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YARTER BRAXTON, &
(/ ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,
No. 23 8, Augusta St.

Special attention given to collections.

S, W. BARNES,
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,
No.i4 West Main Street,
STAUNTON, VA.

C.

sept 27-tf

“7 H. LANDES, =
. ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,
STAUNTON, VA.
No. 2, Court House Square.
aug 9-tf

LEX. F. ROBERTSON,
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,
STAUNTON, VA.

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

house.

R. D. A. BUCHER
D 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.

R. S. TURK.

AW OFFICES
ALEXANDER & TAYLOR,
LAWYERS,
No 6 Lawyers’ Row,
oct 17-tf

M. QUARLES, 3
J . s ATTORNEP-AT-LAW,
STAUNTON, VA.
feb 17, *86-tf

WM. A. PRATT,
PRATT & KRERR,
ATTORNEYS-AT-LAW,
No. 17 Court Place, - -
NOTARY PUBLIC.

JOS. A. GLASGOW,
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW.

Room 5, No. 23 S. Augusta Street, Skinner

Building. STAUNTON, VA

aug 10-tf

R. H. M. FATTERSON,
STAUNTON, VA.

Offers his professional services to the citi-
zens of Staunton. Office No. 121 East Mtain

Street.

H. CROSIER,
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,
Office on Courthouse square,
STAUNTON, VA.

J.

Prompt attention given to all lezal business

entrusted to him, in State or Federal Courts.
Will devote entire time to his profession.
une |-tf

i) E.R. NELSON,
fve
PTORNEY-AT-LAW AND TOMm
CHANCERY.
GVFICE No. 10 LAWYERS' ROW,
191 STAUNTON, VA.

ISSIONER N

C. BRAXTON
.
ATTORNEY AND COUNSELLOR.

'WFICE.—CrowLE BuiLpinGg opposiTE Y. M.

C. A

real-estate law.

Having closed up all outside business, which
for a year or two interrupted my regular law-
practice, 1 am now enabled to. and shall, from
ithis time, give my undivided time and axclu-
s1ve 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. ian 18-tf

11al attention given to corporation and

1895. The Sun!

BALTIMORE, MD.
THE PAPER OF THE PEOPLE,
FOR THE PEOPLE AND WITH THE PEOPLE.
HONEST IN MOTIVE.
FEARLESS IN EXPRESSION.

SOUND IN PRINCIPLE.
UNSWERVING IN ITS ALLEGIANCE TO
RIGHT THEORIES AND
RIGHT PRACTICES.

THE SUN PUBLISHES ALL THE NEWS ALL THE
TIME, but it does not allow its columns to be
degraded by unclean, immoral or purely sen-

sational matter.

EDITORIALLY, THE SUN IS THE CONSISTENT
ANL UNCHANGING CHAMPION AND DEFENDER OF
POPULAR RIGHTS AND INTERESTS against politi-
cal machines and monopolies of every charac-
Independent in all things, extreme in

It is for good laws, good government

ter.
none.
and good order.

By mail Fifty Cents a month, Six Dollars a

year.

The Baltimore Weekly Sun.

The WEEKLY SUN PUBLISHES ALL THE

1898

NEWS
of each week, giving complete accounts of all
events of interest throughout the world. As
an AGRICULTURAL paper THE WEEKLY SUN is

unsurpassed. Itis edited by writers of prac-

tical experience,

who know what farming

means and what farmers want in an agricul-

tural journal.

It contains regular reports of

the work of the AGRICULTURAL experiment
stations throughout the country, of the pro-

ceedings of farmers’ cluos and institutes, and

the discussion of new methods and ideas in

agriculture.
DEPARTMENT and Veterinary column are par
ticularly valuable to country readers.

Its MARKET REPORTS, POULTRY

Every

issue contains STORIES, POEMS, HOUSEHOLD
AND PuzzLE COLUMNS, a variety of interesting
and instructive selected matter and other fea-
tures, which make it a welcome visitor in city

and country homes alike.

One dollar a year. Inducements to getters-

up of clubs for the Weekly Sun.

Both the
Daily and Weekly Sun mailed free of postage

in the United States, Canada and Mexico.

Payments invariably in advance. Address
A. S. ABELL COMPANY,
Publishers and Proprietors.
Baltimore, Md.
dec 26.

HueH HoLMES KERR. 1

Staunton, Va |
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Are you taking SIMMONS LIVER REG-
ULATOR, the “KING OF LIVER MEDI-
CINEs?”’ That is what our readers
want, and nothing but that. It is the
same old friend to which the old folks
pinned their faith and were never dis-
appointed. But another good recom-
mendation for it is, that it is BETTER
THAN PILLS, never gripes, never weak-
ens, but works in such an easy and
natural way, just like nature itself, that
relief comes quick and sure, and one
feels new all over. It never fails.
Everybody needs take a liver remedy,
and everyone should take only Sim-
mons Liver Regulator.

Be sure you get it. The Red Z
is on the wrapper. J.H. Zeilin &

Co., Philadelphia.

nov 28-1vr

Hows for
ton Postofice.

ARRIVE.
BY C. AND O. RAILROAD.

| 5 a. m. from north, south, east and west.

9.57 a. m. from west.

2.40 p. m. from Richmond and intermediate

points.
7.05 p. m. from north, east and seuth.

BY B. AND O.

7.22a. m. from Lexington and intermediate

points.
1.50 p. m. from the north.

9.09 p. m. from the north, Harper’s Ferry and

intermediate points.
STAR ROUTES.
7 a. m. from Plunkettsville, daily except

day.

10 a. m. from Mt. Meridian, daily except
day.

5 p. m. from Middlebrook, daily except
day.

5.30 p. m. from Mconterey, daily except Sunday

10.30 & m. from Sansersville.

CLOSE.
FOR B. AND O.

530 a. m. tor Lexington. 6.30 a
Ferrv and points north.

2.15 a. m. for Harrisonburg,
points north.

for Lexington and intermediate

Woodstock and

points.
FOR C. AND O.

9.15 a. m. and 2,15 p. m. for north, east, south.
9.00 p. m. for east, north, south and west.

2.15 p. m. for Clifton Forge and intermediate

points.
6.15 p. m. for the west.

STAR ROUTES—DAILY EXUCEPT 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 Plunkettsville.
12.30 p. m. for Mt. Solon daily,

STAUNTON OFFICE

Opens 7a.m., closes 7 p. m.

D.m W. T. McCUE. P. M.

Arrival and Closing of Mails at Staun- |

Sun-
sSun-

Sun-

m, Harper's

. for Lexington and intermediate

Money order
and registry business opens at 8 a. m., closes 6

TO INVENTORS.

If you have made an invention you want a
There are
Some of them are
They
It is as unsafe to trust to them
as to a lightning rod without a ground con-
That is the kind an inventor is like-
1y to get when he dravws up his own specifica-
tions, or trusts the work to an irresponsible
It is not the kind dealt in by the

patent. And you wanta good one.
various Kinds of patents. 3
not worth keeping around the house.

don’t protect.

nection.

attorney.
Press Claims Company.

Do you want to know what the Press Claims
Companyis? It isa syndicate of hundreds of
the leading papers of the United States, or-
ganized to protect those of the subscribers
who have dealings with Government against
the impositions of unscrupulous claim agents.

The SPECTATOR is a member.

This able Company employs the best legal
It makes

talent in every hranch of its work.

a specialty of all matters relating to patents.
csnducting interferences, prosecuting rejected
cases, registering trade-marks and copyrights,
rendering opinions as to scope and validity ot
patents, securing patents abroad, prosecuting
and defending infringement suits, ete. It
charges nothing for information, and very

moderate fees for services.
Address,
PRESS CLAIMS COMPANY,
No. 618 F St., N. W_,
Washington, D. C.
JOHN WEDDERBURN,

oct 17-tf - General Manager.

NOTICE,

I WANT every man and woman in the United
States interested in the Opium and Whisky
habits to have one of my books on these dis-
eases. Address B. M. Woolley, Atlanta, Ga.
Box 382, and one will be ~ent you free.

10 MY FRIENDS

Aud the Public Generally.

I have rented the stable on Water street
known as the Club stable, and am prepared, at
my Sale and Feed Stable, to board horses by
the month, week or day, at reasonable prices;
also to furnish saddle and driving h orses,

double and single.

1 can furnish you a nice turn-out—Surry,

Buggies, Buck-Boards, etc., all in style.
accommodated at moderate prices.

Parties wanting first-class turnouts can be

Fine horses always kept for sale.

Hoping to receive a share of your patronage

and gnaranteeing satisfaction, I am
Respectfully,

mar 13-tf R. A. CLEMMER.

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 to children that

I recommend it as superior toany prescription

known to me.” 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 endorse 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 so as it has invariably produced beneficia?
results,”

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

Tk CENTAUR COMPANY, 77 MUrRAY STREET, NEW YORK Crry

WHEN | WAS A BOY.

Once all things on earth
Were for pleasure and mirth.
Each morn I awoke to new joy.
I loved all God gave
And had nothing to crave,
In those days when I was a boy.

For in those sweet days
I knew naught of the craze
That money has made in my brain.
1 loved the things pure
That will always endure
And cared not for losses or gain.

The song of the bees,-
Of the birds in the trees,
Of the brook that murmured in gles,
All entered my heart
And were there made a part
Of the anthems that life sang to me.

By measure of time

I am now in my prime,
With cares of life’s hurry and strife,
. And I know that the joy

That I felt when a boy
Will never more enter my life.

When time bids me go
From the world here below
To the land of eternity’s joys,
I hope God above
In his infinite love
Will make me just one of his boys.
—Buffalo Express.

A DIVORCE SUIT.

Little Dick stopped short, executed a
sort of pigeon wing, snorted, humped
his back a little as though about to
buck, then he stood still, puffing nerv-
ously, and with head high in air and
his tawny ears cocked forward indicat-
ed ‘‘danger’’ as plainly as a well train-
ed bird dog shows the near presence of
game in the covert.

A sharp thrill shot through Boston’s
frame as for a fleeting second he thought
““Indians!’’ But very brief reflection
told him that under present circum-
stances—the reds having been very re-
cently thrashed and sent back to their
reservation as children spanked and sent
to bed—was impossible, yet he pulled
his winchester from its scabbard with
some celerity, and his voice was not
quite clear as he asked :

‘““What is it, Dick?”’

The cayuse snorted again and trem-
bled slightly, and then his rider saw
what alarmed him. A big black bear
was just coming from behind a sharp
turn in the canyon, at a place known as
‘‘the Elbow,’”’ some 50 yards from
where Dick had halted. He was not
such a very big bear, comparatively
speaking, but there are circumstances
under which even a small bear assumes

alarming proportions, and this one, ap- |
pearing suddenly as he did, seemed about |

as big as an ox.

He was about as much !

surprised, however, as Boston was, 80 |
| kicked him.”

much so that in his astonishment he for-
got all discretion, and rearing up on his
hind feet ambled toward the horseman,
with the cbvious intention of hugging
him.

Boston was a bit ‘‘rattled,’’ for he

had never before encountered a bear

alone, but his nerve did not desert him.
‘‘Steady, Dicky boy, steady!”’ ho said
gently as he sprang from the saddle and
rested his rifle across its pommel. In a
trice he had bruin covered where he
wanted him, just under the left shoul-
der, and then he began pumping lead.
At the first shot the bear saw his error
and came down on all fours for the sake
of speed, but he was too late. Boston
had his range, and at the third shot Mr.
Bear fell into the road in aheap and be-
gan kicking the dust and biting himself
in his death struggle.

Presently, as his slayer leaned over
him and congratulated himself on his
marksmanship, there came a fresh sur-
prise that caused. Boston to whirl on
his heel and stand panting, peering all
about to see whence had come that trem-
bling, unmistakably feminine voice in
the query:

‘“Oh, sir, are you sure he’s quite
dead?”’

Boston rubbed his eyes and looked
again. There she was, the owner of the
voice, standing with clasped hands on
the highest point of ‘‘the Elbow’’ and
looking down at him appealingly.

““Tenderfoot. Pretty, too, by Jove!”’
thought Boston. But he said very
sharply, for he did not like sudden
shocks:

‘““‘What on earth are you doing up
there?”’

‘“Are you sure he’s quite dead?’’ the
fair tenderfoot responded irrelevantly.

““To be sure he is,”” was the short re-
ply as the bear slayer gave his fallen foe
a vicious kick.

The stranger disappeared, coming
again into view just where bruin had
first shown himself to Boston’s star-
tled eyes. The latter had somewhat re-
covered himself and repented his seem-
ing rudeness, and as he advanced to
meet her, his handsome head uncovered,
the lady could not help noting what a
romantic appearance he had.

“I—I'm so glad you came,’’ she fal-
tered as he came up to where she had
stopped and was leaning against the
rock. ‘“I've been up there ever since
about 11 o’clock, and it must be quite 5
by now.”’

‘‘ But—er—how’’—

“‘Oh, I went up there to sketch, and
when I started to come down there was
that horrid bear, right at the bottom of
the rock! Ugh!”’

““Did he see you?”’

““No; if he had just looked at me, I
should have died, I know! Ishan’t dare
go out again in that way, all alone.”’

‘““You don’t seem to have lost your
nerve very badly,”’ said Boston, looking
at her admiringly. How pretty she was,
and what a figure, to be sure! ‘‘Er—
pardon me, but where are you stop-
ping?’’ he queried.

““Over at Mr. Wheatley’s. I am Mrs.
Harlan,”” answered the fair rescued.

“Yes? I am—or was, back in the
States—Mr. Bendixon. Out here,’’ and
he smiled grimly, “I am Boston, be-
cause probably I donot come from there.
By the way, where is your horse? I am
going to Mr. Wheatley’s to get a wagon
to bring in Mr. Bear, and I will see you
safely home, although there’s probably
not another bear within 50 miles of
here.”’ :

But Mrs. Harlan had come out afoot,
the Wheatley ranch house being only
about a mile distant, so they walked
over together, Dick ambling along in
the rear with his usual meekness.

When they returned for the bear, Mrs.
Harlan mounted a horse, and nothing
daunted rode back to the scene of her
scare, despite the protestations of Mrs.
Wheatley, who had been worrying about
her ever since she had failed to appear
at the luncheon hour. If she was charm-
ing on foot, she was doubly so on horse-
back, Boston thought, as he compared
this tenderfoot with the Gila girls, who
all rode splendidly in their way, but
were not, as a rule, particularly grace-
ful in the saddle, or out of it, for that
matter.

Fred Bendixon was still thinking of
the charming tenderfoot as, after taking
dinner with the Wheatley’s, he rode
slowly homeward through the gathering
darkness. He had been in New Mexico
three years now, and she was the only

civilized being, as Ne TO1Q MIIHse1r, cuay
he had talked with in all that time.
She was really delightful, he decided.
Were it not for her vivacity, she would
be much like—

‘“Bah!”’ said Bendixon, so viciously
that Dick gave a little jump. “‘I wish
she weren’t.*’

For the last year he had given less
thought to her—that proud, stately girl

who had ruined his life; that creature !

with the Madonna face and the deep,
serious eyes that gazed steadily into his
and protested passionate devotion while
their owner’s lips lied straightforwardly
and solemnly declared her love for him.
That was before his father’s failure and
the loss of most of his fortune. Then—

‘““Bah! D--n her!” said her self ex-
iled victim as he dug a spur into poor
Dick and turned the unwilling little

beast off the home trail aund on to the |

one that led to the little 1:ining camp, |

three miles away. ‘‘We’ll forget her,
Dick,’’ he added gently, feeling a pang
of remorse for hurting his pet.

* * * * * *

He entered the camp saloon quietly,
merely nodding to two or three miners
and a couple of his own cowboys who
spoke to him. Fred Bendixon was not a
‘‘sociable’’ chap, according to the south-
western acceptance of the term, until he
had had a few drinks and forgot what
had brought him where he was.

One of the Three Line outfit’s men
was talking to the bartender, and Boston
listened to him, carelessly at first, but
presently with interest.

‘““‘Seen that tendahfoot heifer th’'t’s
stayin ovah t’ Wheatley’s t’'day, Dan—
an say, boy, she’s a sho’ rampageous
beaut, she is. I wasridin through Wind
canyon, an jes’ comin out intuh th’ val-
ley, w’en all of a suddint I meets up
with ’er, an her afoot. She says, ‘Good
mornin, sir!’ by gad, an smiled ’s sweet
’s ef I was th’ Dook o’ Bilgewater, an I
was that rattled I most £’rgot I had m’
hat on an c¢'d ha’dly say ‘Mornin!’ an,
say, my heart beat fast f’r a hour.”’

““Who is she, Pete?’’ asked the bar-
boy, with languid interest.

““Cousin 'r somethin o’ Mis’ Wheat-
ley. Come out yere f’r t’ git a de-vorce
fr'm ’er ole man. Wheatley tole Pel
Hynes, an Pel tole me. Guess Mis’
Wheatley ’d ruin Wheat’s face ef she
knowed he piped it.”’

So this fresh faced girl, hardly more
than 20, had had her sorrows too! From
that moment Fred Bendixon felt drawn
to her. She was braver than he, he re-
flected, for she concealed her griefs un-
der the cloak of well assumed cheerful-
ness, while he—well, every one knew
that, as one citizen phrased it, ‘‘Boston
had a sho’ nough kick comin, ef ’enevah
does le’ go of it—1likely some heifer done

Bendixon called upon his new ac-
quaintance the next day, aud they had
a long ride together on the Silver City
trail, Boston showing her the points of
interest—that is, where this or that per-
son bad been murdered by Indians or
Mexicans, or where Jones or Smith had
been held up once upon a time. There
was little else, beyond an occasional
view at a distance of some spot made
historical by the Jesuits, with whom the
history of the country began. It was
late when they returned to the ranch.

““‘Let me thank you for a very, very
pleasant day,’’ said Mrs. Harlan softly,
as Bendixon, declining her invitation
to join the group in the gallery, bade
her ‘‘good night’’ at the gate. ‘‘It is so
pleasant to meet some one—that is’’—

‘“The obligation is on my side, Mrs.
Harlan,”’ answered Bendixon, with the
glamour of the southern moon, if he had
only known it, hovering about his un-
covered head. ‘‘Do you know what three
years without the pale of civilization
mean to one who—good night, Mrs.
Harlan.”’

‘‘Good night.”” And she stood watch-
ing his retreating figure, noting how
superbly he sat his horse, but forgetful
of the abruptness of his departure.

“Divinely handsome,’’ she though$
complacently, ‘‘and delightful company.
Since he has so little to do, I don’t
think it will be such a dull time, after
all.”’ :

‘‘Harlan must be a brute,’’ thought
the one time unsusceptible Bendizon as
Dick galloped up the trail, ‘‘or else he’s
a fool. Probably he’s both, for an intel-
ligent brute couldn’t fail to come under
the influence of a woman like that.’’

She had asked him to call the next
day, and he had promised to do so—
gladly at the time. As he rode home,
however, he asked himself: ““Why? To
what end?’”’ But his hungry soul an-
swered, ‘‘For the sake of intelligent
companionship while you may have it.”’
And of course ho went, not only that
day, but the next, and thereafter there
were few days during the next two
months that they did not see each other.

* * * * * *

The rains had been very light that
season, and hardly a cattleman, or, for
that matter, any cne else, but was well
nigh in despair. Cattle by scores lay
dead on the plains and in the valleys—
dead for want of food and water. Not
so many of Bendixon’s. His were unu-
sually well provided for, but hardly an
outfit in the county but counted its loss
by hundreds, and even thousands.

““It’11 come heavily, though, when it
does come,’’ said Boston to Mrs. Har-

lan, as together they rode one hot after-
noon through Wind canyon on their way
to call upon a sick man at the Two Bar
X ranch. ““You never saw a storm in
this country, did you? Well, it is some-
thing worth seeing and keeping out of
the way of. Itcomes up snddenly—very
—and the rain falls in chunks for a lit-
tle while, then it suddenly ceases, and
one thinks that’s the end of it, but it
isn’t. Presently the canyonsand ravines
become flooded with water, and each
one becomes the bed of a torrent.

have seen rocks weighing tons carried
down through them by the wall of wa-
ter. As a matter of fact—by Jove!’’ he
interrupted himself suddenly, ‘‘that
storm we noticed over in the Burro
mountains awhile ago is coming this
way.”’

Ho was right. Inside of five minutes
the storm had broken over them, and
they had to seek what shelter was afford-
ed by the lee of a rock that partially
overhung the trail. The storm was over
presently, the clouds, apparently with-
out any impelling breeze, passing over
quickly and leaving the clarified atmos-
phere and a dim rainbow as reminders
of their visitation.

““Come,”’ said Bendixon, ‘‘we must
hurry and get back to where we can
strike the hills. Hurry!”

Mrs. Harlan looked at him quizzically.
“The idea!’’ she said.

And |
the waterways on the lower levels—I |

“I do believei

you’re guying me.’’ And unassisted she |
mounted her horse and was off up the
canyon before her companion could pro- |

test.

In a moment he was after her.
saw him coming as she glanced behind
her, but she only laughed merrily and
urged her horse the faster. But little
Dick had other accomplishments besides
docility and intelligence. He could run,
and ho rap now, so_that presently ho

She

was alongside Mrs. Harian's mouirt.
‘““Come!” cried Bendixon hoarsely.
““There is no time. Turn your hc se!l”’

Mrs. Harlan, seeing the look in his eyes, !

tried to obey, but her horse had his
head and she could not stop him. She
turned a white, scared face toward
Bendixon, and he, nudging Dick a bit
closer to the gray, reached- out his arm,
grasped the slight form firmly, then
‘““Back, Dicky, back!”’ —and Dick,
wheeling like lightning, was running
like an antelope, despite his double load,
down the canyon.

‘“How silly we are!”’ ejaculated Mrs.
Harlan as they reached the top of one of
the hills back near the canyon’s mouth,
and Bendixon released her. ‘I think
you'retryling tofrighten me. Really’’—

‘‘Hush !”’ said her companion solemn-
ly. ‘‘Do you hear that?’’

The rocks of the canyon echoed a low,
terrible roar, now loud, now more sub-
dued, as the great body of water found
a narrow or a wide passage. It came
rapidly nearer. Mrs. Harlan, alive now
to the possible danger she had escaped,
sat with ears and eyes alert wondering
how long—

Just then her horse came in sight,
turning a bend a quarter of a mile
above, racing for his life, and behind
him, not 100 yards, came a rolling,
tumbling wall of water 40 feet high.
Tensely they watched the unequal race,
but not for long. In a few seconds the
flood overtook the poor animal, and
presently, a shapeless mass, he was roll-
ed by them in the torrent, along with
all the rocks and debris at the forefront
of the watery avalanche.

““Now,”” began Bendixon,
see, ’__

But his companion did not see. She
was crying.

It was too much for Bendixon. Ina
second he was beside her, his arms were
about her, and she finished her cry on
his shoulder. And that afternoon they
told their stories to each other—just
enough for each to know that the other
had suffered—as, the woman awkward-
ly sitting sidewise on Dick, and the
man walking beside, they went back to
the Wheatley place together.

* * * *

uyon

* *

““Some duck gives it out t’ me,’’ said
Dan, the bartender, to one of Bendix-
on’s men who dropped in one quiet
evening, ‘‘th’t Boston’s got a riv’l over
t’ Wheatleys.”’

Boston’s men were loyal, and this one
merely gave the bartender an inquisi-
tive look.

‘‘Ya-as,”’ continued Dan, setting up
the whisky bottle, ‘I gits it straight
th’t this bloke is th’ same one th’t her
an ’er ol man splits up on, an th’t she’s
go’n t’ marry ’im soon’s she gits er de-
vorce.’’

Mr. Bendixon’s cowhand merely
vouchsafed noncommitally, ‘‘Th’ hell!’’
and went out to where his cayuse was
tied, mentally resolving, however, to
learn more about the matter.

* * * * * *

Boston had met the distinguished
looking stranger two or three times, but
tonight he noticed, or thought he no-
ticed, for the first time a certain con-
straint in the manner of his sweetheart
toward himself, and a vague, wonder-
ing jealousy took possession of him.
Who was this fellow Bement anyway
—this gray haired, blase man cf the
world? What was he doing at the
Wheatleys? He had not thought to ask
—rather he had had no opportunity.

It was late when he started home-
ward and began wondering over these
things, and there came a sudden pang
as he remembered that he had not had
a chance to say his lover’s good night to
Bertha.

‘‘She might have made an opportuni-
ty,’’ he said to himself. Then, sudden-
ly halting Dick: ““Poor little girl! She
has to be careful, of course. That fellow
may be her—that is, Harlan’s lawyer. "’
And wondering why he had not thought
of this before he wheeled Dick and rode
quietly back toward the ranch. He
would zee the light in her window at
least.

He saw his arm about her—that man
Bement’s. He could see them plainly as
they walked slowly toward him—him,
her dupe, who was supposed to be near-
ly home by now. They came directly on.
They would pass close by the clump of
brush where he and his horse were con-
cealed. He heard the woman say :

“‘How shocked Cousin Mattie and
Horace will be when they find we're
gone! And Bendixon—poor fellow, he’ll
be awfully cut up! He’s tried to make
it so pleasant for me this summer.”’

A rush of horse’s hoofs—a whirring,
sinnous something that clasped them
both—and a frightened, frantic pony,
with a frenzied rider, dashed across the
valley and up a rocky canyon,dragging at
the end of a lariat a squirming, séream-
ing mass, whose cries were soon stilled.

* * * * * *

“Let ’em go!’’ said old man Wheatley,
who rode over to camp next morning to
see if he could get any trace of the sup-
posed fugitives. ‘‘Good riddance, I says,
when we finds her note this mornin, but
why’n thunder didn’t they take no bag-
gage,an why’d they go afoot? Iwouldn’t
’a’ keered f’r a couple o’ hosses.”’

* * * * * *

In a little mining camp in New Mex-
ico the landlord of the hotel pointed
out to me a dirty, dejected looking
specimen of the genus bum. ‘That there
feller’s got a hist’ry. Few years back ’e
had a good ranch up country a piece an
was well fixed. Well, he got stuck on a
grass widder th’t was stayin with one
o’ th* neighbors, an I reckon they had
it all fixed up when along comes a sho’
star lookin jay fr’m back east, an him
an th’ grass widder turns up missin.
Ever’body thought they’d skipped, but
the’r bodies—what was left of ’em—
was found in a ol’ d’serted shaft a few
months later. An Boston he h’ain’t nev-
er be’n right sence. He’s tried ranchin
an minin an gamblin, but it don’t do
no good. Poor ol’ Boston! He’s a sho’
‘nough all time loser.’’—Lester Ketch-
um in San Francisco Argonaut.

Child Language.

Does anybody know of children who
today use a language apart in the com-
munication of their thoughts, a language
that puzzles linguists, and yet is under-
stood thoroughly by the youngsters?
There was a remarkable case some years
ago in Albany. Two boys of a well
known family—the father was a cele-
brated politician—whenever they talked
together used invariably—that is, in the
presence of other members of the family
-—a language that was not to be discov-
ered among pagan or Christian people.
The boys never gave an explanation aft-
er they reached the age of 15 or 16. Up
to that age they chattered with volubil-
ity in this singular tongue. Here is an
instance that points toward the sanity
of the theory advanced by Charles God-
frey Leland in ‘‘Gypsy Sorcery:’’ ‘‘I be-
lieve that a company of children left
entirely to themselves would form and
grow up with a language which in a
very few years would be spoken fluent-
ly.’—Boston Journal

i
i

!

THE SHERIFF'S IMPULSE. 7 1

It Was Prompted hy Chivalry, but There
Was No Reciprocity.

It was a dull day, even for Alexan-
dria. A chill wind, rustling the dead
leaves, twirled in the open doorway and
about the reluctant form of the little
deputy sheriff.

‘I called, Miss ——,”’ he begun.

“I understand,’’ the young girl in-
terrupted quietly. ‘‘Come in.’”” Andshe
closed the door.

Nervously clutching his hat, he fol-
lowed her into the parlor.

‘‘Nothing is exempt,’’ she continued
as she pushed aside the faded silk cur-
tains to admit the waning daylight,
“but this vase,’’ pointing to a bit of
porcelain on a table near by, ‘‘the last of
my mother’s wedding gifts.”” With the
conscious expression of a recognized vil-
lain he further itemized on a shabby tab-
let all other visible flotsam of a past
luxury.

*If you’ll do the other rooms, miss,”’
he suggested deprecatingly, ‘‘then no-
body needn’t be disturbed.’

‘“Thank you,’’ she assented, and grate-
ful tears filled her eyes as she took the
list from his hands.

“ *Tain’t the law,’’ he reflected when
she had gone, ‘‘but it cert’n’ly ain’t no
great sin.”’ Twice he had done this er-
rand of justice, and his respectful pity
for the girl and her people knew no
bounds. Now as he sat there alone,
smoothing the band of his hat, his nat-
urally sluggish brain was active with
sympathy. Suddenly -his sparse little
figure grew expansive and alert, ani-
mated by a chivalrous impulse such as
prompted Raleigh to cast his cloak nn-
der the queen’s feet. He would make a
clear path for her and hers across this
mire of debt and poverty. -

‘““‘Everything is there,’’ she said, re-
turning and handing him the tablet.
““You are very thoughtful and kind. "’

‘I hope, miss, things can be fixed,”’
he ventured, ‘‘as they was before?”’

“‘Impossible,”” she replied, growing
pale. Her troubled face made his heart
ache.

“I’m going to quit this sorry trade,”’
he burst out. ‘‘Ion’y done it thisawhile
’canse I had toget alivin; but,’’ bright-
ening visibly, ‘‘“my aunt at Blue Ridge
depo’ she died las’ week, an she lef’
farm an cattle an money all to me.”’

‘“That is good,’’ interposed the girl,
gathering courage from his tone.

‘‘Maybe you’ll be mad, miss,’’ he went
on, ‘‘but I wish mightily you all could
share this win'fall of mine. There’s
your maw,’’ eagerly. ‘‘She’d be like
another lady in the mountain air, with
fresh milk, an eggs an ridin round, an
your paw, he could rest up, an maybe
take heart, for a new scheme, if—if”’—
with a gasp—‘‘you’d on’y marry me.”’

Astonishment, indignation, amuse-
ment, in turn overwhelmed her. ‘‘I can-

not do that,”’ she answered, quickly :

flushing, ‘‘but you are very good to
think of us.”’

““I meant no harm, miss,’’ he mutter-
ed, and hurriedly departed.

‘“What a fool,”” he commented once
outside, ‘‘to go an forget the difference,
just because I wanted to help her!”’

‘““What a situation!”’ mused the girl
as the hall door closed abruptly. *‘Fancy
the little sheriff, out of sheer good heart-
edness, wanting to levy on my exist-
ence.’’—Washington News.

Mr. Dana on the Bible.

What books ought you toread? There
are some books that are indispensable—
a few books. Almost all books have
their use, even the silly ones, and an
omnivorous reader, if he reads intelli-
gently, need never feel that his time is
wasted even when he bestows it on the
flimsiest trash that is printed, but there
are some books that are absolutely in-
dispensable to the kind of education
that we are contemplating and to the
profession that we are considering, and
of all these the most indispensable, the
most useful, is the Bible. There is no
book from which more valuable lessons
can be learned. Iam considering it now
not as a religious book, but as a manual
of utility, of professianal preparation
and professional use for a journalist.
There is perhaps no book whose style is
more suggestive and more instructive,
from which you learn more directly that
sublime simplicity which never exag-
gerates, which recounts the greatest
events with solemnity, of course, but
without sentimentality of affection;
none which you open with such confi-
dence and Ilay down with such rever®
ence. There is no book like the Bible.
When you get into a controversy and
want exactly the right answer, when
you are looking for an expression, what
is there that closes a dispute like a verse
from the Bible? What is it that sets ap
the right principle for you, which pleads
for a policy, for a cause, so much as the
right passage of Holy Scripture?—From
a Lecture on ‘“The Art of Newspaper
Making.”’

The English Ironmonger.

In England the iron monger thinks so
highly of his business that an applicant
who desires to master its secrets must
pay a preminm for the privilege. An
agreement, drawn up with much form
and executed in parchment, is signed
and sealed, by which the apprentice is
bound for at least two years. He usually
makes his home with his master. When
the time specified has expired, the ap-
prentice blossoms into an assistant and
is required to wear an apron, usually of
some dark colored material. He must be
very profuse in expressing thanks to cus-
tomers. The prescribed form in serving
after a want has been supplied is to in-
quire: “‘Is there anything more I may
have the pleasure of doing for you?’’ or,
‘““Madam,”’ or ‘‘Sir, where may I have
the pleast~e of sending this?’’ as, no
matter the size of the parcel, ‘‘madam,”’
or - “‘sir’’ would not think of carrying
it. The work hours of the assistant are
usually 8 a. m. to 7 p. m., with one
hour’s allowance for dinner and 80
minutes for tea. The wages vary accord-
ing to ability. The average per week is
from £2 to £3.—Hardware.

Tn hissixth and last lecture (deliverea
in Amecrica in 1872) Froude defended
himself and answered his critics thus:
‘‘My ‘History or England’ has been com-
posed from perhaps 700,000 documents,
nine-tenths of them in different manu-
scripts and in half a dozen 'anguages. 1
have been unable to trust primwed copies,
for the manuscripts often tell stories
which the printed versions have con-
cealed. I have been unable to trust
copyists. I haveread everything myself.
I have made my own extracts from papers
which I might never see a second time.
I had to condense pages into single sen-
tences, to translate, to analyze, and
have had afterward to depend entirely
on my own transcript. Under such con-
ditions it is impossible for me to an-
swer that no reference has been mis-
placed and no inverted comma fallen to
the wrong weords. I have done my best
to be exact, and no writer can undertake
mare. ”’—Current: Literature.

A VENETIAN PALACE.

ROBERT BARRETT BROWNING’S BEAU-
TIFUL HOUSE.

A Building Filled With Memories and
Relics of Two Poets Dear to Thonsands.
The Owner Regards All Visitors as His
Guests and Is Unusually Kind.

On the Grand canal at Venice there is

; a singularly interesting group of build-

ings. First, at the corner of the small
canal which every tourist traverses on
his way to and from the station is the
great red pile known as the Palazzo Fos-
cari. It is now used as a sort of business
college, and young Venetians learn
bookkeeping in the banquet halls of the
old doge. Next to it are two gray and

. ancient buildings, leaning against each

other and the Foscari for support. They
form one of the Gustiniani palaces and
harbor a mosaic factory. Beyond is a
solid and rather gloomy looking build-
ing somewhat aloof from the neighbors
and with a broad semicircular flight of
steps leading from the pillared entrance
down into the water of the Grand canal.
The posts outside for the convenience of
the gondolas are pajnted a dull brown in
contrast with the blue and white posts
of the other palaces. High iron gates
close the entrance.

The first trip you make on the watery
highway of Venice your curiosity will
be satisfied in regard to this palace, if
on no other point, for every gondolier
knows the Browning palace. Get him to
poke the nose of his gondolas between
those brown posts, and if the custodian
is not in sight ring the bell beside the
iron gates. A rather crabbed looking
man will let you in, and with a gruff-
ness which is only, as it were, skin deep
tell you to go through the court and up
the broad staircase at the rear.

In the court you will find a bronze
statue of a beautiful woman, about
whose nude body a serpent has ceiled its
folds. She holds its head to her bosom
and looks at it with a strange fondness.
If you like speculation, you will begin
to wonder what manner of man it is
who modeled this figure, and you will
climb the staircase with more than ever
of anticipation, for the sculptor is Rob-
ert Barrett Browning, the sole heir to
the names of two great poets and the
master of the house you have come to
see.
At the top of the broad stairs the cus-
todian will be waiting for you at the
doors leading into a great hall with a
high frescoed ceiling by Tiepolo and a
polished wood floor. If you are as young
as it is to be hoped you are, you will
take an experimental whirl across this
shining expanse while the custodian’s
back is turned. Result, an envious sigh
when he announces that this is the salle
du bal. You sigh again even more wist-
fully when he tells you that a few years
ago Emma Eames spent a month as a
guest in this palace, and that every even-
ing she sang to her host and his friends
as they sat in the great easy chairs you
see on that island of rugs at the other
end of the hall. As if it were not
enough to have this delightful old pal-
ace without also having one of the great
singers of the world come and fill it
with music! You become more than
ever orthodox on the subject of ‘‘to
whom that hath shall be given.’”

The custodian unwittingly helps to
ground you in the faith by leading youn
through one apartment after another,
filled with beautiful old wood carving,
old frescoes, inlaid cabinets and pic-
tures and statues by the owner of it all.
More interesting than the works of art,
however, are the reminders of the two
poets whose personalities are so dear to
thousands of people. Here is a bust of
Elizabeth Barrett Browning, modeled
by her son, and her portrait by the same
careful hand, and there is an earlier
portrait of her, more beautiful than
those one generally sees, and a bust of
her as a young girl, with the curls in
the same way that she wore them all
her life. In one corner is the small writ-
ing desk she used, and near it is the
bust of her husband. In a small alcove
is a reproduction of a memorial tablet
in Florence.

One is surprised to find how livable this
‘big palace has been made. In the first
place, the owner in addition to the kind-
ness of permitting people to visit the
house has added the courtesy of regard-
ing them as probably honest. Most
“‘show”’ houses are scrupulously swept
and garnished of everything which
makes them homelike and real. They
contain a barren array of chairs, tables,
and so on, but that is all. Mr. Brown-
ing has been kinder to the visitors,
whom he evidently regards as in a way
his guests. There are books on the table,
there is music on the rack in the music
room, and there are interesting photo-
graphs of his father and mother. He
makes you feel as if he understood why
you came and was glad. You look at his
own photograph with a kindly interest
and are not sorry, after all, that he has
a palace, and that Emma Eames came
and sang to him.

He is, as shown by this photograph, a
man of 30 or 85, with dark hair, which
in your present kindly mood you regret
to see so thin on top. He has a dark
mustache and seems a well built fellow,
quite as capable of riding across country
as of painting the pictures and model-
ing the statues with which the adjoin-
ing hall is filled.

The dining room, looking out on the
canal, has a fine big fireplace, lined
with polished brass. You long to see
how the light would dance in it. The
butler’s pantry adjoining is as large as
the dining room itself, and the walls
are covered with row after row of polish-
ed china and glass. The library is being
made over to suit this fastidious young
man and will be most attractive with
the old carved pillars and woodwork he
has picked up, he knows where. The
floor above is occupied by bedrooms,
while the ground floor is the home of
the custodian, the ‘‘boathouss,’”’ and
general storeroom.—Venice Cor. New
York Sun.

The Novelist’s Refuge.

““I can’t bring my fagged out fancy
up to the point of portraying the culmi-
nating love scene between the hero and
heroine of this story,’’ soliloquized the
gifted novelist, ‘‘and I'll just say ‘the
interview between Roderick and Penel-
ope, those true hearts so sorely tried,
now so happily reunited at last, may be
safely left to the reader’s imagination.’
This may be a little disappointing to the
reader, but it flatters him and saves lots
of work. There’s cheating in all trades
but ours,’’ continued the gifted novel-
ist, making a row of stars across the
page, adding a quotation from Byron
and writing the words, ‘“The end.’’—

‘It seems funny,’” says the Manay .
philosopher, ‘‘that a boy can go to Sun-
day school alone, but it usnally takes a
father and mother, a grandmother and
a couple of aunts’to take him to the cir-
cus. "’—Philadelphia Record.

A Queer Recipe.

In an old black letter translation of
Albertus Magnus the donkey figures in
the following cxtraordinary ; recipe:
“Take an Adder’s skyn, and Auri pig-
mentum, and greeke pitch of Reupiriti-
cum, and the waxe of newe Bees, and
the fat or grease of an Asse, and breake
them all, and put them all in a dall
seething pot full of water, and make it
to seeth at a glowe fire, and after lot it
waxe cold, and make a taper, and every
man that shall see light of it shall seeme
headlesse. "—Gentleman’s Magazine.

MrsAre Visiting Lists Too Long?
. de Fashion (average socief
making her round of calls ovﬁtighdtz
average society friends)—Is Mrs. Wig.
gins Van Mortlande at home?

Servant—No, madam, she’s—

Mrs. de Fashion—Please hand her my
card when she returns.

Servant—She won’t return, madam.
She was buried a month ago.—New
York Weekly. .

BICKLE & HAMRIC

UNDERTAKING  PARLOR

NOS.11 AND 13 W. FREDERICK STREET,
NEXT TO JESSER'S

We keep constantly on hand +he flnest stock

of goods in our line aver seen in the city ot

Staunton. All the latest styles and noveltles.
Calls attended day and night.

FUNERAL OUTFITTED

in every detail and under careful personal at
tention

BI
s L4 CELE & HAMRICK

N os. and W.Frederick St.

—

CHURCH DIRECTORY.

First Presbyterian Church, on Frederick S
between New and Market streets, services
I1a.m. and 8p. 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, Main 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, 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 Main and Frederick streets

Services at 11a. m. and 8 p. m. Pastor. R
H. F. Shealy. s

Baptist church, corner Main and Washing
ton streets. Scrvices at 11 a. m. ana 8 p. m
Pastor, Rev. W. J. E. Cox.

St. Francis Roman Catholie, North Auguste
street, Mass at 7and 10.30 a. m. Vespers and
benediction of Most Blessed Sacrament at
p.m. Pastor, Rev. Father McVerry.

Young Men’s Christian Association, corner

Main and Water streets. Services at 4 p. m.
Sunda .

DIRETORY OF LODCES,
MASONIC LODGE,
Staunton Lodge No.13, A. F.and A. M., meets
every second 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 1emple, on Main street. W. W. Me
Guffin, High Priest; A. A. Eskridge, Sec'y.

ODD FELLOWS' LODGE.:

Staunton Lodge, No. 45, 1. 0. 0. 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 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, 1. 0. G. T., meets every Frida;:
) ¥y night
in their lodge room over Wayt's drug store on

Main street. A.S. Woodhouse, Chief Templ:
F. B. Kennedy, Sec’y. 3 i

DISTRICT LODGE.

GN% 22, L. 0. G. T., meets every three months
. C. Shipplet¢, D. C. T.: S.
District Secrl)'etnry. Tt O B Duaborsin

ROYAL ARCANUM.

Augusta Council, No. 490, Royal Arcanum
meets every second and fourth Tuesday in the
month, at Pythian Hall, Main street. Ww. w.
Robertson, Regent; Jos. B. Woodward, Seo-
retary.

SONS OF TEMPERANCE

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

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

UNIFORMED RANK, KNi:GHTS OF
PYTHIAS.

E. B. Stuart Division, No. 10, meets second
and fourth Mondays each moz;tn at Pythian
Hall. Sir Knight Captain, F. B. Berkley; 8

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. C.T.Ham-
mond, Chancellor Commander ; Albes
Keeper of Records and Seal.

KNIGHT TEMPLARS.

Staunton Commandery, No. 8, Knights Tem-
plar, meets first Friday night in every month
in Masonic Temple, on Main street. W. B.
McChesney, Eminent Commander; A. A. E k-
ridge, Recorder.

ONEIDA TRIBE, NO. 88, L. 0. R. M.,

Mcets in their wigwam, in Valz Building
every Wednesday at 7th run 30th breath
setting of the sun. S.S. Peterson, sachemr
James W. Blackburn, chief of records. 4
visiting brothers welcome.

AMERICAN LEGION OF HONOR. °

Valley Council No. 736 meets on the first ana
third Mondays in each month. Commande~
A. 8. Woodhouse; secretary, Dr. J. M. Hange
collector, Isaac C. Morton, Jr.

CATHOLIC HIBERNIAN BENIFICAL}

SOCTETY.]

Meets first Sunday in every month in ther
hall on the church lot. M. T. B 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. Mr. J. M. Brereton, director,
J. A. Armentrout, president, and C. Harry
Haines, secretary.

CENTRAL PROHTRITION CLT F.

Meet on Thursday night of each week, 'in tic
ub room, 119 East Main street. Jas. W. Rod-
1y, Acting President; Preston A. Ross, Secre
ary

CHAMBER OF COMMERCE,

Monthly meetings, Fourth Tuesday in the
month at7:30 o’clock. Room in City Hail bulld
ing Isaac Wits, presid t; J.C.Shields, secre

ary.




