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ATTOKNEY-AT-LAW,
No. 23 S, Augusta St.

3pecial attentin 1 given to collactions.

|
CAR’I‘ER BRAXTON, ‘
|
|

(‘ S N BARNES
. ATTORNEY-A ™i:A !
Na. 4 West Tain ¢ et |
i

t STAUNION. YA
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No. 2, it riou !

aug -t
l’{l‘(; I G : i
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW.
STAUNTON, VA.
I Prompt attention to collectious.
A LEX.
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,
STAUNTON, VA.

Oifice No. 4 Lawyers’ Row, in rear of Court-
Louse.

EICHELBERGER

F. ROBERTSON,

DR. D. A. BUCHER
DENTIST.

Office in Crowle Building, Room 25, 3rd floor

Office hours from 9 A, M. to 6 P. M.
may 27

HENRY W. HOLT.
TURK & HOLT,

ATTORNEYS-AT-LAW,
No. 8 Lawyers’ Row, Staunton, Va.
ALEXANDER,

A,
J . ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,

No. 6, Court House Alley Staunton, Va.
nar 12-tt

R. S. TURK.

J M. QUARLES,
B ATTORNEP-AT-LAW,
STAUNTON, VA.
feb 17, "86-tt

JOS. A. GLASGOW,
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW.
Room 5, No. 23 8. Augusta Street, Skinner
Building. STAUNTON, VA.
aug 10-tf

HOMAS C. KINNEY,
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW

South Augusta Street, Staunton, Va.
Room No. 3, Up Stairs.

£ Collections will receive prompt atten-
tion. sep 25-tf

WINFIELD LIGGETT, H. V. STSAYER, C. M. KEEZEL

Harrisonburg. Harrisonburg. Staunton

IGGETT, STRAYER & KEEZEL,
ATTORNEYS-AT-LAW,
STAUNTON, VA.

Prompt and efficient attention given to all
business given to their care. Strayer & Lig-
gett will continue the practice of law at Har-
risonburg, as heretofore.

¥ Office in County building, over Treasur-

' The Old Fri

er’s Office. t
|

R. H. M. PATTERSON,
STAT'NTON, VA. |

Offers his professional services to the citi-

REGULATOR

end
And the best friend, that never
fails you, 1s Simmons Liver Regu-
lator, (the Red Z)—that's what
you hear at the mention of this
excellent Liver medicine, and
people should not be persuaded
that anything else will do.

It is the King of Liver Medi-
cines; is better than pills, and
takes the place of Quinine and
Calomel. It acts directly on the
Liver, Kidneys and Bowels and
gives new life to the whole sys
tem, This is the medicine you
want. Sold by all Druggists in
Liquid, or in Powder to be taken .

dry or made into a tea.
AEVERY PACKAGE-®L

Has the Z Stamp in red on wrapper,
J. H. ZEILIN & CO., Phileadelphis,
June 28-1v.

Hours for Arrival and Closing of Mails at Staun-
ton Postofice.

ARRIVE.

BY C. AND O. RAILROAD.

5 a. m. from north, south, east and west.
9.15a. m. from west.
2.30 p. lm from Clifton Forge and intermediate
points,
11.56 ai m. from Richmond and intermediate
oin

6.

4511)3 from north, east and south.
BY B. AND O.
04 a. m. from Lexington and intermediate
40
45

points.
p. m. from the north.
p. m. from the north, Harper’s Ferry and
intermediate points.
STAR ROUTES.

7 a. m. from Plunkettsville, daily except Sun-
ay.

10 aanz from Mt. Meridian, daily except Sun-
ay. )

5 p. m. from Middlebrook, daily except Sun-

7.
1.
6.

ay.
I\ 5.30 p. . from Monterey, daily except Sunday.

CLOSE.
FOR B. AND O.

zens of Staunton. Offce No. 121, Fast Mtain ' 5355 m, for Lexington, Harper's Ferry and

Street.

H. CROSIER,
. ATTORNEY-AT-LAW.
Office in County building above the Sheriff’s
office. |
STAUNTON, VA.
Prompt attention given to all legal business
9n1trustledrt0 him, in State or Federal Courts.
une I-t

R E. R. NELSON,
.

ATTORNEY-AT-LAW AND COMMISSIONER IN
CHANCERY.
OFFICF Vo, 10 LAWY ERS' 20V,
Jai 4-tf STAUNTON, ¢ A.

GEOI(GE M. HARRISON,
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW
STAUNTON, VA.

essional services to the public
generally. Wi actice in all the courts keld
in the city of Staunton and Augusta county;
attend regularly the Cireurt Courts of Roek-
bridge and Allezhany counties and ypractice in
“he Court of Appe:is at Staunton. dec

Ofrrers his pre

C. BRAXTON

ATTORNEY AND COUNSELLOR. |

OFFICE.—CrowLE BuiLpiNGg opPOSITE Y. M. |
C. A. !

Special attention given to corporation and |
real-estate law.

Having closed up all outside business, which
for a year or two interrnpted my regular law-
practice, [ am now enabled to, and shall, from
ithis time, give my undivided time and exclu-
sive attention to the law; and to such persons
as my entrust me witlu their litigation, I prom- |
ise my best efforts and such ability as I may |
possess. jan 18-t

PARKER’S
HAIR BALSAM
Cleanses and_beautifies the halr.

Promotes_ s luxuriant growth.

Never Fails to Restore Gray
8 Hair to its Youthful Color.
Cures scalp diseases & hair falling.

1,

50c,and $1.00 at Dru

Y6y CONSUM

Use Parker’s Ginger Tonic, It cures the worst Coug
Weak ﬁm:: })ebili!;. Indigestion, Pain, Take in time. 50 cts.
ERC The only sure cure for Corns.
uo!u".? puiE lbc.o I? ].)Nrusgg'ml, or HI%COX & CO., N. Y.
april 4 4ts

HENCH & DROMGOLD’S

< e 1Y S

A wonderful improvement in Friction Feeds and
Gig-Back. Back motion of Carriage three times
as fast as any other in the market. Friction
Clutch Feed, causing all the feed gearing to stand
still while backing; great saving in power and
wear. Write for circulars and prices; furnished
free upon application, Also Spring Tooth Har-
rows, Hay Rakes, Cuitivators, Corn Plant-
ers, Shellers, etc. Mention this paper.

HENCH & DROMGOLD, Manfrs., YORK, PA,

jan 24-3mos

ARE

points north.

11.25a. m. for Harrisonburg, Woodstock and
poiuts north.

1.10 p. m. for Lexington.

4,00 p. m. for Fort Deflance.

16.00 p. m. for Lexington and intermediate

points.
FOR C. AND O.
8.45 a. m. and 2 p. m. for north, east, south.
9.00 p. m. for east, nortii, south and west.
11.25 a. m. for Clifton Forge and intermediate
points.
6.00 p. m. for the west.
STAR ROUTES—DAILY EXCEPT SUNDAY.
5.30 a. m. for Monterey.
6.00 a. m. for Middlebrook
1.00 p. m. for Mt. Meridian.
6.15 p. m. for Piunkettsville.
12,30 p. m. for Mt. Solon, Tuesday. Thursday
and Saturday.
SIAUNTON OFFICE
Opens 7a.m., closes 7 p. m. Money order
and registry business opens at 8 a. m., closes 6
D. m W. T. McCUE, P. M.

REMOVAL OF THE LADIES AND GENTLEMENS
RESTAURANT! :

e

The undersigned have removed their Ladies

| and Gentlemen’s Restaurant to the Hurley

;uilding on the corner of Main and Lewis

| Streets, where they hope their old patrons will

call upon them as heretofore as they will be
better prepared to accornmodate them. They
will take regular boarders, to a number of

! whom they can furnish lodging or rent rooms

as weil as board at cheap rates. Remember
the place—Hurley Building, second story,

| corner Main and Lewis Streets.

MARGARET & LUCY CAUTHORN.
feb 3rd

Virginia Hotel

STAUNTON, VA.
J. C. SCHEFFER. Proprietor

Refurnished and Refitted Thronghout,

The Restaurant

In connection with the hotel is always supplied
with the best, the very best, the market affords

Steamed Oyster and Chafing:

Dish Stews a Specialty

A First=-Class Meal for25 Cts.

'Finest Cafe in the City.

april 5, '93
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ASTORIA

LR RN

Castoria is Dr. Samuel Pitcher’s prescription for Infants
and Children. It contains neither Opium, Morphine nor

other Narcotic substance.

It is a harmless substitute

for Paregoric, Drops, Soothing Syrups, and Castor Oil.

It is Pleasant.
Millions of Mothers.
—the Mother’s Friend.

Castoria.

“Castoriaisso well adapted tochildren that
I recommend it as superior to any prescription
known tome.”  H. A. ARCHER, M. D,,

111 So. Oxford St., Brooklyn, N. Y.

* The use of ‘Castoria’ is so universal and
its merits so well known that it seems a work
of supererogation to cndorse it. Few are the
intelligent families who do not keep Castoria
within easy reach.”

Carvos MARTYN, D, D.,
New York City.

Its guarantee is thirty years’ use by
Castoria is the Children’s Panacea

Castoria.

Castoria cures Colic, Constipation,

Sour Stomach, Diarrhcea, Eructation,

Kills Worms, gives sleep, and promotes di-
gestion,

‘Without injurious medication.

“For several years I have recommended
your ‘Castoria,’ and shall always continue to
do s0 as it has invariably produced beneficial
results.”

Epwin F. PArDEE, M. D.,

125th Street and 7th Ave., New York City.

TEx CENXTAUR CoMPANY, 77 MurrAY STREET, NEW YORK Crry
s ST e e e ]

SORGS UNSUNG.

Let no poet, great er small,
Say that he will sing a songg
For song cometh, if at all,
Not because we woo it long,
But because it suits ite will,
Tired at last of being still.

Every song that has been sung
‘Was, before it took a voice,

Waiting since the world was young
For the poet of its cholce.

Oh, if any waiting be,

May they come today to mel

I am ready to repeat
Whatsoever they impart;
Sorrows sent by them are sweet—
They know how to heal the hearts
Aye, and in the lightest strain
Something serious deth remain.,

What are my white hairs, forsooth,
And the wrinkles on my brow?
I have still the soul of youth—
Try me, merry Muses, now;
I can still with numbers fleet
Fill the world with dancing feet.
No, I am no longer young;
0ld am I this many a year;
But my songs will yet be sung,
Though I shall not live to hear.
Oh, my son that is to be,
Sing my songs and think of me!
—Richard Henry Stoddard.

FRED’S AUNT.
Frederick Flushington belonged to a

small college, and in doing so conferred
upon it one of the few distinctions it

" could boast—namely, that of possessing

the very bashfulest man in the whole
university. But hiscollege did not treat
him with any excess of adulation on
that account, probably from a prudent
fear of rubbing the bloom off his mod-
esty. They allowed him to blush un-
seen, which was the condition in which
he preferred to blush.

He felt himself oppressed by a pau-
city of ideas and a difficulty in knowing
which way to look in the presence of
his fellow men, which made him never
50 happy as when he had fastened his
outer door and secured himself from all
possibility of intrusion, though it was
almost an unnecessary precaution, for
nobody ever thought of coming to see
Flushington.

In appearance he was a man of mid-
dle height, with a long scraggy neck
and a large head, which gave him the
air of being much shorter than he rcally
was. He had little weak eyes, a nose
and mouth of no particular shape and
very smooth hair of no definite color.
He had a timid, deprecating air, which
seemed due to the consciousness that he
was an uninteresting anomaly, and he
certainly was as impervious to the ordi-
nary influence of his surroundings as
any undergraduate well could be. He
lived a colorless, aimless life in his lit-
tle rooms under the roof, rcading every
morning from 9 till 2 with a supersti-
tiously mechanical regularity, though
very often his books completely failed to
convey any ideas whatever to his brain,
which was not a particularly powerful
organ.

If the afternoon was fine, he generally
sought out his one friend, who was a
few degrees less shy than himself, and
they took a monosyllabic walk together,
or if it was wet he rcad the papers at
the Union, and in the evenings after
hall he studied ‘‘general literature’’—a
graceful term for novels—or laboriously
spelled out a sonata upon his piano, a
habit whick did not increase his popu-
larity.

Fortunately for Flushington, he had
no gyp, or his life might have been made
a positive burden to him, and with his
bedmaker he was rather a favorite as
‘‘a gentleman what gave no trouble,”’
meaning that when he observed his
sherry unaccountably sinking, like the
water in a lock when the sluices are up,
Flushington was too delicate to refer to
the phenomenon.

He was sitting one afternoon over his
modest lunch of bread and butter, pot-
ted meat and lemonade, when all at
once he heard a sound of unusual voices
and a strange flutter of dresses coming
up the winding stone staircase outside
and was instantly seized with a cold

There was no particular reason for
being alarmed, although there were cer-
tainly ladies mounting the steps—prob-
ably they were friends of the man oppo-
site, who was always having his people
up. But still Flushington had that odd
presentiment which nervous people have
sometimes that something unpleasant is
on its way to them, and he half rose
from his chair to shut his onter oak.

It was too late; the dresses were rus-
tling now in his very passage, there was
a pause, a few faint smothered laughs
and little feminine coughs, then two
raps at the door.

‘‘Come in,”’ cried Flushington faint-
ly. He wished he had been reading any-
thing but the work by M. Zola, which
was propped up in front of him. Itis
your mild man who frequently has a
taste for seeing the less reputable side
of life in this secondhand way, and
Flushington would toil manfully
through the*voluminous pages, hunting
up every third word in the dictionary,
with a sense of injury when, as was of-
ten the case, it was not to be found. Still
there was a sort of intellectual orgie
about it which had strong fascinations
for him, while he knew enough of the
language to be aware when the incidents
approached the improper, thongh he
was not always able to see quite clearly
in what this impropriety counsisted.

The door opened, and his heart secmed
to stop, and all the blood rushed vio-
lently to his head as a large lady came
sweeping in, her face rippling with a
broad smile of affection.

She horrified Flushington, who knew
nobody with the least claim to smile at
him so expansively as that. He drank
lemonade to concecal his confusion.

“You don’t know me, my dear Fred?”’
she said easily. ‘‘Of course not—how
should you? I’'m—for goodness sake, my
dear boy, don’t lock so terribly fright-
ened! I'm your aunt—your Aunt Ame-
lia, come over from Australia!”’

The shock was a severe one to Flush-
ington, who had not even known he pos-
sessed such a relative. He could only
say, ‘‘Oh,”’ which he felt even then was
scarcely a warm greetitig to give an
aunt from the antipodes.

““Oh, but,” she added cheerily,
“‘that’s not all. I've another surprise
for you. Thedear girls would insist on
coming up, too, to sce their grand col-
lege cousin. They're just outside. I'll
call them in; shall I?"’

In another second Flushington’s
small room was overrun by a horde of
female relatives, while he looked on
gasping.

They were pretty girls, too, many of
them, but that was all the more dread-
ful to him. Hedid not mind the plainer
ones half sa much. A combination of
beanty and intellect reduced him to a
condition of absolute imbecility.

He was once caught and introduced
to a charming young lady from Newn-
ham, and all he could do was to back
feebly into a corner and murmur

‘*‘Thank yvou’’ repeatedly.

| expire with

He was very liftle better than that
then as his aunt singled out one girl aft-
er another. ‘‘We won’t have any formal
nonsense between cousins,’’ she said.
““You know them all by name already,
I daro say—this is Milly, that’s Jane,
here’s Flora and Kitty end Margaret,
and that’s my little Thomasina over
there by the bookcase.”’

Poor Flushington ducked blindly in
the direction of each and then to them
all collectively. He had not presence of
mind to offer them chairs or cake or
anything, and besides there was not
nearly enough of anything for all of
them.

Meanwhilo his aunt hal spread her-

self comfertal !y outin his armchair and
was untyiv; her bonnet strings and
beaming .t Lii1 until he was ready to

»‘usion.  *‘I do think,”’
ast, ‘‘that wlen an old
from Australia takes
.eand see you like this
ner just one kiss!”’
‘od not refuse. He tot-

she obscrved
aunt all the
the trouble !
you might si

Flushing!
tered up anr
the face, at: vich he did not know
which way (o lock, he was so terribly
afraid that heiuight have to go through
the same cercrony with. the cousins,
which he simply could not have sur-
vived.

Happily for him, they did not appear_
to expect it, and he balanced a chair on
its hind legs, and resting one knee upon
it waited patiently for them to begin a
conversation. He could not have uttered
a single word.

The aunt came to his rescue. ‘‘You
don’t ask after your Uncle Samuel, who
used to send you the beetles?’’ she said
reprovingly.

“No,”’ said Flushington, who had
forgotten Uncle Samuel and his beetles
too. ‘‘No, how is Uncle Samuel? Quite
well, I hope.’’

“‘Only tolerably so, thank you, Fred.
You see, he never got over his great
loss.”’

““No,”’ said Flushington desperately,
““of course not. It was a—a large sum
of money to lose all at once.”’

‘T was not rring to money,’’ said
she, with a slight touch of stoniness in
her manner. ‘I was alluding to the
death of your Cousin John.”’

Flushington had felt himsélf getting
on rather well just before that, but this
awkward mistake—for he could not rec-
ollect having heard of Cousin John be-
fore—threw him off his balance again.
He collapsed into silence once more, in-
wardly resolving to be lured into no
more questions concerning relatives.

His ignorance scemed to have aroused
pathetic sentiments in his aunt. ‘I
ought to have known,”’ she said, shak-
ing her head, ‘‘they’d soon forget us in
the old country. Here’s my own sister’s
son, and he doesn’t remember his cous-
in’s death! Well, well, now we’re here
we must see if we can’t know one au-
other a little better. Fred, you must
take the girls and me everywhere and
show us everything, like a good nephew,
you know.”’

Flushington had a horrible mental
vision of himseclf careering about all
Cambridge, followed by a long proces-
sion of female relatives—a fearful pos-
sibility to so shy a man. ‘‘Shall you be
here long?’ he cgked.

“‘Only a week or so. We're at the
Bull—very near you, you see, and I'm
afraid you think us very bold beggars,
Fred, but we’re going to ask you to give
us something to eat. I’ve set my heart,
s0 have the girls—haven’t you, dears?—
on lunching once with a college student
in his own room.”’

““There’s nothing so extraordinary in
it, I assure you,’’ protested Flushing-
ton, ‘‘and—and I’'m afraid there’s very
little for you tc eat. The kitchen and
buttery are clcsed’’—he said this at a
venture, as he felt absolutely unequal to
facing the colicge cook and ordering
lunch from that tremendous personage
—he would rath¢r order it from his tu-
tor even—*‘but if youdon’t mind potted
ham there’s a litt!c at the bottom of this
tin, and there’s some bread and an inch
of butter and marmalade and a few
biscuits. And there was some sherry this
morning. ”’

The girls all professed themselves
very hungry and contented with any-
thing, so they sat round the table, and
poor Flushington served out meager ra-
tionsof all the provisions he could find,
even to his figs and French plums, but
there was not nearly enough to go round,
and they lunched with evident disillu-
sionment, thinking that the college lux-
ury of which they had heard so much
had been greatly cxaggerated.

During luncheon the aunt began to
study Flushington’s features attentive-
ly. ‘““There’s & strong look of poor dear
Simon about him when he smiles,’’ she
said, looking at him through her gold
double glasses. ‘‘There! Did you catch
it, girls? Just his mother’s profile—
turn your face a leetle more toward the
window, so as to get the light on your
nose. Don’t yousce the likeness to your
aunt’s portrait, girls?”’

And Flushington had to sit still with
all the girls’ ci.arming eyes fixed crit-
ically wpon his crimscn countenance.
He longed to be able to slide down under
the table and cvude them, but of coux
he was obliged to remain above. "

“‘He’s got dear Carcline’s nose!”’ the
aunt went on triumphantly, and the
cousius agreed that he certaéinly had
Caroline’s mnose, which made Flushing-
ton feel vaguely that he ought at least
to offer to return it.

Presently one of the girls ywwhispered
to her mother, who laughed indulgent-
ly. “What do ycu think this silly child
wants me to ask yon now, Fred?'’ she
said. ‘‘She says shewould =o like to see
what you look like with your college
cap and gown on! Will you put them
on, just to pleasc Lier?”’

So Flushington had to put them on
and walk slowly up and down the room
in them, feeling all the timc what a
dismal spectacle he was making of him-
self, while the girls were plainly disap-
pointed and remarked that somehow
they had thought the academical cos-
tume more becoming.

Then began a hotly maintained cate-
chism upon his studies, his amusements,
his friends and his mode of life general-
ly, which he met with uneasy shiftings
and short timid answers that they did
not appear to think altogether satisfac-
tory.

Indeed the aunt, who by this time
felt the potted ham beginning to disagree
with her, asked him, with something of
severity in her tone, whether he went to
church regulalry, and he said that he
didn’t go to church, but was always
regular at chapel. ;

On this she observed coldly that she
was sorry to hear her nephew was a dis-
senter, and Flushington was much too
shy to attempt to explain the misunder-
standing. He sat quiet and felt miser-
able, while there was another uncom-
fortable pause.

The cousins were whispering together
and laughing over little private jokes,
and he, after the manner of sensitive
men, of course imagined they were

1 her somewhere about -

ington.

laughing at him—ana perhaps he was
not very far wrong on this oceasion. So
he was growing hotter and hotter every
second, inwardly cursing his whole race
and wishing that his father had been a
foundling when there came another tap
at the door.

“Why, that must be poor old So- |

phy!”’ said hisannt. ‘‘Fred, youremem-
ber old Sophy—no, you can’t, you were
only a baby when she came to live with

us—but she’ll remember you. She beg-

ged so hard to be taken, and so we told

her she might come on here slowly after

us.”’

And then an old person in a black '

bonnet came feebly in and was consider-
ably affected when she saw Flushington.
“‘To think, ”” she quavered, ‘‘to think as
my dim old eyes should see the child
I’ve nursed on 11y lap growced out into
a college gentleman!” And she hugged
Flushington and wept on his shoulder
till he was almost cataleptic with con-
fusion.

But as she grew calmer she became
more critical. She confessed to a cer-
tain feeling of disappointment with
Flushington. He had not filled out, she
said, ‘‘so fine as he’d promised to fill
out.”” And when she asked if he recol-
lected how he wouldn’t be washed un-
less they put his little wooden horse on
the washstand, and what a business it
was to make him swallow his castor oil
it made Flushington fecel like a fool.

This was quite bad enough, but at
last the girls began to go round his
rooms, exclaiming at everything, admir-
ing his pipe and umbrella racks, his
buffalo horns and his quaint wooden
kettle holder until they happened to
come upon his French novel, and being
unsophisticated colonial girls with a
healthy ignorance of such literature
they wanted Flushington to tell them
what it was all about.

His presence of mind had gone long
before, and this demand threw him into
a violent perspiration. He could not in-
vent, and he was plainly racking his
brains to find some portion of the tale
which would bear repetition when there
was another knock at the dcor.

At this Flushington was perfectly
dumb with horror. He prepared himself
blankly for another aunt with a fresh
relay of female cousins or more old fam-
ily servants who had washed him in his
infancy, and he sat there cowering.

But when the door opened a tall, fair
haired, good looking young fellow, who
from his costume had evidently just
come up from the tennis court, came
bursting in impulsively.

‘‘Oh, I say,” he began, ‘‘have you
heard—have you séen? Oh, beg pardon,
didn’t see, you know!”’ he added as he
noticed the extraordinary fact that
Flushington had people up.

‘‘Oh, let me introduce you,’’ said
Flushington, with a vague idea that
this was the proper thing to do. ‘‘Mr.
Lushington, Mrs.—no, I don’t know her
name—my aunt—my cousins.”’

The young man, who had just been
about to retire, bowed and stared with
a sudden surprise. ‘“Do you know,’’ he
said slowly to the other, ‘‘I rather think
that’s my aunt!”’

“I—I'm afraid not,”” whispered
Flushington. ‘‘She seems quite sure
she’s mine. "’

‘““Well, I’ve got an aunt and cousins
I’ve never seen before coming up to-
day,”’ said the newcomer, ‘‘and yours is
uncommonly like the portrait of mine.”’

““If they belong to you, do take them
away!”’ said Flushington feebly. *‘I
don’t think I can keep up much longer.”’

‘“What are you whispering about,
Fred?’ cried theaunt. ‘‘Is it something
we are not to know?”’

‘““He says he thinks there’s been a
mistake, and you’re not my aunt,’’ ex-
plained Flushington.

““Oh, does he?’’ she said, drawing her-
self up indignantly. ‘‘And what does he
know about it—I didn’t catch his name
—who is he?”’

‘‘Fred Lushington,’’ he said; ‘‘that’s
my name.”’

“‘And who are you if he’s Fred Lush-
ington?’’ she inquired, turning upon the
unfortunate owner of the rooms.

“I'm Frederick Flushington,’”” he
stammered. ‘‘I’msorry, butI can’t help
it!”’

““Then you’re not my nephew at all,
gir!’”’ cried the aunt.

““Thank you very much,’’ said Flush-
ington gratefully.

““You see,’’ her real nephew was ex-
plaining to her, ‘‘there isn’t much light
pn the staircase, and you must have
thought his name over the door was ‘F.
Lushington,’ so in you went, youknow!
The porter told me youn’d been asking
for me, so I looked in here to see wheth-
er anything had been heard of you, and
here you are.”’

“But why didn’t he tell me?’’ she
gaid, for she was naturally annoyed to
find that she had been pouring out her
pent up affection over a perfect stran-
ger, and-she even had a dim idea that she
had put herself in a rather ridiculous
position, which of course made her feel
very angry with Flushington. ‘“Why
couldn’t he explain before matters had
gone so far?”’

““How was I to know?”’ pleacded Flush-
“I dare say I have aunts in
Australia, and you said you were one of
them. I thought very likely you knew
best.”’

“‘But you asked after Uncle Samuel?”’
she said aceusingly. ‘“You must have
had some object—I cannot say what—
in encouraging my mistake. Oh, I'm
sure of it!”’

““You told me to ask after him, and 1
did,’’ said the unhappy Flushington. ‘I
thought it was all right. What else was
I to do?”’

The cousins were whispering and
laughing together all this time and re-
garding their new cousin with shy ad-
miration, very different from the man-
ner in which they had looked at poor
Flushington, and the old nurse, too,
was overjoyed at the exchange and de-
clared that she felt sure from the first
that her master Frederick had not turned
out so undersized - as him, meaning
Flushington.

““Yes, yes,’’ said Lushington hastily,
‘‘quite a mistake on both sides. Quite
sure Flushington isn’t the man to go
and intercept any fellow’s aunt.”’

“I wouldn’t have done it for worlds
if I had known!’’ he protested very sin-
cerely.

‘“Well,”’ she said a little mollified,
“I’m very sorry we've all disturbed you
like this, Mr.—Mr. Flushington’’—the
unlucky man said something about not
minding it now—‘‘and now, Fred, my
boy, perhaps you will show us the way
to the right rooms?”’

“‘Come along then!’’ said he. “I’ll
ran down and tell them to send up
some lunch’’—they did not explain that
they had lunched already. ‘‘You come
too, Flushington, and then after lunch
you and I will row the ladies up to By-
ron’s pOOL ”

“Yes, do come, Mr. Flushington,”
the ladies said kindly, ‘‘just to show
you forgive us!”’

But Flushington wriggled out of it.
To begin with, he did nof consider he

e

knew his noighbor sutticiently well, as
they had only had a nodding acquain-
tance befcze, and besides he had haa
enough of female society for one day.

Indecd long after that he would be
careful in fastening his door about lunch-
eon time, and if he.saw any person in
Cambridge who looked as if she might
by any possibility turn out to be a rela-
tion he would flee down a back street.
—F. Anstey in Belgravia.

CLASSICAL REVOLUTIONISTS.

The Love of Eilcgant Precedent In the
Trench Revolutionary Leaders.

M:. John G. Aiger says in his
“Glimpses of the French Revolution”
that a very noticeablc feature of the rev-
olutionary leaders was their admiration
for the claszical writers and their imita-
tion of the Roman pecple. The speeches
and writings of the times were full of
allusions to and similes drawn from the
poets and philosophers of antiquity.
Says Mr. Alger on this point:

Some of the revolutionists not merely
quoted the Romans, but imitated them.
Claviere killed himself on the eve of
his trial, Valaze stabbed himself in the
dock, Condorcet, Buzot, Barbaroux and
Roland also committed suicide. Verg-
niand had intended to do likewise, but
at the last moment changed his purpose.
Chabot attempted suicide. Mme. Ro-
land, who at 12 years of age regretted
not being a Spartan or a Roman, had to
be dissuaded from poisoning herself be-
fore trial, one reason, it is but fair to
add, being that her property would thus
have been saved for her daughter from
confiscation. Charlotte Corday in stab-
bing Marat was manifestly acting under
classical recollections. She took her fa-
vorite Plutarch with her on her journey
to Paris, and she hoped to stab Marat in
the convention and be torn to pieces,
but possibly to be applauded, by his fel-
low deputies. She counted on meeting
Brutus and other ancients in the Ely-
sian fields.

“‘One regrets the theatrical tone which
some may attribute to her collateral de-
scent from Corneille. When arrested,
she applied to the committee of public
safety for leave to have her portrait
taken as a bequest to her native depart-
ment. At her trial, noticing thatan art-
ist, Hauer, was sketching her, she turn-
ed her head toward him that he might
have a better vicw, and she obtained
permission to give him a two hours’ sit-
ting in her cell while waiting for the
tumbril. She saggested corrections in
his sketch and begged him tosend arcp-
lica to her father. She presented him
also with a lock of her hair. The revo-
lutionists, indeed, were too self con-
scicus. ”’

Ancther way in which the ‘‘Friends
of Liberty’’ showed their admiration for
the writers of antiquity was by chang-
ing their names for thosco ir favor-
ite Roman heroes or heroines. This
copying of the names and even the cus-
tomns of ancient Grecce and Roine must
have often led to some very strange in-
congruities.

‘‘Even the rooms in the Paris prisons
were inscribed Cincinnatus, Bratus,
Socrates, ete., sometimes also Marat,
which was peculiarly appropriate, until
in June, 1794, Payan urged on the mu-
nicipality that the shades of these great
men would be indignant at seeing the
cells of ccnspirators called by taeir
names. Thereupon the inscriptions were
effaced. Civic dinners in imitation of
Sparta also became common in Paris a
few weeks before Robespierre’s fall.
People had tables spread outside their
houses in the street and had their serv-
ants sit down to partake with them. A
man would be heard haughtily ordering
his servant on the staircase and coming
out to dinner would have that servant
sit beside him and would drink his
health. A fashionable lady woyld say:
‘Look how I love equality! I dine pub-
licly with my servaats.” This innova-
tion, denounced by some as an intrigue
of the Hebertists, by others as an avis-
tocratic device for Iulling patrictic sus-
picions, was, however, very short lived.”’
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A Mild Rebuake.

In a small New England village there
lives a man named Jenkins Sanderson,
whose enormous, ungainly figure and for-
bidding expression of countenance seem
to belie his real gentleness and good na-
ture and make him an object of distrust
and sometimes even of horror to stran-
gers. His wife is a thin, prim old lady,
the embodiment of neatness and exceed-
ingly quiet in her manners. She has a
serene, placid face, which is not often
agitated by smiles and still more rarely
ruffled by frowns.

She was taking tea one summer after-
noon with a neighbor who had a new
‘“‘summer boarder,’’ a lady of hysterical
tendencies, who boasted of the ‘‘extreme
sensitiveness of her nervous organiza-
tion.’’ Several other worthy dames, res-
idents of the village, were participants
in this mild festivity.

As the guests were seated around the
table, the summer boarder chanced to
look out of the window and saw Jen-
kins Sanderson approaching the house
with a message for his wife. It was the
summer boarder’s first sight of him.

“‘Oh, mercy on us!”’ she exclaimed in
shrill dismay, dropping her teacup, with
aclatter. ‘‘Justsee! Who's that awful
looking man coming up the path? He
has frightened me almost out of my
wits!”’

The embarrassment of the other
guests was painful for a moment, but
no longer. Mrs. Sanderson gazed calmly
out of the window and then turned her
mild glance upon the hysterical board-
er. ‘“Why, ma’am,”’ she said tranquil-
ly, ‘‘that is my good husband. Heis an
awful looking man, but God made
him!”’—Youth’s Companion.

The Way to Tell an Orange.

Big oranges are no good. They are al
skin and fiber. If you want ‘‘a yellow
cup of wine,”” buy small fruit—that is,
fruit that runs 176 or 200 to the box.
Weigh it in the hand and take the
heaviest. Sweet, sound oranges are full
of wine and sugar and very heavy. A
thin, smooth skin isa good sign. Wide,
deep pored skins are unmistakable signs
of a coarse, spongy article. Bright yel-
low oranges usually cost more than rus-
set, because they are prettier. When the
commission merchant buys in a hurry,
he saves time by taking an orange be-
tween his hands and squeezing it to
death. If it runsa cup of wine, he takes
as much of the cargo as he needs. If it
runs dry, he cuts the price or refuses to
trade. There is no surer way to tell the
real value of an orange, mandarin or
grape fruit.—Exchange.

Where Age Is Sensitive.

A young girl sprang forward impul-
sively one evening to “help an elderly
caller get into his overcoat. He rejected
her assistance rather curtly. After he
had gone away her mother shrewdly re.
marked, ‘‘If you want to taunt a man
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INTERESTING DESCRIPTION OF A CON-
NECTICUT BUSINESS AND PASTIME.

How the Art Whiech Werks Such Havoe
Among the Tomceds Was Disecovered.
Not to Jig Along ti:e Thames River Is to
Be Put Down as Eccentric.

“It’s a good thing that virtue is its
own reward,’’ said an: 2 from Comxect'-
icut. ‘‘Thatis about all ili¢ recompense
it ever gets, even in Con: ceticut. Now,
for instance, take the coniiding and
credulous tomcod. Like all fizh, the
tomcod has habits. Unlike many fishes,
none of the tomcod’s habits is bad. Yet
the most innocent and touching of them
leads the tomcod to his inevitable undo-
ing over in Connecticat, especially
along the Thames river. His very vir-
tues are his ruin. e might better be a
vicious, rollicking, thieving dogfish, the
tomcod might, ten times over than his
own highly reputable and innocent self.
He would live many times as long as he
does and have a heap more fun, because
then folks wouldn’t jig for him. A
good many scores of my compatriots
take advantage of his trustfulness and
jig him from his chilly but congenial
home by the bushel.

““Never jigged for tomcods? Then it
is plain that you are so unfortunate as |
never to have lived in Connecticut—any- .
way not in any of those parts of that in- |
comparable state where tomcods are jig-
ged. Not to jig for tomcods over there,
especially along the Thames river, is to
be eccentric.

‘“The fatal habit of the tomcod is to
be caressing. If you never noticed this
peculiarity of the tomcod, make a point
of doing it the very first chance you get.
A good place to detect him at it is from
the end of some pier that rises from wa-
ter he frequents. You will see him come
up in schools around the supporting
pieces. of the pier and rub himself
against them, passing all around them,
always in gentle contact with them,
turning first this side and then that side
to the pile, rubbing his nose against it
and fondling it in many ways, as a pet
cat might rub itself against your leg.
But piers are not the only objects of the
tomeod’s fondness. He caresses all sorts
of jetsam and even ventures to the sur-
face and pays his addresses to cold and
unconscious flotsam. He puts his trust in
anything that offers. His credulity is
boundless. His confidence is sublime.
And the jigger plays them for all they
are worth.

‘“People in Connecticut are very ob-
servant folk, especially along the
Thames river. One day long ago one of
my fellow citizens sat musingly upon
the bauk of that storied stream. He held
in his hand a small oak bough on which
leaves were clustered. Atlast he aim-
lessly dropped the bough into the river.
It fell near the shore, and the bunches
of leaves sank somewhat below the sur-
face. Presently tomcods came swim-
ming up to the leaves, obtruding them-
selves into the line of my fellow citi-
zen’s pensive vision. Scores of them sur-
rounded the oak leaves and swam in a
fondling way among them and about
them, manifesting much the same dumb
deljght that a cat does as it rolls and
wriggles on a bunch of catnip.

‘“‘After awhile this strange affinity
between the oak leaves and the tomcods
gradually gave my fellow citizen an
idea. Pensiveness gave way to the prac-
tical. He got up and went home and
then tied some sharp hooks to the end
of a longstick. Then he returned to the
river. The oak branch was still lying
close at hand in the water. He manip-
ulated its leaves beneath the water gen-
tly, and as the caressing and trustful
tomcods responded to their undulating
movements my fellow citizen yanked
them out with the hooks at the end of
his stick. So long as he kept the bunch
of oak leaves moving in the water the
tomcods swarmed about it, unmindfal
of the play of the destructive gaff among
them. Now and then my fellow citizen
would remove the bough from the wa-
ter. Then the tomcods would instantly
disappear. The oak back again in the
water, back would come the tomcods
and were aware of no other prescnce.
Soon the shore was strewn with the un-
suspecting fish, and the sport becoming
monotonous my fellow citizen filled his
basket and went home.

““Of course this interesting discovery
in piscatorial psychology, so to speak,
soon absorbed attention in those parts,
and experimenters lined the banks of
the Thames river daily. These expcri-
ments at last took on the accepted name
of jigging, and tomcod jigging became
a popular recreation in Connecticut and
isyet.

‘‘An expert with a bunch of oak leaves
and a jig can fill a wagon with tomcods
in a few hours if he wants to, and if
every tomcod that swims was in a school
around one bunch of leaves and the jig-
ger at that bunch could stay and jig
long enough he could make the race of
tomcod extinct, for every tomcod would
come right up to that bunch of leaves
and be everlastingly jigged. A great
many good Connecticut people protest
that they jig for tomecods not for plea-
sure or pecuniary profit, but because of
the great moral lesson they learn from
it. Whether that is so or not, the fact
remains that the toothsome tomeced is
the most confiding, c¢redulous and inno-
cent of fishes.”’—New York Sun.

Cracks In Bread Loaves.

The cracks in loaves are caused usual-
ly by too much flour being uscd in the
kneading, making the loaf too stiff.
When the batter is set at night, sufi-
cient flour is added to make it pour thick-
ly from a spoon. In the morning when
kneading only erough flour should be
added to keep the dgugh from sticking
to the hands and the board, and practice
in kneading makes this quantity much
less than at the first trial. Bread should
be turned in the oven while baking so
that all sides may be baked equally or
be exposed to equal heat, as this some-
times makes the cracks.—New York
World.

Boston Composure.

He (of Chicago)—My dear, 1 smell
something burning. 1 do believe the
house is on fire, Priscilla. For heaven’s
sake, lay aside your Boston serenity and
help me see what is wrong.

+She (formerly of Beacon Hill)—My
dear husband, lay aside your western
fidgetiness and be composed. [t is bad
form to be so demonstrative. 'C'lie odot
you detect is caused by the cook burn
ing some rags.

He (10 minutes later)—Priscilla, per-
mit me to ask, with true Boston com-
posure, was it arat or only a mouse
that disappeared under your skirts a mo-
ment ago ?

She (wildly)—! ?!? ! ! |—Pittsburg

Balletin.

JIGGING FOR TOMCOD
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CHURCH DIRECTORY.

First Presbyterian Church, on Frederick St
between New and Market streets, services
I1a.m. and 8 p. m. Pastor, Rev. A. M. Fraser

Second Presbyterian church corner Freder-
ick and Lewis streets. Services at i1 a. m
and 8. Pastor, Rev. Wm. Cumming.

Emmanuel Episcopal Church, worship at Y.
M. C. A. Hall. Services at 1l a. m., and 8 p, m.
Rector, Rev. R. C. Jett.

Trinity Episcopal chiurch, Main street, be
tween Lewis and Church streets. Services a
11 a. m.,and 8 p. m. Rector, Rev. W. Q. Hu
lihen

United Brethren church, Lewis street, be
tween Main and Johnson streets. Services at
l1a.m and 8 p. m. Pastor, Rev. J. D. Don-
ovan.

Methodist church, Lewis street, between
Main and Frederick streets. Services at 11
m. and 8 p. m. Pastor, Rev. J. H. Boyd, D. D

Christ Evangelical Lutheran church . Lew
is street, between Mam and Frederick streets
Services at 1ia. m. and 8 p. m. Pastor. Rev
H. F. Shealy.

Baptist chureh, corner yMain and Washing
‘ervices at 11 a. m. and 8 p. m
Pastor, Rev. W.J E. Cox.

St. Francis Roman «atholic¢, North Augusts
street, Ma Tand 10.30 a. m. Vespers and
benedictic Blessed Sacrament at
p. m. Pastor, Rev. Father McVerry.

Young 2 Ch ie
Main and Water streets,
Sunda .

‘iation, corner
Services at 4 p. m.

DIRECTORY OF LODGCES.
MASONIC LODGE.
Staunton Lodge No.13, A. F.and A. M., meets
every secoud and last Friday night in each

month, in Masonic Temple, Main street. Jas
M. Lickliter,W. M; B. A. Eskridge, Sec’y.

UNION ROYAL ARCH CHAPTER.
No. 2, meets third Friday in every month, in

Masonic Temple, on Main street. W. W. Me-
Guffin, High Priest; A. A. Esk ze, Sec'y.

ODD FELLOWS' LODGE.

TStaunton Lodge, No. 45, 1. 0. O. F. meets ev
ery Thursday night in Odd Fellows® Hall, ovel
Wayt's drug store, on Main street. John C.
Fretwell Noble Grand: C. A. Crafton, See’ .

KNIGHTS OF HONOF¥ 9DGE.
Staunton Lodgc, No. 756, Kr_zhts of Honor
meets every first « .1 third Tuesday in each
month, in Pythian Hall, Main street. W. L.
Olivier, Dictator; W. A. Burnett, Recorder.

MOUNTAIN CITY LODGE.

No. 116, I. O. G. T., meets every Friday night
in their lodge room over Wayt’s drug store .on
Main street. A.S. Woodhouse, Chief Templar
F. B. Kenredy, Sec'y.

DISTRICT LODGE.

No. 22, 1. O. G. T., meets every three months

G. C. Shipplett, D. C. T.; S. H. Bauserman
District Secretary.

ROYAL ARCANUM.
Augusta Council, No. 490, Royal Arcanum
meets every second and fourth Tuesday in the
month, at Pythian ifall, Main street. W. W,
Robertson, Regent; Jos. B. Woodward, Seec-
retary.
E0ONS OF TEMPERANCE
Charity Division, M. A., Sons of Temperance
meets every Monday night at Odd Fellows
all. W. A. Rapp, Worthy Patriarch; John
B. Coftelt, Sec'y.
UNIFORMED RANK, KN:GHTS OF
PYTHIAS.

E. B. Stuart Division, No. 10, meets second
aud fourth Mondays each month at Pythian

Hall. Sir Kpight Captain, F. B. Berkley; Si
Knight Recorder, S. H. Kosenbaum.
KNIGHTS OF P VYTHIAS.

Valley Lodge, No.18, K. of T’., meets eve

Monday night at Castle Hall, on West Main
street, over Dr. Wayt's drug store. C.T.Ham-
mond, Chancellor Commander ; Albes?b Stuultz
Keeper of Records and Seal.

KNIGHT TEMPLARS.
Staunton Commandery, No. 8, Knights Tem-
plar, mects first Friday night in every month
in Masonic Temple, on Main street. W. B.
McChesney, Eminent Commander; A. A. Esk-
ridge, Recorder.
ONEIDA TRIBE, NO. 88, I. 0. R. M.,
£

Meets in their wigwam, over Wayt's drug
store, every Wednesday at Tth run 30th breath
setting of the sun. S. E. Lushbaugh, sachem

James W. Blackburn, chief of records. All
visiting brothers welcome.

AMERICAN LEGION OF HONOR.

Valley Council No. 126 meets on the first anc
third Mondays in each month. Commander.
A. 8. Woodhouse; secretary, Dr. J. M. Hanger
collector, Isaac C. Morton, Jr.

CATHOLIC HIBERNTAN BENIFICAL

SOCIETY.}

Meets first Sunday in every month in their
hall on the church lot. M. T. Bergin, presi
dent; J. J. Kilgalen, first vice-president; J. J
Murphy, second vice-president; D.J. 0’Connell
recording secretary.

“STONEWALL” BRIGADE BAND.

Band meets every Monday and Thursday
orchestra, every Wednesday, at 8 p. m., in City
Hall. Professor Thomas Prosho, director
J. A. Armentrout, president, and C. Harry
Haines, secretary.

OENTRAL PROHIBITION CLUB.

#A o on Thursday night of each week, in it
L, room, 119 East Main street. Jas. W. Bod-

sy, Acting President; Preston A. Ross, Secre-

ary, .
CHAMBER OF COMMERCE,
Monthly meetings, Fourth Tuesday In each

month at7:30 o’clock. Room in City Hail build-
ng. Isaac Witz, president; J.C.Shields, secre-
L2 O




