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Hours for Arrival and Closing of Mails at Staun
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ARRIVE.

BY C. AND O. RAILROAD. |
5 a. m. from north, south, east and west. |
9.15a. m. from west. |
2.30 p. m. from Clifton Forge and intermediate

points,
1156 a. m. from Richmond and intermediate
points.
6.45 p. m. from north, east and south.
BY B. AND O. i
7.04 a. m. from Lexington and intermediate
points.
1.40 p. m. from the north. |
6.45 p. m. from the north, Harper’s Ferry and
intermediate points.

T BRAXTON
e ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,
No. 23 S, Augusta St.

Special attention given to collections.

S. W. BARNES,
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,
C. 1\"0.:4 West Main Street,

sept 27-tf STAUNTON, VA.

“7 H. LANDES,
'ORNEY-AT-LAW,
7 ATTORNEG AUNTON, VA.
No. 2, Court House Square.
aug 9-tf

JGH G. EICHELBERGER,
I—IL 5 ATTO I{JN EY-AT-LAW,
STAUNTON, VA.

¥ Prompt attention to collectious.

STAR ROUTES. i
7 a. m. from Plunkettsville, daily exceps Sun-

ay. : ok
! 10 a. m. from Mt. Meridian, daily except Sun-

|
LEX. F. ROBERTSON,
A ATTORNEY-AT-LAW, 1
STAUNTON, VA. |
(1fice No. 4 Lawyers’ Row, in rear of Court
house.

day. ;
5 p. m. from Middlebrook, daily except Sun-
day.
5.30 p. m. from Monterey, daily except Sunday.
CLOSE.
FOR B. AND O. !
$.30 a. m. tor Lexington, Harper’s Ferry and i
points north. ! i
11.25a. m. for Harrisonburg, Woodstock and '
points north. i
1.10 p. m. for Lexington.

| 4.00 p. m. for Fort Defiance. 2 i
T AR 1 6.00 p. m. for Lexington and intermediate
HENRY W. HOLT. | i
|

points.
TURK & HOLT,

ATTORNEYS-AT-LAW,
s Lawyers’ Row, Staunton, Va.

DENTIST.
Office in Crowle Building, Room 25, srd floor

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

DR. D. A. BUCHER

! FOR C. AND 0. i
| 8.45 a. m. and 2 p. m. for north. east, south. "
49.09 p. m. for east, north, south al}d west. !
11.25a. m. for Clifton Forge and intermediate
CES i points. 1
s W OFFICES > 6.00 p. m. for tha west.
\LEXANDER & TAYLOR, | 2
: i | STAR ROUTES—DAILY EXCEPT SUNDAY.

LAWYERS,
No 6 Lawyers’ Row, 5.30 a. m. for Monterey.
6.00 a. m. for Middlebrook.

1.00 p. m. for Mt. Meridian. §
6.15 p. m. for Plunkettsville. i
Thursday |

|

| 12.30 p. m. for Mt. Solon, Tuesday,
i and Saturday. i
j STAUNTON OFFICE |
| Opens7a.m., closes 7 p. m. Mcney order '
| and registry business opens at 8 a. m., closes 6
| b.m W.T. McCUE. P. M.

HUMPHREYS’

Dr. Humphreys’ Specifics are scientifically and
carefully prepared Remedies, used for years in
private practice and for over thirty years by the
people with entire success. Every single Specific
a special cure for the disease named.

‘They cure without drugging, purging or reducing
the system and are in fact and deed the Sovereign
Remedies of the World.

NO. CURES, P

1—Fevers, Congestions, Inflammations..
2—Worms, Worm Fever, Worm Colic....
3—Teething; Colic, Crying, Wakefulness
4—-Diarrhea, of Children or Adults

?—Coughs, Colds, Bronchitis

8—Neuralgia, Toothache, Faceache......

9—-Headaches, Sick Headache, Vertigo..
10-Dyspepsia, Biliousness, Constipation.
11—-Suppressed or Painful Periods...
12—-Whites, Too Profuse Periods
13—Croup, Laryngitis, Hoarseness
14—Salt Rheum, Erysipelas, Eruptions..
15-Rheumatism, Rheumatic Pains
16—Malaria, Chills, Fever and Ague
19—-Catarrh, Influenza, Cold in the Head.
20-Whooping Cough
27—Kidney Diseases ...
28-Nervous Debility... .
30—Urinary Weakness 25
34—Sore Throat, Quincy, Ulcerated Throat .23
HUMPHREYS’ WITCH HAZEL OIL,

* The Pile Ointment.”—Trial Size, 25 Cts.

Sold by Druggists, or sent prepsid on receipt of price.
Dr. HuMPHREYS' MANUAL (144 pages,) MAILED FREE. {
HUMPHREYS’ MED, C0., 111 & 118 William St., NEW YORK. l

SPECIFICS. |

oct 17-tf
M. QUARLES, e
ol ATTORNEP-AT-LAW,
STAUNTON, VA.
teb 17, '86-tf
S. A. GLASGOW,
J° ; ATTORNEY-AT-LAW.
Room 3, No. 23 S. Augusta Street, Skinner | 2
Bullding. STAUNTON, VA. |
aug 10-tf

I‘HOMAS C. KINNEY,
ATTORNEY-AT LAW
South Augusta Street, Staunton, Va
Room No. 3, Up Stairs. i

¥ Collections will receive prompt atten

tion. sep 25-tf ]
.25
<25
23

R. H. M. PATTERSON,
D STAUNTON, VA.

Ofters his professional services to the citi-
zens of Staunton. Office No. 121 East Mtaln
Street.

ATTORNEY-AT-LAW.
Office on Courthouse square,
STAUNTON, VA.
Prompt attention given to all legal business
sntrusted to him, in State or Federal Courts.
Will devote entire time to his profession.
{une I-tf

J H. CROSIER
.

E. R. NELSON,

:;TTORNEY—AT—LAW AND COMMISSIONER IN
CHANCERY.
OFFICE No. 10 LAWYERS’ ROW,
jan 4-tf STAUNTON, VA.

C. BRAXTON
: ATTORNEY AND COUNSELLOR.
OFFICE.—CrowLE BUILDING OPPOSITE Y. M.
C. A.

July 4-1yr

~ STAUNTON

BUSINESY COLLEGE,

STAUNTON, VA.

Incorporated. Over 7 per cent. home pa-
tronge. Open all the year to both sexes.
For terms, &c., address
HUMPHREYS & HINER,
Box 78.

Special attention given tocorporation and
real-estate law.
Having closed up all outside business, which
for a year or two interrupted my regular law-
ractice, I am now enabled to, and shall, from
this time, give my undivided time and axclu-
sive attention to the law; and to such persons
as my entrust me with their litigation, I prom-
ise my best efforts and such ability as 1 may
possess. fan 18-tf

June 27

REMOVAL OF THE LADIES AND GENTLEMENS
RESTAURANT!

—

WE
Are still at the barber business at the old
stand, West Main street, and are pre-
pared to give you a clean and com-
tortable.
SHAVE
A fashionable hair-cut or a luxurious shampoo
in the best style of the art.
FOR

The hair use Nothnagel’s Trichocomia. There's

NOTHING
Better to restore the hair, invigorate the
growth or prevent falling out. As a cure
tor dandruff and scurt it has no equal.
2" Remember Nothnagel uses a
CLEANTOWELEVERY SHAVE
Youwillsave time by shaving

NOTHNAGEL'S.

Five competent artists always on hand.
aug ZZ-5mos

The undersigned have removed their Ladies
and Gentlemen’s Restaurant to the  lurley
Building 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 accommodate them. They |
will take regular boarders, to a number of |
whom they can furnish lodging or rent rooms
as well as board at cheap rates. Remember |
the place—Hurley Building, second story, :
corner Main and Lewis Streets. :

MARGARET & LUCY CAUTHORN
feb 3rd

Buy the **Braddock’ Pure Rye. It is the best |
and costs no more than inferior goods.

JAS GLAZK &

JNO. McQUAIDE, Manager.
20 AND 22 SOUTH NEW STREET, |

STAUNTON, VA,,

Distillers and Sole Proprietors and Liquor |
Dealers. '

NMOR RENT.—Two comfortably furnished

rooms in a desirable part of the city.
Kefer to SPECTATOR OFFICE.

may 23-tf

LO0KING BACEWARD

May be a pieasing pastime, but we take more
pleasu in

Looking Forward

To the time when the

RetailGrocers

Of the City and surrounding country will have
become convinced that the best place to buv

TEA, COFFEES,
SYRUPS,MOLASSES,
TOBACCOS,CICARS,
" HIGH GRADE
FOURS

and in fact averything in the staple and fan-
cy Grocery line is at

Bowling Spotts &Go's

OLD AMERICAN HOTEL BUILDING, AT C. &0
DEPOT.

NOs.

e

Read what emiinent Physicians say:—
STAUNTON, VA., July 27tu, 1804,
Capt. Jno. MeQuaide, Staunton, Va :

DEAR IR;—Inreply to yours of this date I'!
wish to say that I have prescribed your “*Brad-
dock Pure Rye Whiskey,” and find it a pure,
reliable whiskey, and an article that is well
borne by delicate stomachs.

I will tak« pleasure in recommending ic to
those of my patients who need whiskey as a
medicine.

Yours truly,
H. H. HENKEL,

STAUNTON, VA., April 14th, 1894,
Capt. Jno. MeQuaide, Manager, Staunton, Va :
DEAR SIR :—I have tested the ‘“‘Rye Whiskey’
manufactured by James Clark & Co., and find
it an excellent article. When necessary for
medicinal purposes would highly recommend
it.

Respectfully.
B. P. REESE, M. D.

STAUNTON, VA., March 28th, 1894.
Capt. Jno. McQuaide :

DEAR Sir:—Please accept my thanks for the
sample of Braddock Whiskey which I have
thoroughly tested as to its medicinal prop-
erties in my practice, and find it theraputical-
1y meets in every way the demands of the pro-
fession where a stimulant is required.

Very sincerely,

sept 12-tf

J. B. CATLETT,
Citv Physician.

What is

AT T R T T R T T T T T R TR
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Castoria is Dr. Samuel Pitcher’s prescription for Infants
and Children. It contains neither Opium, Morphine nor
other Narcotie substance. It is a harmless substitute
for Paregoric, Drops, Soothing Syrups, and Castor Oil.
It is Pleasant. Its guarantee is thirty years’ use by
Millions of Mothers. Castoria is the Children’s Panacea
—~the Mother’s Friend.

Castoria.

“Castoriaisso well adapted to children that
I recommend it as superior to any prescription
known to me.” H. A. ARCHER, M. D,,
111 So. Oxford St., Brooklyn, N. Y.

Castoria.

Castoria cures Colic, Constipation,

Sour Stomach, Diarrhcea, Eructation,

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

‘Without injurious medication.

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

Carros MarTYN, D. D,
New York City.

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

Epwix F. PARDEE, M. D.,
125th Street and 7th Ave., New York City.

Tak CENTAUR CoMPANY, 77 MurrAy STREET, NEW Yorx Crry

-

WHAT HEARTSEASE SAID.

What are you smiling about,
Little Heartsease?
Why do you nod at me,
With your face brimful of glee,
Gay little tease?
Some pretty tale, no doubt,
Told by the bees,
Or a hint that the wrens let fall
} As they gossiped about the wall,
i Little Heartsease.

‘What are you smiling over,
Little Heartsease,

That the winds stoop so low

To hear it before they go
Off over seas?

The wind is a gossipy rover,
Little Heartsease.

The secret you trust to his ear

Will be whispered afar and near,
Told by the breeze.

Whisper your thought to me,
Little Heartsease.

You never should say me nay,

For I've loved you for many a day
Better than these.

Oh, wind in the maple tree,
Hush, if you please!

“Bend to us, eyes of blue.

‘We blossom for you, for you,”
Whispers Heartsease!

—Darothy Deane in Minneapolis Housekeeper.

IN A DESERT.

One of the cheeriest Christmas days |
was that spent on the pleasant banks of |
the Limpopo river not many years since. |
Two hunting. friends were trekking
through Bechunanland toward the Zam- |
bezi, and it happened by great good for- !
tune that just at the junction of the
Notwani and Limpopo rivers they found
outspanned the wagons of two hunters
and traders southward bound from the
far interior. These men were traveling
down country with heavy loads of
ivory, ostrich feathers, skins and other,
produce, and they had with them a big
troop of cattle, obtained in barter. In
these fitful encounters in the African
wilderness men are always well met,
and it needed no pressing from the new
found acquaintances to induce them to
outspan together and combine forces
for Christmas cheer and Christmas
chatter. A brief council of war soon
settled the all important question of
commissariat. Smallfield, the younger
of the traders, had shot a good rooibok
the evening before, which furnished
venison for all, and they had already
baked a store of bread from fresh Boer
meal. The newcomers, on their side,
freshly equipped from Kimberley, could
provide tinned plum puddings, tinned
tomatoes, peas, jams and other luxuries,
including dried onions, most precious
of vegetables in the veldt, and they had,
further, some excellent Scotch whisky.
They had besides half a dozen brace of
guinea fowl and pheasants, shot during
the day in the jungles bordering the
river, so that all the concomitants of a
capital African banquet were ready to
hand.

Just at sundown the preparations
were complete, and no merrier party,
you may swear, ever sat down to their
Christmas meal. They supped by the
light of a roaring campfire, eked out by
a lantern or two placed on the cases that
served for tables. The servants were
enjoying themselves at another fire a
little distant; the oxen lay peacefully
at their yokes; the wagons loomed large
alongside, their white tents reflecting
cheerfully the ruddy blaze of the fire.
The night was perfect, still and warm,
and the stars, like a million diamond
sparks, scintillated in the intense indigo
of the dome above. What wonder, then,
that all felt happy and contented?

Supper at length was over. The coffee
kettle was banished to obscurity and
the whisky produced. The travelers lit
their pipes and toasted their absent
friends and each other, and then ensued
a long and delightful evening.

The traders were two capital, manly
fellows, well versed in the sports and
toils and pleasures of the far interior.
The newcomers themselves had been in
the hunting veldt before, and they had
all, therefore, many things in cormmon.
Many and many a yarn of the chase and
adventure they exchanged; many a head
of gallant game they slew again by the
cheerful blaze. The up country trekkers
mentioned that they thought of trying
a new bit of veldt rather away from the
beaten track, if they could but find wa-
ter in the desert and good guides and
spoorers. They were bent on entering
the wild and little known tract of coun-
try north of the road to the Mabebe
veldt.

‘‘Well,”’ said the elder of the traders
—Kenstone was his name—*‘‘you’ll find
game there after the rains—giraffe,
gemsbok, hartebeest, eland, koodoo,
roan antelope and perhaps a few ele-
phants or a rhinoceros or two. But it’s
a wild, barren veldt. The country as
you go north is a good deal broken, and
unless the rains have been good water
is terribly scarce.

“‘As for myself, ’’ gazing rather mood-
ily at the campfire and stroking his
thick brown beard, ‘‘I once went into
that veldt and never wish to see it
again. I had a most uncanny adventure
there, an experience I never again wish
to repeat if I live to be a hundred. In
all the years (and they are close on five
and twenty now) I have been in the
hunting veldt I never spent so incom-
prehensible and horrible a time as the
few days I am thinking of. Ugh!’’ and
the big man shivered as he spoke.

Naturally the curiosity of his audi-
ence was at once excited. The younger
trader, Smallfield, spoke first.

‘““Why, George,”’ he said, ‘‘I never
heard you speak of that country. I nev-
er even knew you had been in it.
What’s the yarn? It must be something
out of the common if it gives you the
blues. You’re not sentimental as far as
I remember. ”’ -

‘“‘No, Jim,’’ returned Kenstone. “‘I
never mentioned the thing to you or to
any one else, bar perkaps two or three |
folks. It’s 11 years gone since it all |
happened. My old partner, Angus (he’s |
down in the colony now), who was with |
me at the time, knows all about it, and !
I reported some of the circumstances to |
a Transvaal Landdrost when we got !
back. Otherwise I have never talked !
about the matter. I should only be
chaffed, and it’s not a pleasant topic

ot the best of times. It gave me a very

‘pasty fright at the time, I remember. |
However, it’s all far enough away now. |
If you and these gentlemen would like

to hear the yarn, why, I'll break my

rule and tell you all about it. And,

mind, what I tell you are solid facts.

You know I don’t blow, Jim, or spout

tall yarns for the benefit of down coun-

try folks or bar loafers at !{imberley.

What I saw I saw, and, please God,

hope never to see again.”’

All were as keen as mustard for the
story, and Kenstone went on.

““Well, lot me fill my pipe, and here
goes:

“It was in 1874 that Angus and I were
making cur third trip to the Lake
N’gami country. This time we had got
leave from Khama to trade and hunt in
Mababe and the Chobe river country,
and we meant to push even beyond tc
e rROION GHIWREND TNE Cunua @ik wse

Okavango if the fever would let us. ‘We
made a good trek of it across the ‘thirst’
—there ‘haZ been very late rains that
year—and even after crossing the laKe
river we made good traveling well on
toward the Mababe flat. We heard
from the Makobas and Masarwas along
the river that there was still some wa-
ter standing in the bush on our right
hand, that there were elephant in there
and that other game was abundant. It
is not often that this veldt is accessible
—from scarcity of water—and it seem-
ed good enough to quit the wagon road
for a tine and try the bush for ivory.
Before reaching Scio Pans, therefore,
we turned right handed and struck inte
the buch with one wagon, the other,
in charge cf our head driver, being sent
on to the water, there to await oux
coming.

‘‘We had some Masarwa bushen with
us, ard they were as keen as hawks at
the prospect of showing us heavy gama
and getting a liberal supply of flesh.
Northward we trekked steadily through
wild desolate country for the best part
of one day and outspanned by a desert
pool for the night. Here we were great-
ly disappointed to find no spoor of ele-
phant, although giraffe, ostrich, gems-
bok and hartebeest were fairly plenti-
ful. Next day-at dawn we again push-
ed doggedly om, Angus and I taking
different directions and riding some
miles ahead of the wagon on the look-
out for elephant spoor. I rode behind a
Masarwa at a steady pace all morning
without finding the least sign of the
game we wanted, and after an off sad-
dle at midday once more pushed on in
a northwesterly direction.

‘‘Rather suddenly we came upon a
klompje of girafie, and as the elephants
seemed very much in the air and we
wanted meat I rammed the spurs in
and galloped headlong for the camels.
It was desperately hot, and we were
shut up in thick, thorny bush in which
not a breath of wind stirred, and I con-
sequently bad not got my coat on. The
beast I rode for, a fat, fresh young vow,
led me a pretty dance of two miles, hell
for leather, at a terrific pace through
the very thorniest jungle she could pick,
and although I presently ranged close
up to her rump and with my third bul-
let, firing from my horse, brought her
down with a crash, she had taken pret-
ty heavy toll of me. My flannel shirt
was torn to ribbons, and my chest and
shoulders were rarely gashed about.
Never hunt ‘camel,’ gentlemen, in a
thick bush without a stout coat on.
That’s-the advice of an old veldtman,
and it’s worth remembering. I ought
to have known better that day, but I
was not prepared for game at that par-
ticular moment.

‘““Well, I stuck my knifc into the
cow’s back and found her well covered
with fat, and the Masarwa coming up
soon after we set to work to skin and
cut her up. Presently, having fastened
about 20 pounds of meat to my saddle
and carrying the long, prehensile tongue
dangling far below my belt, I saddled
up, leaving the Masarwa, who had a
calabash of water, to finish the job and
wait for the wagon to pick him up the
next morning.

‘I myself took a sweep north north-
east, with the intention of working
round to the wagon before sundown.

“I had not left the Masarwa half an
hour when I suddenly, to my intense
surprise, cut the spoor of a wagon run-
ning pretty well east and west and go-
ing westward. It was nct fresh, but at
the same time not very old either. It
might have been a month or two old at
most. ‘Now,’ thought I, ‘what in the
mischief does this mean? Very few
hunters use this veldt. I knew Khama
had seat no wagons that way this sea-
son, and the only white man in front of
us this year was Dirk Sarreberg, one of
the few Dutch hunters to whom Khama
gave permission to hunt in his veldt.

‘‘Starreberg’s wagon it could only be.
And yet it struck me as strange that
Dirk, whom I knew well—for he was a
noted interior hunter—should be trek-
king in this veldt. He was, I knew,
bound for the Victoria falls. Probably,
like ourselves, enticed by the unwonted
water supply and the possibility of a
slap at the elephants, he had turned off
somewhere between Nata river and
Daka and pushed across for the Chobe.
Thus reasoning, I turned my horse’s
head, and with the westering sun now
on my right flank struck homeward for
the wagon. I rode on for half a mile
and then came another strange thing.
As I crossed an open glade I saw com-
ing toward me the figure of a man. 1
knew in a moment who it was. The
slouching walk, the big, burly form,
the vast red beard, the rifle carried—as
Dirk always carried his—by the muzzle
end, with the stock poised behind his
shoulder—it was none but Dirk Starre-
berg himself. But there was something
amiss with him. He looked worn and
troubled, almost distraught, it seemed
to me, at that distance, and he gazed
neither to the right nor left of him, but
passed hurriedly and very swiftly in
front of me at a distance of about 80
paces. :

‘“ ‘Hello, Dirk!’ I shouted. ‘Allemag-
tig, war loup jij? Wacht een bitje, Dirk!’
(Almighty, whero are you off to? Wait
a little, Dirk.) To my utter astonish-
ment, the man took not the slightest no-

on. I became Indig-
nant and yelled: ‘Dirk, Dirk, have you
no manners? It’s me, George Kenstone.
I want you. Stop! Still the man passed
on. In another moment he had reached
the bush again. He turned now, beck-
oned to me with his right hand, and in
another instant had disappeared. into
the low forest. !

“I was extremcly annoyed, and after
staring like a fooi for a second to two
struck in spurs rather sharply and gal-
loped after him. I was not three sec-
onds in reaching the bush where he had
entered, but to 1ny surprise Dirk had
vanished. Isearched hither and thither,
shouted—aye, swore—but still no Dirk.
Icame back at lergth to the point where
I had last seen tho Boer. Surprise No.
3. There was my own spoor as plain as
a pikestaff in the red sand, but of Dirk
Starreberg not ono trace of spoor was to
be seen.

‘‘Now, spoor, a3 you all know, is a
thing that never lies. I had seen Dirk
cross the clearing and enter the bush at
this point. Where were his tracks? I
got off my horse and hunted carefully
every bit of the way acress the glade
where I had seen Dirk pass. I amarea-
sonably good veld iman, but—so help me
God!—I never conld find one trace of
the man’s spcor, this way or that. I
rubbed my eyes. It was incomprehensi-
ble. 1 searched again and again care-
fully and methodically, with the same
result. There was always my own and
my horse’s spoor, but no oneelse’s.

“By this time I was not a little both-
ered. There must be some infernal mys-
tery which I could not fathom. My eye-
sight had never yet failed me. It was
broad daylight, and I was neither asleep
nor dreaming nor drunk. An old child-
ish superstition crept for an instant
upon my mind, to be instantly cast

tice, but passed

aside. And yet the fiesh, even or grown | gll—he talked overmuch In 'bhis sieep,

manhood, is weak. Iremember distinct- !
ly that I shivered, blazing hot as was
The bush seemed very \

the afternoon.
still and lonely, and I am bound to say
it suddenly struck me it was time to
move for the wagon.

only once slackened till I made the

camp just at sundown a couple of hours |

later.

‘I told Angus what I had seen.
laughed and told me I had evidently
missed the spoor, although he admitted
that it was strange that Dirk had made

morning we moved ou rapidly, picked
up the meat of the dead giraffe and

then a little later struck the wagon spoor ;

I had found yesterday. This we follow-

ed briskly until 4 o’clock p. m., when !

we came upon an old outspan and dis-
covery No. 4.

‘‘Here was a good sized water pit in
limestone formation. There were tho
remains of the campfire, and it was evi-
dent from several indications that the
twagon, whose ever it was, had stood at
least two days at this spot. The kameel
doorn trees grew pretty thickly all
around, and there was a good deal of
bush, and altogether it was a sequester-
ed, silent spot. Lying by the largest of
the dead fires was an object that in-
stantly quickened our interest in the
mystery we were unraveling—the skele-
ton of a man, clean picked by the foul
vultures, but apparently untouched by
hyenas or jackals. There were still the
tattered remains of clothing upon it,
and one veldtschoen—a Boer veldt-
schoen—up the right foot. I turned
over the poor bleached framework to
try to discover some inkling of its end.
As I did so out pattered from the skull
on to the sand a solid Matini-Henry bul-
let, slightly flattened on one side of its
apex, manifestly from impact with
some bone it had encountered, probably
a cheek bone. A closer scrutiny reveal-
ed a big hole in rear of the skull just
behind the right ear.

‘“‘By George!” exclaimed Angus,
who was bending over me, ‘there’s been
foul play here. That shot was fired at
pretty close quarters.’

‘I nodded, and at that instant my
Masarwa, who had been searching about
near us, picked up and brought me a
bunch of long red hair.

‘¢ ‘So help me God!’ I could not help
exclaiming, ‘that’s from Dirk Starre-
berg’s beard for any money. He has
been murdered here, that’s certain. If
it was an accident, they would have
buried him. The question is, Who is
the murderer?” =

““We hunted about, but found no
traces except the other veldtschoen and
the remains of a Dutchman’s broad
brimmed hat. We outspanned for the
night and sat down to think it over and
have a pipe while supper was being got
ready.

‘“ ‘Angus,’ I said, ‘I don’t half like
things. There’s some dark riddle here.
The fire I saw yesterday afternoon was
Dirk Starreberg’s. I knew him well
and never could mistake him. And,
strangely enough, he was heading when
Ilast saw bhim for this very spot. If I be-
lieved in ghosts, which I don’t, I should
say I bad seen Dirk’s spook. What do
you make of it all? I'm beginning to
think I’'m dreaming or going dotty. It
beats me altogether.’

‘¢ “Well,” returned Angus in his
quaint way, ‘it’s the most extreeordi-
nary rum go I ever heard of. We’d bet-
ter trek on in the morning first thing
and see what else we can discov .
Those are Dirk’s beones undoubtediy.
We must try and do something tor the
poor chap, though he is dead.’

“I'don’t know what was wrong that

night, but several times the oxen werc |

startled and sprang to their feet, and
the nags, fastened up to the wagon
wheels, were desperately scared once
or twice and pulled at their reins as
though they must break them. The
dogs, too, barked and howled and be-
haved very strangely. And yet no lions
were near us. Once or twice we looked
out, but saw nothing. All of us, mas-
ters and boys, were uncomfortable, we
could hardly explain why, and the men
undoubtedly knew nothing of what 1
had seen the day before.

‘At dawn next morning we were not
sorry to inspan and trek, and following
the old wagon spoor we pushed on, de-

termined if possible to get to the bot-
tom of the affair. All that day and the
next we toiled on, only outspanning
once or twice during the daytime and
at night by the water torest and refresh
the oxen for a few hours. At last, an
hour before sunset on the second day,
Angus and I, who were riding ahead of
the wagon, spied suddenly among some
kameel doorn trees the tent of a wagon,
to which we cantered. Suddenly, as we
reined up, the foreclap was cast aside,
and a wild figure of a woman appeared
and scrambled down from the wagon
box. It was Vrouw Starreberg, but ter-
ribly, sadly altered from the stout if
somewhat grim good wife I had - seen
a couple of years before. Her dark stuff
dress was torn and cut about by the
thorn bushes; her erst fat, smooth face,
broad though it still was, was lined and
haggard and terribly fallen away; but,
above all, there was a rolling vacancy,
a wildness, in her eye that made me
fear at once for her reason. Under one
arm she clasped tightly a big Bible,
and never in the subsequent days that
we were together did she once relin-
quish it. It seemed that some terrible
calamity had overturned her reason.

‘“ “‘Whence come ye, George Ken-
stone?” (she had known me well for
years) she cried in a harsh, high pitch-
ed scream very painful to listen to.
‘Take me out of this desert and back to
my home. I have been cast away these
six weeks, able to move neither hand
nor foot for freedom. The man I called
husband is dead, and my servants have
fled, and the oxen are gone the Lord
knows where.’

“I scarce knew how to begin with
her.

“‘I'm sorry, Tant’ Starreberg,’ I
said, ‘to find you in this plight. I’'m
afraid there has been sad mischief, and
your husband has been shot. Is it not

so? We will help you gladly, of course, i

and early in the morning, when the
oxen will be rested, we will take you
out of this place. I fear you have suf-
fered much. But how came poor Dirk
by his end? Was it the boys?’

‘At the mention of Dirk her whole
expression changed. Her eyes filled
with a terrible light. In her best days
Vrouw Starreberg was a hard featured,
ugly woman. Now she looked almost
fiendish,

““ ‘Poor Dirk!’ she shrieked, with
horrible scorn. ‘Poor Dirk? No, I am
not afraid to own it! The man you call
Dirk Starreberg—he was no more hus-
band of mine—died by my hand. Ishot
him. Yes, dead I shot him as he sat by
his fire. And why? Because he lied and
was unfaithful. Because he forsook me
for that mop headed, blue eyed, pink
faced doll, Jacoba Veeland.’

#*And when at last T had discovered

I got onto my
good nag, walked him away and pres- |
ently set him into a brisk canter, which ;

He |

the traitor—and taxed him with it,
here in this very veldt, he langhed me
to scorn ard told n:c he was tired of
my black face and my sour ways and
gloried in his evil love. Ja! he taunted
me that 1 wwageld and barre

had made a mon i

him gold arnd iic ot
him up. Aud so I shot kim, as I say
I could enduare it 1o longer, and the
servants, having trekked to this place
with me, fled, and the oxen wandered,

i_ and I am alone, tho Lord help me!” At

i

no sign when I hailed him, and next |

i

the next instant the poor, overwrought
creature fell in a swoon upon the sand.
‘““Well, it was all very horrible, al-
though even now we hardly knew what
to believe. But we brought her to, gave
her some brandy and put her into her
wagon for rest. And later on I took her
some soup and bread and made her cat
it. She was exhausted now and teld me
in a low voice that she had lived on
meal and water for weeks past. Pres-
ently we turned in, and all was quiet.
‘It was, I supposed, some little time
after midnight that Angus and I were
roused by a loud voice beyond the camp- |

fire, which lay between the other wag- '

on and our own. We listened. It was
the vrouw herself. Hastilywe got down
from the kartel and wefit'toward her.
She was beyond the fire; and her figure
was well nigh lost in -the gloom of
night. We could just see her white
kapje and an arm waving frantically. j
It was a terrible and uncanny scene.
There stood the woman, screaming in |
wild and excited tones at something be- i
yond, what we could not see and shiv-°
ered even to imagine. ‘Yes,’ she cried, |
‘you come here to frighten me, Dirk !
Starreberg. I feared you not in life. I
fear you not in death. I slew you, and ,
I would slay you again. But I know |
why you walk thus through the veldt ;
and come sceking to drive me mad night !
after night. Tomorrow—now thatI can !
trek—I will come and bury your bones,
and you may rest quiet if you can.
Trouble me no more, I say—begone!’

‘‘Angus and I could stand it no lon- !
ger, sick with horror though we were. . |

‘“ ‘Come back to your wagon, Vrouw :
Starreberg,” I called out.. ‘You are
dreaming. Go to rest again.’

‘“Still glaring in front of: her, the
woman stepped back till she had met
our advance. I am bound to say that I
looked, and Angus looked, with terri- '
fied eyes, but saw nothing of what she
saw or thought she saw. We took the
poor mad creature’s arms. She was
trembling and wet, literally bathed in
perspiration. What the tension must
have been if this sort of thing had been
going on night after night I shuddered
even to think of. We took her to her
wagon and gave her a strong dose of
brandy and water, and presently she
fell into heavy sleep. Then Angus and I
got down our karosses, rekindled a roar-
ing fire and sat smoking by the blazo for
the rest of that night. Scared as I was, !
I believe I dozed once or twice, and
Angus swears to this day that he once
saw the figure of Dirk Sarreberg pass
within the firelight 50 yards away. fe
woke me, but it had gone. The cattle
were uneasy-and disturbed again, and ;
our Kaffirs, who had heard tho vrouw !
talking, as they said, at a spook, laz !
huddled toge:hier under ¢ con. 1
was uncanny, 1 1
tell you, that
the camp.

““Well, the rest of my srory is s
Vrouw Starreberg was movicg oo

dawn and insisted that we must tre
back to the old camp and bury the skel-
eton. We, fearing more horrors, said it
could not be done, and that we should
at once quit the bush and strike for the
road. She then utterly refused to leave
her wagon unless we did as she asked.
We seriously thought of taking her by
force, but she was a strong, powerful
woman, her mind was already unhing-
ed, and we feared thé consequences of a
struggle. And so, very reluctantly, we
agreed to humor her and give her her
wish. It was a ghastly business. We
only prayed to get it quickly over.

““At earliest streak of daylight we
were inspanned and all day traveled
steadily back toward the scene of Dirk’s
tragical ending. That night, strange to
say, nothing happened to disturb us.
Everything passed quietly. We trekked
again all next day and halted for the
night some three miles short of ‘the
skeleton outspan,’ as we called it. Our
reason for this was that we hoped the
burial might be quietly accomplished
in the bright sunshine of next morning
and the woman got well away before
nightfall on the homeward journey.
Vrouw Starreberg, I noticed, was rest-
less and excited, but she made no ob-
jection. / gain I noticed that she still
carried her Bible tightly clasped under
the left arm. The vrouw lay in our
wagon, Angus and I sleeping by the fire
again. We were dog tired and slept
soundly until roused, just as daylight
broke, by our wagon driver, a Griqua
named Albrecht. The man was looking
very strangely. ‘Baas,’ he said, ‘vrouw
is not there’ (pointing to the wagon).
‘She went in the night. I heard her
whispering, and I looked from where 1
was lying, and there she was beyond |
the firelight, following a man—a Dutch-
man, I think—or a spook, I don’t know
which, toward the murderer’s outspan
(de mordenaar’s outspan to). I was|
frightened, baas, and I dared not move.
There is her spoor, but the man’s spoor ;
I cannot see.’

‘““We sprang to our feet and went:
straight to the wagon. The foreclap was |
pulled aside. The kartel was empty. !
Yes, she had gone, and our hearts were
sick with a nameless fear. Taking Al-'
brecht with us, we saddled up at once
and spoored the vrouw along the track
toward the old outspan. And there, :
surely enough, we found her, stone dead, |
by the side of the skeleton. !

‘“There was no mark upon her, but '
in her face was the most awful look of
horror and of fright that I ever saw
upon the countenance of thedead. I be-|
lieve she had died of sheer terror and
of nothing else. What had happened in
those silent, terrible night hours, by |
what ghastly agency she had been drag-
ged to the scene of the -tragedy, how!
the end had actually come, God only
knows. |

‘““We were too anxious to gef away|
from this dreadful place after suchi
events. We buried the body ant skole-
ton together and trekked cut as
the oxen could travel, never stopping
till we had struck the road and reached
Scio Pans.

‘“That, gentlemen, is my solitary ex-'
perience of spooks. I never want to
have another. I was a scoffer before. I;
am a believer now. And if you told me;
that in the bush I speak of there were'
now standing ready for me as o free
gift two buck wagens loaded up with
ivory—why, I should decline tho offer.

“Never would I b2 induced to enter
the veldt again.”’—H. A. Bryden in
Pall Mall Gazette.
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A smart little boy calls himself com-
pass because he is boxed so often.

WALKING ON STILTS)

A DISTRICT IN WHICH THIS IS DONE
FOR SUBSTANTIAL ¥ SONS.

Laundes Use

of
in Belgium
+ Bore Some

Rescmblaice to Our Football Game.

The carious district of the Landes be-
tween Bordeaux and Bayonne mainly
consists of heaths and pine woods, in-
terspersed with a few patches, growing
barley and a little maize.

The surface of the ground is a dull
gray or ash colored sand, and over this
unpromising pasture wander scattered
flocks of lanky, coarse wooled, ill con-
ditioned sheep, tended by shepherds,
who from time immemorial have been
noted for walking on stilts, by the as-
sistance of which they are not only able
to stalk over the prickly bushes and

" avoid the disagreeable contingency of

filling their shoes with sand, but they

. attain an elevation not afforded by the

level surfauce of the ground, and from
their artificial altitnde can overlook
their flocks and prevent their sheep
from straying. They also carry a long
pole that, when stuck into the earth,
forms a support against which the shep-
herds can rest and kni‘'gf ockings all
day long. Altogether the appearance of
this extraordinary tripod, of which the
apex is a human something in a sheep-
skin, is weird, not to say alarming.

By the aid of their wooden legs the
peasants of the Landes, with very slight
exertion and without an exceptionally
rapid movement, will go over the
ground at a pace which would keep a
horse at a hard trot. Nature, however,
is a power not to be trifled with and
which sooner or later visits with visi-
blé censure the violation of biological
rules. Consequently the artificially long
shanked inhabitants of the Landes are
somewhat diminutive in stature and
are said to be a not very long lived race,
These poor people havé to endure se-
vere privations, among which chronic
want of water is the cruelest, but of

. lafe years steps have been taken to rem-
' edy the evil arising from the circum-

stance that all the streams in the
Grandes Landes are brackish. '

The railway through this desolate re-
gion was built by English engineers,
who imported a contingent of English
navvies to assist in the most laborious
part of the work. Obviously a navvy on
stilts would be a grotesque anomaly.
The English workmen, therefore, wore
French wooden shoes, or sabots, which
they carefully stuffed with wool or
straw to keep out the sand, but the con-
tractors took care that their employees,
when they bad finished their toil,

and the men were lodged in a kind of

e
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OF SPECIAL VALUR
in breaking up sud»
den attacks of colds,
chills, fevers, and in-

ammation — Doctor
lPlte:c¢a"1§hPle¢:s¢111t; Pel-
ets. ey carry off
these troubles at the
start. And if you
would only keep
yourself in proper
condition with them
—the liver active
aild the system reg-
ular — you’
you couldn’t take diseases eaéylyl it
These tiny, sugar-coated * Pellets” are
the most perfectly natural in their action'
—ho griping, no violence. Take them for
wind and pain in the stomach, fuliness, and
dizziness. They absolutely and permanently
cure Constlpatlon, Indigestion, Biliol
Jaundjcf;. Sick or Bilious Headaches, an
every Liver, Stomach and Bowel disorder. '

PIERGE -~==. CURE
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CAN YOU WRITE ?

If you can we will give you a

FOUNTAIN PEN FREE

Carried in the pocket. Always ready for use.
The Holder is of hard rubber perfectly.form-
ed and finished; Tho Feed is of the most ap-
proved pattern, (the same used in a pen cost-
$2.00,) insuring an ¢ven flow and no leakage

.The Point will write and last nearly as long as

gold. Each pen is fllled with the best ink and
tried before before sent out. NOW FUR THE
PLA Send us 25 cents in lc and 2c stamps
or siiver, for a half year's subscription to VIr-
GINIA, @ beautiful illustrated 24 page, monthly
magazine, with excellent information for the
office, parlor, bedroom, diningroom, kitchen,
farm and garden, with just wit and bumor
enough to drive away the blues. ‘
Don't put it off but write to-day and you will
have both the pen and magazine promptly.
Address. VIRGINIA PUBLISHING CO.
RICHMOND, VA,
June 6-6mos.

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 11 a. m
and 8. Pastor, Rev. Wm. Cumming.

Emmanuel Episcopal Church, worship at Y.
M. C. A. Hall. Services at 11 a. m., and 8 p. m.
Rector, Rev. R. C. Jett.

Trinity Episcopal church, Maln street, be-
tween Lewis and Church streets. Services at
11 a.m.,and 8 p. m. Rector, Rev. W. Q. Hul-
lihen

United Brethren church, Lewis street, be
tween Main and Johnson streets. Services at
11a.m and 8 p. m. Pastor, Rev. J. D Don-
ovan.

Methodist church, Lewlis 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 Main and Frederick streets
Services at 11 a. m. and 8 p. m. Pastor. Rev,

| H. F. Shealy. .
should not be constrained to walk long :
distances through the sandy wilderness, !

traveling village placed on trucks and |
pushed on the rails day by day as fast
as the line advanced, food and fresh

water being sent to them from a dis-
tance sometimes of 40 or 50 miles. It
must not, however, bo supposed that
walking on stilts is a custom indige-
nous to the French Landes. he mid
dle ages laborers from [landers were
1 1o for the purpose
of drz al i
ene
orated
or Br A Fle
brought with them their stilts, the an-

4 1108¢

cient Flemish name of which was;
‘‘schaetse,’”’ which would in process of |

time be naturalized the Freuch
‘‘echasses.”’

There was formerly an annual festi-
val held at Namur, in Belgium, called
the battle of the stilts, and which, to
all seeming, was unique in Europe. The
youth of the town were divided into two
amicably hostile camps under the re-
spective names of ‘‘Melans’’ and ‘‘d’Au-
resses,’’ said to represent two very an-
cient families of Namur, the relation
between whom in bygone times was of
the nature of that which existed be-
tween the Capulets and Montagues of
Verona. On each side there were from
500 to 600 combatants, all mounted on
stilts. Each army had its commandant
and its regimental officers, together
with its distinctive cockade and flags,
which last during the action floated
from the windows of the hotel de ville.

At the signal for the battle to begin
the combatants advanced to the sound
of trumpets from two opposite extremi-

as

ties of the Grand place, and the engage-'

ment began in right earnest, the object
of the wooden legged warriors being to
knock each other over, in which lauda-
ble endeavor they were cheered by the
smiles and wafted kisses of the prettiest
maidens of Namur. They were only to
use their stilts and their elbows to trip
their opponents up, and at a given
time the ‘‘Hola!”’ or ‘‘Cease kicking!”’
was sounded, and the army which had
knocked over the largest number of legs
was declared the victor.

This fantastic exhibition was wit-
nessed in the course of generations by
the Emperor Charles V, by Peter the
Great of Russia and Napoleon I, but
the magistrates of Namur toward the
close of the eighteenth century sup-
pressed the battle of stilts as a yearly
function because it frequently led to a
slightly undesirable occurrence of crack-
ed skulls and fractured arms and legs.
France and Flanders cannot, however,
lay claim to a monopoly of stilt waik-
ing. It is indeed a very ancient man-
ner of locomotion, but in countries not
abounding in marshes or in extensive
sandy wastes stilts have not been turn-
ed to any practical use and have usu-
ally only formed part of the stock in
trade of showmen and mountebanks for

Cp.m.
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Baptist church, corne: :inj
ton streets. Scrviees at il .
Pastor, Rev. W..J E. Cox.

St. Francis Roman Catholic, North
street, Mass at T and 1050 a.m.
benediction of ed

Pastor, Doy,

Most Ble
ther

Young Men's Christian Association, corner
Main and Water streets. Services at 4 p. m.
Sunda .

DIRETORY OF LODC ES.
MASONIC LODGE.
Staunton Lodge No.13, A. F.and A. M., meets

" | every second and last Friday night in eacl

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

UNION ROYAL ARCH CHAPTER.

No. 2, meets third Friday in every month, in
Masonic 1emple, on Main strect. W. W. Me
Gufin, High Priest; A. A. Eskridge, Sec’y.

ODD FELLOWS'® LODGE.

Staunton Lodge, No. 45, I. O. O. F. meets ev
ery Thursday night in Odd Fellows’ Hall, over
Wayt's drug store, on Main street. John C
Fretwell Noble Grand: C. A. Crafton, Sec’ .

KNIGHTS OF HONOF 9ODGE.

Staunton Lodgc; No. 756, Kr.ghts of Honor
meets every first &«23 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. Kennedy, Sec’y.

DISTRICT LODGE.

No. 22, 1. 0. G. T., meets every three months
G. C. Shipplett, D. C. T.; S. H. Bauserman
District Secretary.

ROYAL ARCANUM.

Augusta Council, No. 400, Royal Arcanum
meets every second and fourth Tuesday in the
month, at Pythian Hall, Main street. W. W.
Robertson, Regent; Jos. B. Woodward, Sec-
retary. .

SONS OF TEMPERANCF

Charity Division, M. A., Sons of Temperance
meets every Monday night at Odd Fellows

all. W. A. Rapp, Worthy Patriarch; John
B. Coffelt, Sec'y.

UNIFORMED RANK, KN.GHTS OF
PYTHIAS.

E. B. Stuart Division, No. 10, meets second
and fourth Mondays each month at Pythian
Hall. Sir Knight Captain, F. B. Berkley; S
Knight Recorder, S. H. Rosenbaum.

KNIGHTS OF PYTHIAS.

Valley Lodge, No. 18, K. of P., meets
Monday night at Castle Hall, on West
street, over Dr. Wayt's drug store. (.T.Ham-
mond, Chancellor Commander; Albest
Keeper of Records and Seal.

KNIGHT TEMPLARS.

Staunton Commandery, No. #, Knights T'em
plar, meets first Friday night in every monti
in Masonic Temple, on Main street. W
McChesney, Eminent Commander; A. A. Bub-
ridge, Recorder.

the amusement of the frequenters of |

fairs and village festivals.
Boys at all times have been accus-

|
| every

tomed to improvise stilts by means of a |

couple of poles, with a thong of leather
or cord, through which the feet could
be passed, and their prowess on these

artificial supports has led to their being
rewarded by the enthusiastic admira- !

tion of the small girls of the village and
to their getting from time to time
some ugly tumbles. —London Standard.
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Sprinkle a small quantity of fine salt «
the flowers and puta layer of linen » .
a layer of flowers alternately unt
earthen vessel or wide mouthe
bottle is full. Tie the top over witi:
silk, or parchment, then lay the vessel
in a south aspect in the heat of the sun,
and in 15 days, when uncovered, a fra-
grant oil may be squeezed away from
the whole mass. ——Florist.
Not Foreigners.

‘““You were born in America?”’ "

Dennis—Yes, sir. |

‘‘Parents foreigners?’’ J

Dennis—No, indade! They’re lﬂaq
—Christian World. & ;

ONEIDA TRIBE, NO. 88, 1. 0. 1

Jieets in their wigwam, in Valz
Wed sday at

setting  of

ith rm

collecio:

CATHOLIC HIRERN

isad

SOCIETY. :

Meots first Sunday in every month in their
hall on the church lot. M. T. Bergin, presi

| deat; J. J. Kilgalen, first vice-president; J. J

Murphy, second vice-president; D.J. 0’"onnell
recording secretary.

“STONEWALL” BRIGADE BAND.

Band meets every Monday and Thursday
orchestra, every Wednesday, at s p. i, in ¢
Hail Mr. J. M. Brereton, director
J. A. Armentrout, president, and C. Harry
Haines, secretary.

CENTRAL PROHIBITION CLUB.
Mee on Thursday night of each week, init
tb room, 119 East Main street. Jas. W. Bod-
y. Acting President; Preston A. Ross, Secre-
ary
CHAMBER OF COMMERCE.

Monthly maetings, Fourth Tuesday in the
month at7:30 o’clock. Room in City Hail build

ing Isaac Witz, president; J,C. Shields, | secr
tary,




