ring :
or,
MARGARET LESLIE'S SECOND LOVE.

Her husband was dead.

He had died a gambler, but he would
never win or lose again, and never more
would Margaret keep her lonely watch for
his dear sake. Strangers’ hands hsd laid
him to rest in the quiet Tnynd; and
now, with tearless agony, Margaret knelt
beside her sleeping child.

They had nothing left; and without food
her child must die.
Suddenly a burning fiush mounted to her
brow, and, starting to her feet, she drew
the wedding ring from her wasted finger,
and kissing it passionately, hurried from the
room, as if fearful that her resolution might
give way.
A Iittle later, with a few francs clasped
in her burning hand, she hastened, not to
the poor room she called her home, but to
the gaming saloon where her husband had
died not many days before.
“It is not true,’”’ she kept repeating to
herself, ‘‘thata new player always wins ?
Then I shall win!—and, muttering the
same words again and again, she passed
unchallenged through the wide-open door,
up the splendid staircase and into a large
saloon where men and -wemen in silent
terrible earnest, were gambling at the
tables.
Margaret staked two or three francs
with feverish haste. .
The American officer, Captain Corwyn,
who had witnessed her husband’s death,
uow stood intently regarding her. He
moved restlessly, as if impelled against his
will to interfere.
Unknown to herself and all around, fever
had taken hold of the weakened frame and
lent a fictitions strength and fictitious cour-
age to the despairing girl, and with a dar-
ing recklessness she staked and won, until
a small pile of gold lay before her dazed eyes.
Then the tension of the nerves gave way,
and with a low cry she fell forward in a
dead faint.
dpringing to her side without & moment’s
delay, Capt. Corwyn, who had been anxi-
ously watching all that occurred, lifted the
poor girl in his arms and carried her out of
the stifling atmosphere of the saloon, fol-
lowed by a young medical student to whom
he had been talking,
Finding their etforts to restore her to
consciousness unavailing, Corwyn said hur-
riedly to his companion:
“Bring her down to my carriage—it is
waiting. My sister will do what we can-
not.”’ Then, once outside, he called to the
coachman, “To the Hotel Dieu, and drive
quickly.”
* * * »

» » -

Again a girl was leaning from an open
casement. She wore a gown of soft gray
material that fell in clingihg folds round
her slight form, and her hair cut quite
short, covered her small head in silken
cuarls. The scene upon which she was gaz-
ing was peaceful enough. It was the rose
garden of the fine old manor-house in a bend
of the Hudson and a child was playing
among the flowers.

Two years have passed since Margaret
Leshe was brought there, and Capt. Cor-
wyn’s widowed sister was her friend. At
first the Captain came often, but suddenly
he had departed. On this day he was re-
turning to his sister’s hqme after two years.
Margaret bad not guessed that he had gone
because he had loved her to well.

Now her heart was beating wildly as she
tried vainly to assume a calmness she could
not feel, a sofi rose-tint deepened on her
cheeks and the love-light stole into her ten-
der eyes.

Just then some one entered the rose-gar-
den, and the child, his little hands full of
flowers; lookKed wonderingly, and then ran
beldly up to the intruder.

‘‘Are you my own papa come back from
the frontier "’ he asked ; and the words
reached Margaret, and she could not seeto
whom they were addressed.

The answer, however, filled her soul with
dismay, for the intruder catching the child
in his arms, was evidently approaching,and
a man’s voice said mendaciously :

“Yes, my darling, I am your own papa,
come back from the frontier !"’ And then,
with a few whispered words, they passed
along the lawn where Margaret was.

She had dropped on her knees and did
not see them.

The child’s footsteps drifted away from
the door, but a strong hand grasped the
handle. A frank, imperious voice uttered
her name.

‘‘Margaret, I have pledged myaelf! I
could not help it, the temptation was so
great. Will you save me ?’

‘“‘How can I save you ?'’ faltered Marga-
ret, trembling.

‘“By helping me redeem my pledge, I
cannot face Harry without my wife,”
“Your wife !’”” cried Margaret. ‘‘How
long have found you needed one ?’

“‘Since the day I carried you out of Monte
Carlo,” he said. ‘‘My darling, I have loved
you ever since.”’

And little Harry found that a tender
father had indeed come to him from the
frontier.

The 01d Fogy.

I am very much of an old fogy. Iloug for
young men and maidens of the Puritan
stamp. Bat, as one of my pert young neph-
ews says,] guess I can ‘‘take it out in long
ing.”” Often, when I am expatiating on
boys and girls of the by-gone days, this
same nephew brings me up short with a
“Whacher givin’ us?”’ that makes my
blood run cold.
I fancy I hear Miles Standish talking that
way to his uncle. I faucy I see Miles and
Priscilla seated on a Boston horse-car con-
ducting themselves in the following man-
ner :
They sat opposite me on the car. He was
a dapper youth, faultless as to linen and
the fit of his clothes. She was a sweet-
faced, innocent looking girl, with a black
and yellow toboggan cap on a wildly banged
head of hair. He began by saying :
‘I made a new mash at the toboggan last
night.”’
““Yes, you did—ina horn,”” was the staid
and demure reply.
“Bet your life I did,” he says.
‘“Bet you did’nt,”
“Wel), I did that, and, I tell you she’s a
daisy, too.”
“Oh, give us a rest.”’
““Well, its a fact all the same.
that lah-de-dah you were with ?”’
“Lah-de-dah, indeed! He was my very
best young man, and I tell yoa he’s a dan-
dy chap.”
““Yaas, he is.”
“‘He is that, and dou’t you forget it. My
heart’s smashed all to flinders.”’
“Yes, you look that way. Next thicg
we know you’ll be wed, won’t you?”
“Not that anybody knows. The man
don’t walk the earth that I'd tie to.”
“On, git out! I’ve heard that kind of talk
before.”’
“Git out yourself, smarty! Oh, say—you
know that dude of a Harry St. Clair, don’t
ou?”’

““Well, I should smile.”

“Well, Tilly Barton is said to be dead
gone on him.”
“No?”
“YQ‘."
‘“Pshaw!"’
“Did. you ever?"’
“No, never.””
“He’s no good.
*He’s a dandy, he is.”
“Yaas, he is.”’ said this Mlles Standish
of 1886, with elaborate courtesy.
¢Oh, you—"’ exclamed Priscilla.
But I got np aud left the car, longinﬁ
more than ever for a return of the gran
old days when maidens were modest and
men manly, .

Who was

WHAT A YEAR WiLL Briné FORTH.—
Wife, one day after No, dear,
don’t give me any money; might lose it.
Same wife, one year marriage—I
took $30 from your pocket last night,1John.
Sweep and dust once a week the rooms

which do not daily this attention.




