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PROFESFIONAL.

JAMES BUMGARDNER, Jr.

J. L. BUMGARDNER. BUDO?H BUMGARDNE!
3. 3. L., & R.BUMGARDNER, ;
ATTORNEYS AND COUNSELLORS AT LAW.

Prompt attention given to all iegal business
entrusted to our hands.

M. PERRY
. ATTORNERY-AT-LAW,
29 East Main Street. STAUNTON, VA,
oct 10-tf

ARTER BRAXTON,
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,
No. 23 8, Augusta St.

Special attention given to collections.

S. W. BARNES,
. ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,

No.j4¢ West Main Street,
sept 27-tf STAUNTON, VA.
W H. LANDES,

. ATTORNEY-AT-LAW
STAUNTON, VA.
No. 2, Court House Square.
aug 9-tf

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

Omice No.4 Lawyers' Row, in rear of Court-

Are you faking StMMONS LIVER REG-
ULATOR, the “KING oF LIVER MEDI-
cINEs?” That is what our readers
want, and nothing but that. It is the

house.
DB.. ‘D. A. BUCHER

DENTIST.
Office in Crowle Building, Room 25, 3rd floor
Office hzglurs from 9 A, M. to 6 P. M.

UGH G. EICHELBERGER,
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,
STAUNTON, VA.
&% Prompt attention to collections.

R. 8. TURK. HENRY W, HOLT.
TURK & HOLT,

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

LAW OFFICES ’
ALEXANDER & TAYLOR,
LAWYERS,
No 6 Lawyers®’ Row,

i
!
may }
|

oct 17-tf

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.. Philadelnhia.

nov zZ8-ivr

J M: QUARLES, i
. ATTORNEP-AT-LAW,

STAUNTON, VA.

Hours for Arrival aad Closing of Mails at Staqy-
ton Postomce.

feb 17, "86-tf

WM. A. PRATT, HueH HoLMES KERR. '
PRATT & KERR, ?
ATTORNEYS-AT-LAW,

No. 17 Court Place, - - Staunton, Va

NOTARY PUBLIC. |

JOS. A. GLASGOW, i

ATTORNEY-AT-LAW. {

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

Building. STAUNTON, VA.
aug 10-tf

DR. H. M. FATTERSON, |
STAUNTON, VA.

Offers his professional services to the citi-
zgns %t Staunton. Office No. 121 East Mtain :
Street. .

H. CROSIER,
. ATTORNEY-AT-LAW.

Office on Courthouse square,
ot STAUNTON, VA. |

Prompt attention %lven to all legal business
sntrusted to him, in State or Federal Courts. |
- in c}e;ote entire time to his profession.
une 1-

E. R. NELSON,
L
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW AND COMMISSIONER N

CHANCERY.
OFFICE No. 10 LAWYERS’ ROW,
jan 4t STAUNTON, VA.

C. BRAXTON
3 ATTORNEY AND COUNSELLOR.

OFFICE.—CrOWLE BgILADING OPPOSITE Y. M.

Special attention given tocorporation and

real-estate law.

6.00 p.

Having closed up all outside business, which
for a year or two interrupted my regular law-
practice, I am now enabled to, and shall, from
ithis 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 I may
possess. {an 18-

18985. The Sun! 18935
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
ANLC UNCHANGING CHAMPION AND DEFENDER OF
POPULAR RIGHTS AND INTERESTS against politi-
cal machineg and monopolies of every charac-
ter. Independent in all things, extreme in
none. It isforgood laws, good government
and good order.

By mail Fifty Cents a month, Six Dollars a
year.

The Baltimore Weekly Sun.

The WEEKLY SUN PUBLISHES ALL THE NEWS
of each week, giving complete accounts of all
events of interest throughout the world. As
an AGRICULTURAL paper THE WEEKLY SON ls
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 eountry, of the pro-
ceedings of farmers’ clubs and institutes, and
the discussion of new methods and ideas in
agriculture. Its MARKET REPORTS, POULTRY
DEPARTMENT and Veterinary column are par
ticularly valuable to country readers. Every
ssue 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.

ARRIVE.

BY C. AND O. RAILROAD.

5 a. m. from north, south, east and west.
9.57 a. m. from west.
2.40 p.imt. from Richmond and intermediate
points.
7.05 p. m. from north, east and seuth.
BY B. AND O. 5
7.22a. m. from Lexington and intermedia
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 Sun-
10a. gly.'from Mt. Meridian, dajly except Sun-
5p. n?y from Middlebrook, daily excepf Sun-
5.30 p‘.”r,r'x. from Monterey, daily except Sunday.
10.30 a. m. froia Sangersville.
CLOSE.
FOR B. AND O.

3,30 a. m. tor Lexington, 6.30 a. m, Harper’s
Ferry and lgomts north.

2.15 a. m. for Harrisonburg, Woodstock and
points north.

1.10 p. m. for Lexington and intermediate

points.
. for Lexington and intermediate

points.
FOR C. AND O.

a. m. and 2,15 p. m. for north, east, south-
p. m. for east, north, south and west.
p. m. for Clifton Forge and intermediate

nts.
p. m. for the west.
STAR ROUTES—DAILY EXCEPT SUNDAY.
. m. for Monterey.

for Middlebrook.

a.
a.m.
p. m. for Mt. Meridian.
p. m.
. m

12.30 p.

for Plunkettsville.
. for Mt. Solon daily,

STAUNTON OFFICE

Opens 7 a. m., closes 7 p. m. Money order
and registry business opens at 8 a. m., closes 6
p.m W.T.McCUE, P. M.

TO INVENTORS.

If you have made an invention you want a
patent. And you wanta good one. There are
various kinds of patents. Some of them are
not worth keeping around the house. They
don’t protect. It is as unsafe to trust to them
as to a lightning rod without a ground con-
nection. That is the kind an inventor is like-
1y to get when he dra'ws up his own specifica-
tions, or trusts the work to an irresponsible
attorney. Itisnot the kind dealt in by the
Press Claims Company.

Do you want to know what the Press Claims
Companyis? Itis asyndicate 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
talent in every hranch of its work. It makes
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, etc. It
charges nothing for information, and very
moderate fees for services.

Address,
PRESS CLAIMS COMPANY,
No. 618 F 8t., 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
Babits to have one of my books on these dis-
eases. Address B. M. Woolley, Atlanta, Ga,
Box 383, and one will be ent you free.

T0 MY FRIENDS

And the Public Generally.

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

1 can furnish you a nice turn-out—Surry,
Buggies, Buck-Boards, etc., allin 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 guaranteeing satisfaction, I am

Respectfully,

mar 13-t 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.

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 toany prescription

known tome.”  H. A. ARCHER, M. D,
111 So. Oxford St., Brooklyn, N, Y.

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

. within easy reach.”
CarLOS MARTYN, D. D.,
New York City.

Castoria.

Castoria cures Colic, Constipation,

Sour Stomach, Diarrheea, Eructation,

Kills Worms, gives sleep, and promotes di
gestion,

‘Without injurious medication.

“For several years I have recommended
your ‘Castoria,’ and shall always continue te
do 80 as it has invariably produced beneficial
results.”

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

'_rnOnruncurm,'ﬂMumrSrnm,N:wYonCrrz

. Fatrface, callbus with kisses of
Proud eyes, which did not melt at their dis-

* 1N SORROW, NOT.iN WRATH. —

tress,
Which feign, but never know a tenderness;
White hands, which I shall never touch again;
Bweet breath, which poisons like a stagnant

fen; g
Rare hair, which hides a serpent in each

tress;
Rich lips, with honeyed falséhood to confess;
I scorn you now, just-as I'loved you then.

Yet, were it given to me to sit above
Your petty world, that I might judge your

shame,
A shame you do not guess the burden of,
In calm, dispassioned judgment I should

nam
The penalty incurred by all your blame:
'Twere only this, that some day you should

love,
—J. Edmund V. Cooke in New York Sun.

IN PRISON FOR DEBT.

The incident which I am going to re-
late happened about 40 years ago.
It was at the time that Antoine

ishing the world, particularly the world
of art, by his productions, so powerfully
conceived -and so fittingly  executed,
which are today to be seen in the Wiertz
museum. Henri Conscience, the cele-
brated Flemish novelist, was at one
time guardian of that musenm.

As a rule, Wiertz would only paint
grand historical and philosophical sub-

jects, but he oceasionally broke his rule
and painted a portrait. The number of
those who solicited the honor of sitting
to him was naturally great. But the
artist did not make the' favor too com-
mon. As a rule, he would only grant it
to his intimate personal friends, or to
agene obe whose physiegnomy attracted
his attention by reason of its peculiarity.

One day he was called on by a wealthy
lawyer named Van Speck, who was anx-
jous to sit for his portrait, and who
came to inquire about Wiertz's terms.

The lawyer bad a pbysiognomy which
was known among artists from Brussels
to Brabant. He was the head of a large
and flourishing business, but was known
to be very miserly. He was niggardly
in all things. There were many rumors
‘current illustrating his stinginess, but
the artist did not care about them.
What conquered Wiertz at once was the
man’s head and face, which he resolved
to put on canvas.

That head was a real delight to the
artist. The top of the skull was bald,
the forehead gathered into many wrin-
kles; the heavy eyelids lay on two eyes
that, little and piercing, gleamed out
like those of a cat. His nose was of ap-
proved Semitic pattern; his lips, prop-
erly speaking, had disappeared and
nothing remained to indicate the posi-
tion they had formerly occupied save a
thin streak of faint red, about as broad
as the edge of a sharp knife. His cheeks
were pallid, and his chin came to a
point. He was clean shaven, and looked
exceedingly sharp and angular as he
posed before the artist.

Wiertz darted a keen glance at his
visitor’s interesting face, and as the
lawyer talked the artist was drawing
him in his mind—the lines, the traits,
and the tout ensemble were secured un-
known to the sitter, who, in fact, did
not suspect that he was sitting for his
picture. Wiertz knew that he would
make a masterpiece of the work.

‘“What are your terms, sir?’’

‘“Ten thousand francs. "’

Whereupon Master Van Speck leaped
out of his chair with surprise at the an-
nouncement. Were it a matter of time
only, he could quite unnderstand that
10,000 francs should be demanded for a
short sitting—in fact, he often charged
so much himself, but to think that he
was going to pay so much to a man for
simply daubing a piece of canvas with
paints of different colors—no, that was
a little too much.

So Wiertz recunsidered the matter, as
he did not wish to lose the opportunity.

‘“Well, sir,”’ he said, ‘‘it is my ordi-
nary price, but as your face interests
me, and I hope to be able to make a
good picture out of it, I don’t mind re-
ducing my terms. How much do yom
value your portrait at. yoarself.’’

The Jawyer offered a ridiculously low
sum, about which the artist disputed—
less for the sake of the money than to
keep his visitor as long as possible, so
as to make the best mental photograph
of him. At last the price of 8,000 francs
was fixed upon, and Van Speck rose to
leave, saying:

‘“When do you want me to come for a
sitting?’’

‘‘Oh, there’s no hurry,’’ replied the
artist. ‘‘Iam very busy at present. If it
makes no difference to you, we will take
® day next week. I'll write and let you
know what day.”’ “

‘*That will suit me very well. Good-
by for the present.’’

As soon as Van Speck had left the
atelier, Wiertz rushed to his easel and
began to sketch feverishly. He knew
that he shonld make a brilliant suocess
of the lawyer’s picture, and he wished
to have it done as soon as possible. He
painted through the day without inter-
mission, and when night closed in the
picture was already in its frame. The
portrait was a living likeness. Van
Speck stared straight at the spectator;
his elbows rested on a. table which was
covered with books, letters, pens—in
short, everything that wonld surround a
lawyer who had posed in his office.

On the following day the artist re-
touched, improved and finished the pic-
ture. Then he had it packed up and sent
to the notary by a porter. ;

#¢Take that to M. Van. Speck, the law-
yer of Rue des Vieux Parchemins,’’ said
he. . “‘Wait till it is opened and bring
an answer back with you.’’

Then Wiertz rubbed his hands glee-
fully. He expected the lawyer to burst
in upon him, auxious to congratulate
him on his brilliant success. But an
hour later the porter returned with the
oase on his back and note in his hand
for the artist.

‘“What’s that?”’ .

**Why, the case opened in the hall,
and M. Van Speck came down to see it.
When he saw the picture, he made an
ugly face—nothing more. He seemed
quite furious. He turned his back on
me und wrote this note. Then he told
me to bring the case back to you; so
I've brought it. You oweme 4 francs.’’

Wiertz dismissed the porter and read
the note:

S1r—I do not believe in letting people make
a daughing stock of me; particularly I object
to an artist doing it. It was agreed thatl
should come to you for sittings and that you
should paint my portrait. Naturally I took it

for granted that it would be done properly.
! You have allowed yourself to act toward me

! with very doubtful taste, and you seem to hint

. ¢hat I am not worth a sitting. It is no less in-
gulting to me than it is contemptible of you.
I wanted my portrait, and here you send me a
thing which bears no resemblance to me. I
am sending it back to you and shall not give
you sittings. I don’t care to have anything
| more to do with an artist who has such a low
idea of the dignity of his profession. Yours,
etc., VAN SPECK.

Wiertz burst into a roar of laughter
when he had finished reading the epistle.

Then he began, in the quiet of his

dead men;

Wiertz, the Belgian artist, was aston-

lawyer 1n languagé which will not pear
repeating. ¥
But he soon recovered his composure
and became convinced that the work
which the lawyer disdained would be
enthusiastically praised by connoissenrs.
To his boisterous anger succeeded qmiet
wrath and a desire to be rev ,"
his insulter.
Suddenly ‘he started, as a brilliant
idea entered his head. The thoughéy
us droll as it was brilliant. With a smile
on his lips he replaced the picture:on
the easel and. began to paint as feverish-
ly as before. In next to no time aeon-
siderable change was noticeable. The
face remained untouched, full of life,
but the attitude became a little less
stiff. The eyes lost somewhat of their
defiant pride, the lips closed still tight-
er, the nose grew a little more hooked
and the chin a little more distinctly
pointed. Then the background was
changed to resemble a prison wall with
agrated cell window. The books, papers

_and pens disappeared, as well as the ta-

ble. They were replaced by a wretched
wooden trestle, on which were a crust
of moldy bread and a bottle of dirty wa-
ter. The rest of the furniture consisted
of a dirty mattress.

The artist entitled this ‘‘In Prison
For Debt’”’ and signed his name in
large, staring characters in a corner of
the canvas.

' Then he hired a carriage, put in the
picture and drove off to find Signor
Melchior, the well known picture dealer
of Rue de la Madeleine, whose window
was always surrounded by admiring
crowds of the people of Brussels. s

“‘I have got-something here for you,
which I think is pretty good. It isa
study of a Shylock head. Will you put
it in your window?"’

! “Certainly,’’ replied the dealer, de-
lighted at the idea of having a real
Wiertz to exhibit in his window, ‘‘when
shall I send for it?’

I have it with me. Come and look
at it.” : o

Melchior was extravagantly delighted.
It was superb. There would be a scram-
ble for such a picture. What was to be
the price? ‘“I don’t know yet,’’ said
Wiertz, who had an idea which he
wanted to work' out. ‘‘Place it well,
and we'll see. If any one inquires abont
it, who seems’ really anxious to buy it,
let me know. "’

‘The picture was immediately placed
in a post of honor in the window and
the crowd soon began to gather. The
next morning all the papers were full of
the new picture which was to be seen
at Melchior’s.

Now it happened that a friend of Van
Speck’s, in passing the window, cast an
eye on the picture. ‘‘Great goodness!’’
he exclaimed, and within five minutes
had informed Van Speck of what he had
seen. That worthy at once hastened
posthaste to the window to convince
himself of what his friend told him.

Yes, it was he. Exactly. *‘‘In Prison
For Debt.’” He, the most respected and
respectable lawyer in Brussels. Was it
possible that such a thing conld be per-
mitted? Pilloried by a beggarly artist
in one of the most public places of the
city. No; that was too much for flesh
and blood. It must be puta stop to im-
mediately. First of all, the artist must
be compelled to withdraw his picture.
Then they would see who would laugh
last.

And the lawyer went off in a fury to
see the artist.

Wiertz was idly lolling about in his
easy chair, smoking an exquisite cigar,
when Van Speck entered, furious, like
an avenging whirlwind. ‘‘How d’yom
do, sir?’’ said the artist to the angry in-
truder. ‘‘To what do Iowe the favor of
your visit? Do you smoke? These are
capital cigars.’’

‘“‘Sir,’’ replied the lawyer, without
deigning to notice the artist’s attempts
at civility, ‘‘let us get our affair settled
promptly, please. At this moment there
is exhibited in Melchior’s window a pic-
ture which attracts the attention of ev-
ery passerby and which is making me
the laughing stock of the town. I want
that stupid nonsense to cease immedi-
ately — immediately, sir, I repeat.
You’ll have the kindness, therefore, to
order the picture to be removed from
the window and brought buack here to
your house. Then I shall know what
steps to take. Do you understand me?’’

““Why, not perfectly, I must confess.
I don’t quite follow. Thera certainly
is a picture of mine in Melchior’s win-
dow, but I cannot see what harm or an-
noyance that can cause yon—in fact, I
fail to understand how it can affect you
in any way. You say it is making you
the laughing stock of the town, but
then’’—

‘‘How dare you try to fool me thus?
That picture, sir, is my portrait!”’

‘“*Your portrait?’’

““Yes, my portrait. Completely and
absolutely mine.”’

‘I beg your pardon. Let us get at the
facts. You came to me and asked me to
paint your portrait, which I at last
agreed to do for the sum of 3,000 francs,
after considerable haggling on your
part. Wishing to do you a pleasure, I
painted you from memory, and thought
I had succeeded pretty well. But you
soon disabused my mind of that idea.
You sent the picture back to me with
the announcement—in writing, if you
please—that there was nothing in com-
mon between your own honorable person
and the picture which I had painted. Is
that so, or is it not?”’ Master Van
Speck, seeing that there was no loop-
hole, remained silent.

““With that,’’ continued Wiertz, ‘‘of
course, I didn’t consider that I had any
obligations toward you, and, of course,
I wanted to get the best possible price I
could for my picture. I was at liberty
to do that, I hope.’

Van Speck took two or three turns
about the room, and then said :

“Look here. I don’t like scandal of
any kind, and I should like to arrange
this matter amicably. I'll pay you the
8,000 francs and will withdraw the hor-
ror from the window.”’

*‘One moment,’’ replied Wiertz, as he
nonchalantly stretched out his feet and
knocked the ash from the end of his
tigar. ‘“You must know that the im-
provements which have been made to
the picture since it left your hands have
considerably augmented its value. It is
an exceedingly fine work and very im-
pressive. It has cost me a lot of work
and study. It did not come of itself. I
may confess, entre nous, that I consider
it to be the most valuable of all my
works. In short, I will not part with it
for 3,000 francs, nor yet for 10,000, nor
even for 12,000. I won’t take anything
less than 15,000 francs.’’

And Wiertz looked at the lawyer with
an earnestness which was crushing.

Van Speck burst forth into loud ejac-
ulation and expostulation.

*‘Fifteen thousand francs! But you
must be mad! Where could you find an
idiot to pay 15,000 francs for such a
fright? It’s scandalous, sir, to push a
man to such extremities, particularly a
man of . my eharacter and standing—an

| atelier. to_exvress his_opinjon of the| eminently resvectable lawyer. a cantain

of the civic guard. f£iIteen tnvusana |

francs! I must say again that you must
be mad.’

“Allow me to interrupt. Youn live
from your legal documents, and you
make as much as youn can out of them.

Ilive from my brush, and I don’t see |

that I am acting in any way reprehen-

#ibly if I try to make as much as I can

out of my painting, especially when I

kmow that it is worth the money. So

the fixed price-is 15,000 francs, sir. Not

a sou less. Take it or leave it, as you
se. ”

““Then I'll leave it, and yon may go
to the’’— The last word was fortunate-
ly cut off short by the violent slamming
of the door; as the enraged lawyer
rushed from the room. His avarice had
got the better of him.

When, however, he reached the
street, Van Speck paused to give aundi-
ence to feelings which were unpleasant,
but which he couldn’t stifle. He reflect-
ed that if the picture remained on view
he would get to be more and more the
langhing stock of all, until at last he
would not be able -to venture his head
out of doors. Such an occurrence must
be prevented at any cost. - It would be
better, after all, to make the best bar-
gain with necessity and submit with all

the calmness possible to the painful in- |

evitable. But 15,000 francs was an enor-
mous price. -It would certainly make
him ill to pay so much. After all, he
was in the snare, and he would have to
submit to his captor’s terms. ‘‘All’s
fair in love and war,’’ sighed he.

He retraced his steps to Wiertz’s

.atelier and entering said:

“I’ve thought the matter over again,
and I’l] accept your terms. I’lltake the
picture at 15,000 francs. Youcan have
the money whenever you like.’’

Wiertz rose slowly from his seat with :

““8ir, you are too good, and I really
ought to thank you warmly for your
generosity. - But do you know, since you
went, out, I, too, have thought the mat-
ter over, and I have had an inspiration. ’’

The lawyer shivered. He began to
feel a wholesome awe of the artist’s
ideas, and he presaged another misfor-
tune.

‘“What idea?’’ he asked anxiously.

““I’ve been thinking that the more my
piocture is seen the more it will gain in
value. I havea great mind to let it stay
in Melchior’s window for a fortnight or
so and then advertise it for a lottery, at
100 sous per ticket. I should also send
it round the town—show it round the
streets. I am sure I should gain greatly
by it.”’

Van Speck looked at Wiertz with
terror.

‘“You would never do that!”’

““Why not? At .100 sous per ticket,
and with public taste in my favor, I
should certainly dispose of a great num-
ber of tickets. I am so sure that it
would be a brilliant success that I
won’t relinquish the idea for less than
80,000 francs—cash down.”’

The unfortunate Van Speck had an-
other access of anger. He felta prompt-
ing to fall on the painter and beat him
to death with his heavy walking stick.
But on second thoughts the lawyer
thought that the artist was a little too
muscular and might possibly save com-
plication by thrashing him, so he decid-
ed to desist. So, instead, he alternately
stormed and besought. It couldn’t be
possible that the artist was so stony as
to pillory him to that extent—make

.him still more of a laughing stock by

sending that miserable caricature round
the streets.*And Van Speck begged his
tormentor to have mercy.

‘‘Here,’’ he gaid, ‘‘is a draft for 30,-
000 francs on my banker. Give me form-
al anthorization to take the picture out
of Melchior’s window.”’

The artist conld not hold out againat
such earnest entreaty, so he finally
yielded.

On the following day he cashed the
check. He retained 8,000 francs, the
price originally agreed upon. The bal-
ance he distributed among the poor.

As to Van Speck, he tore down to
Melchior’s in Rue de la Madeleine, got

- the hated picture, which he took home

with him, and bursting into a fit of
fury he danced wupon :it and then
hagked it with a knife until it was in
rags. All the time he was cursing his
folly which had led him to pay 80,000
francs for a picture to destroy.—Trans-
lated From the French For Short Stories.
"™ Bcience Originated by the Church.

Save some knowledge of medicinal
herbs and special animal products, with |
perhaps a little information about min-
erals, often joined with such observa-
tions of weather signs as enables them
to foresee coming changes, and so ap-
parently to bring rain or sunshine, there
is little to be named as rudimentary soi-
ence among the medicine men—or quasi
priests—of savages. Only when there has
arisen that settled life which yields fa-
cilities for investigation and for truns-
mitting the knowledge gained can we
expect priests to display a character ap-
proaching to the sciemtific. Hence we
pass at once to early civilizations.

Evidence from the books of ancient
India may first be set down. Demonstra-
tion is yielded by it that science was
originally a part of religion. Both as-
tronomy and medicine, says Weber, ‘‘re-
ceived their first impulse from the exi-
gencies of religious worship.’’ More spe-
cific, as well as wider, is the following
statement of Dr. Thibaut: ‘‘The want
of some rule by which to fix the right
time for the sacrifices gave the first im-
pulse to astronomical observations.
Urged by this want the priest remained
watching night after night the advance
of the moon and day after day the al-
ternate progress of the sun toward the
north and the south. The laws of pho-
netics were investigated because the
wrath of the gods followed the wrong
pronunciation of a single letter of the
sacrificial formulas. Grammar and ety-
mology had the task of securing the
right understanding of the holy texts.’’
Further, according to Dutt, ‘‘geometry
was developed in India from the rules
for the construction of altars.’’—Her-
bert Spencer in Popular Science Month-
1y.

Setting the Thanksgiving Table.

The table should be spread with
sowy.napery, the glass and silver pol-
ijshed to the last degree of cleanliness
and brilliancy, and every detail perfect
before any edibles are served. If there
are girls or boys in the house, get them
fo cut branches of red and gold leaves,
if such a thing still exists. Chrysanthe-
mums are usually beantiful and inex-
pensive at this time of year, and a low
bowl of them in yéllow in the center
of the table is very effective. And every-
thing must be hot, piping hot, and
gerved in a dignified manner—not bang-
ed on in the fashion which certain coun-
try maids think adds to the friendly
feoling of a family dinner.—Selected.
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Enter His Gates With Praise. ;

« Enter into his gates withr thaxzksg:v-
ing, and into his courts with praise; b,e‘a
thankful unto him and bless his name.
—Pralm c 4. =2 .
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'LINCOLN LOVED ANNE RUTLEDGE.

And After Her Death He Was For a Time
g Insane,

When and -how Lincoln met Anne
Rutledge is not known, but the period
of his first gveat happiness and sorrow
closed in 1835 when he was clerking
with Green in the grocery. He boarded
at the hotel kept at that time by Anne
Rutledge’s father.. Rutledge came to
Salem from Kentuckyin 1829 and help-
ed build the first mill.

Anne was one of three children born
in Kentucky. She was a beautiful girl,
buxom and strong. Her skin was waxen
white, her eyes deep blue, her hair red
brown. She was tender, gentle and lov-
able, and even Aunnt Sallie Mullins, who
seemed to love nobody, spoke kindly of
Anne.

The story of Anne’s engagement to
marry John McNamara, alias McNeil,
has been told by Mr. Herndon. Why
McNamara assumed a false name when
he came to Salem was never known. It
appeared finally that be was an honest
man and honorable. "t ¥

He had confessed his true name to her
after their engagement, and in-order to
put himself right before her he returned
to his home in the east, promising to
come back by a certain time and to bring
his parents with him.

He did return to Salem, but through
mishaps and delays long after the time
fixed.~ He found his sweetheart in her
grave and his rival, Lincoln, insane.

It was during McNamara’s absence
that Lincoln met Anne and loved her.

He could not ask her to-marry him.
She was pledged to another, and he
could not allow her to break that pledge.

There was a time when they were
bappy in their love and took long walks
together in the evening along the high
bluff of the river’s shore, and Anne was
cheery at her work, and Lincoln forgot
his book and stood in the doorway of the
grocery looking toward the hotel. He
was waiting for Anne to come to the
well, when he would meet her and draw
the water for her and carry the bucket
to the kitchen door. g

This was before the time set by Mc-
Namara for his return. Undoubtedly
Anne had agreed to tell McNamara of
her love for Lincoln and to ask for-her
release.

The time for his return came and
passed. The weeks dragged on, and the
lovers looked into each other’s eyes and
read what they believed to be the truth
—McNamara would never come back.
Anne would never be released from her
promise.

A great melancholy came over Lin-
coln, as he saw his love escaping from
his arms—a melancholy that never left
him, and that came often in the weary
after years to overspread and ‘crush him.
And poor Anne Rutledge, simple heart-
ed, tender girl, conld not fong with-
stand the contagion of hismood. Strug-
gling with love and duty and despair,
she withered and sickened, and in Au-
gust, 1835, she died.

She was buried in the old Ccncord
church yard, and Lincoln, a madman,
followed her to her grave.

There is no doubt of Lincoln’s insan-
ity over the death of hissweetheart. For
weeks his friends watched him closely,
and for a time he was confined in the
house of Bowlin Greene.

William Greene, Lincoln’s closest
friend in Salem, first told in 1887 of
Lincoln’s insanity.

‘‘Long after Annie died,’’ said Uncle
Billy, ‘‘Abe and I wonld be alone, per-
haps in the grocery, on a rainy night,
and Abe would sit there, his elbows on
his knees, his face in his hands, the
tears dropping through his fingers. I
would say to him: ‘Abe, don’t cry. It
burts me.” And he would look up at me
with his streaming eyes and say: ‘I
can’t help it, BilL. The rain’ is falling
on her.’ ”’—Boston Globe.

A Lost Portrait of Stevenson.

The work of Mr. St. Gaudens seems
the best, both in point of likeness and of
artistic merit. An ardent admirer of
Stevenson’s work, he had always de-
clared he would go a thousand miles to
do his portrait if ever he got the chance.
But in - 1888 the subject came to New
York, and Mr. St. Gaundens was able to
make the studies for the head and right
hand. Several months® later, however,
he had to travel some little distance to
make his notes of the left hand. But so
great was the stress of his work, so fas-
tidious his taste, and so severe his con-
science that it was not until the automn
of 1893 that the sculptor was able to
finish the medallion to his own satisfac-
tion. The original the artist retains him-
self. Another copy adorns the mantel-
piece at Vailima, in sight of Mr. Sar-
gent’s portrait.

But the original copy presented to the
gitter by the artist has vanished into the
nnknown. It was by mistake directed
to R. L. Stevenson, Sydney, Australia,
and, as nobody had ever heard of such a
person there, it is surmised to have been
at last sold by auction—purchaser un-
known, probably some marine store
dealer. But it would be satisfactory to
trace this if possible. —Athenszeum.

Seasons In South America.

A Philadelphian recently returned
from an extended tour of South Amer-
ica tells an interesting story of the queer
olimatic conditions prevailing in certain
parts of the lower half of this continent.
“Of course it is pretty well known,”’
says he, ‘‘that while the people north
of the equator are suffering the rigors of
winter those people living south of that
imaginary line are in the midst of sum-
mer, and vice versa. This rule, how-
ever, so far as South America is con-
cerned, applies only to the coast, for in
the mountains of the interior a peculiar
condition of affairs exists. Up in the
Andes the natives are in the midst of
winter when midsummer prevails on
the coast, and when winter reaches the
coast it is summer in the mountains. Of
course neither the coast nor mountain
winter is very severe, but the distinc-
tion between the two seasons is decided-
ly marked. It is a very remarkable cli-
matic condition.’’—Philadelphia Rec-
ord.

How Vermont Turkeys Are Fattened.

There is a tradition that the turkey
of Vermont lives sumptuously the last
three weeks of his earthly career on a
prepared food of ground corn and chest-
nut meal, and that the course of high
living produces a delicacy and subtle de-
Uciousness of flavor when he is roasted
and basted that decidedly lifts him as a
dinner dish wholly out of the realm cof
the commonplace. He is not easily ob
tainable, for this process of fattening is
followed only on a few farms, as it is
exvensive.—New York Sun.”

Sne—i unaersianu wulug tud Lau au
oil painting made of that horse of his.

He—You mean that balky horse?

She—VYes; and it was sonatural that
when the artist touched it up it refused
to move.—Yonkers Statesman.
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LAST OF POKER FLAT
BUT SIX CABINS REMAIN OF THE FA-
MOUS MINING TOWN.

Doesn’t Look Much Like the Booming
Camp of 1852—The Man Who Sold His
Wife and Laid the Foundations of a Large
Fortune—Evil Omen of the Snow Plant.

Half an hour of slow descent, and we
reach the head of the canyon by a sharp
turn in the trail. At last we are in
Poker Flat, the wild mining camp of
1852, that turned out $700,000 in gold
bullion in a single month, and then cele-
brated the event with a triple hanging.
It was Poker Flat, too, that experieneed
a spasm of virtue soon after the tragic
affair, and under its regenerating influ-
ence sent forth the outcast wanderers of
Bret Harte’s story to die of cold and
starvation on the snowbound road to
Sandy Bar. There are no Oakhursts at
Poker Flat now, and Uncle Billy has no
counterpart in the present population,
for the very simple reason that there are
no sluice boxes to rob and no money to
win over the gaming table. Of ‘‘Mother
Shiptons,’’ however, there are several

Our greeting was not cordial. Mr.
Rugg laid it all to the snowy plants
which we had gathered, and going into
mountain lore told of families that had
been separated by taking this bulb of
evil omen into the sacred precincts of
the home. To carry a snow plant is to
have bad luck. Conceal it as you will,

those with whom you come in contact

will somehow divine your secret and
shun you accordingly, Your pay streak
will peter out, you will never hold more
than one small pair, the slickens men
from Marysville will catch you napping
over a monitor, and most likely your
wife will run away with a tin horn gam-
bler, who will turn out later as a con-
firmed sluice robber—all this if you
carry a snow plant. So runs the folklore
of the hills.

" On the porch of one of the six houses
that now constitute the town of Poker
Flat a large, red faced woman sat in a
rocking chair, smoking a clay pipe. She
wore a shert green dress that fell an
inch or so below the tops of a pair of
strong cowhide boots, to which were at-
tached heavy brass spurs, a paper collar,
cravat and faded straw hat.

Thickly covered with chaparral, with
here and there patches of wild sunflow-
ers and lupine, interspersed with pros-
pect holes, the slope presented a scene
of utter ruin. Some of the graves have

wooden headboards, others are marked |

by stakes, while many have nothing‘at
all.. There are eight people in the town
and 80 sleeping in this ruined ground.
Nearly all of them were laid to rest
without religious rites of any kind other
than the reading of a chapter from the
Bible by Charles Pond. Pond was a pro-
fessional gambler, but was always se-
lected for this service on account of his
fine voice and oratorical effect.

““The boys always liked Pond,’’ said
Henry Waggoner, one of the old settlers
of Poker Flat. ‘‘He could read better
than any one else, and so he did the
burying, and at times business in this
line was exceedingly lively. Twice a
year a priest used to come over from
Downieville, but we could not always
wait for an ordained clergyman. Things
went with a rush in those days, and the
climate of Poker Flat seemed to be con-
ducive to sudden death.’’

Gold was discovered in Poker Flat in
1852, and two years later 2,000 people
had gathered in this rich canyon. There
were 15 stores, five hotels, three dance
halls and seven gambling houses. In
1856 a cirous came to town and sold
1,500 tickets at $20 each. The follow-
ing year a man named Joslyn picked up
a nugget worth $4,000. To celebrate his
good luck he got full and offered the
whole piece to his partner in exchange
for the latter’s wife. The man accepted,
and without the formality of divorce
proceedings Joslyn and the woman
were married and left town. Two days
later he committed suicide at Gibson-
ville. Hisformer partner also left town
and bought some land near San Jose.
Two years ago on Aug. 22 he died
wealthy and respected at a good old age,
but it is doubtful if more than half a
dozen people in the world knew how the
foundation of his fortune was laid.

Henderson'’s big iron safe, over which
the noted faro dealer shed his heart’s
blood in defending his money in Sep-
tember, 1867, stands a ruin by the trail,
half buried in the sand, just above the
Bittinger house.

Poker Flat will not last long, and
when the pioneers have all been gather-
ed to their fathers this lively and ro-
mantic camp of early days will be for-
gotten and given over again to be a safe
and sheltered feeding spot for wild deer.
—San Francisco Call

One Hundred Rubber Bands a Minute.

There is a sharp chap about town who
is making money with both hands, as it
were. His stock in trade consists of a
piece of rubber hose, a pair of scissors
and a tongue which works with exceed-
ing smoothness. He drops in on business
men and asks them if they are in need
of rubber bands. If so, he will give
them the very best sort for $1 for 5Q0.
The average man is likely to say that he
bas no use for so large a supply, and
that starts the conversation. He of the
rubber hose, scissors and tongue says
that he can supply any number of rub-
ber bands of the best quality on the
spot. He can furnish 100 in a minute if
the customer wants them, and he adds
that he will cut them from his hose
right then and there. The customer says
he cannot do it, and the rubber band
man smiles and says he has a dollar
Jurkiag somewhere in his pockets that
says he can. More than one man has put
up his dollar on this game, only to lose
it, fairly and squarely, for the rubber
band ‘‘fiend’’ gets out his scissors and
goes through his piece of hose even as
the hungry boy goes through a pumpkin
pie. Those who have seen the operation
say that it is easy for him to slice off
100 neat little rubber rings in 60 sec-
onds.—Springfield Republican.

Willing to Join.

Old Mr. B., who lived in Bangor sev-
gral years ago, was called ‘‘very close,’’
but grasping as he was, he never would
accept intoxicating liquor of any kind.
One day he was asked to drink with seve
aral of his neighbors at the village store,
where drinks were sold at 10 cents each.
“No, I1thank ye,’’ hereplied. ‘‘I never
drink, gentlemen. But if it’'s all the
same to you, I'll take a gimlet instead.’’
—Bangor (Me.) News.

“I say, Pat,”” said Mike, throwing
down his shovel, ‘‘do you think if ye
were to stand on this side of the street
and look across to the other ye could
gee the side—walk?’’

‘‘Mebbe I could and mebbe I could-
n’t,”’ replied Pat with a smile. ‘‘And
supposin ye were on the other side, do

ye think uf ye did yer best ye could see

the marble—step?’’—Philadelphia Call
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Too Mauny Drugs,
‘“The primary cause cf so many cases
of grip in this and other cities,’’ said
the examining pbysician of one of the
large life insurance companies in New
York to a Mercury reporter, ‘‘is the al-
most universal babit of drug taking,
from the milder tonics to patent medi-
cines. Whenever the average men or
women feel depressed or slightly ill,
they resort at once to some medicine
more or less strong. If they would try.
to find out the cause of the trouble and
seek to obviate it by regulating their-
mode of living, the general health of the!
community would be better. This drog
habit tends continvally to lower the
tone of the system. The more it is in-
dulged in the more apparent becomes
the necessity of continuing the down-
hill course. The majority of persons do
not look beyond the fact that they seem
to feel better after the use of a stimu-
lating drug or patent medicine. Thi
feeling comes from the benumbing ac-
tion of the drug, because it has no up-

. lifting action. With the system in such

a weakened state the microbes of the
disease find excellent ground to grow.
When attacked, the patient lacks re-
cuperative powers, and the result is gen-
erally fatal.’’

-BICKLE & HAMRICK

UNDERTAKING  PARLOR

NOS.11 AND 13 W. FREDERICK STREET,

NEXT TO JESSER’'S

We keep constantly on hand the flnest stock
of goods in our line sver seen in the city ot
Staunton. All the latest stylesa d novelties.

Calls attended day and night.

FUNERAL OUTFITTED

in every detail and under careful personal at
tention

BICKLE & HAMRICK

aux 4-tf N o0s. and W.Frederick St.

Main and Frederick streets.

CHURCH DIRECTORY.

First Presbyterian Church, on Frederick Su

between New and Market streets, services
I1a.m. and 8 p. m. Pastor, Rev. A. M. Fraser

Second Presbyterian church cofner 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 chrre., 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
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, Rev.
H. F. Shealy.

Baptist church, corner Main and Washing
ton streets. Sorvicesat 1]l a. m. and 8 p. m
Pastor, Rev. W. J. E. Cox.

St. Francis Roman Catholic, 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 .

DIRET RY OF LODCGCES.
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 street. Jasg
M. Lickliter,W. M ; B. A. Eskridge, Sec'y.

UNIC™ ROYAL ARCH CHAPTER.
No. 2, meet third Friday in every month, in

Masonic 1emple, on Main street. W. W. Mc
Guffin, High Priest; A. A. Eskridge, Sec'y.

ODD FELLOWS' LODGE.;
Staunton Lodge, No. 45, I. 0. O. F. meets ev

ery Thursday night in 0dd Fellows’ Hall, ove.
Wayt's drug store, on Main street. John C
Fretwell Noble Grand: C. A. Crafton, Sec’

KNIGHTS OF HONOEF 9DGE.
Staunton Lodge. No. 756, Kr_ghts of Honor

meets every first &zd third Tuesday in each
month, in Pythian Hall, Main street. W. L.
Olivier, Dictator; W. A. Burnett, Recorder.

MOUNTAIN CITY LODGE.
No. 116, 1. O. G. T., meets every Friday night

in their lodge room over Wayt’s drug store on
Main street. A.S. Woodhouse, Chief Templar
F. B. Kenredy, Sec’y.

DISTRICT LODGE.
No. 22, 1. 0. G. T., meets every three months

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

ROYAL ARCANUM.
Augusta Council, No. 490, Royal Arcanum

meets every second and fourth Tuesday in the
month, at Pythian Hall, Main street. W. W
Robertson, Regent; Jos. B. Woodward, Sec-
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. Coftelt, Sec’y.

UNIFORMED RANK, KN1GHTS OF
PYTHIAS.
E. B. Stuart Division, No. 10, meets second

and fourth Mondays each monta 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.

EKNIGHT 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. 83, I. 0. R. M.,

Meets in their wigwam, in Valz Building
every Wednesday at 8th run 30th breath
setting of the sun. J. D. Anthony, sacher
James W. Blackburn, chief of records. 4
visiting brothers welcome.

AMERICAN LEGION OF HONOR. *

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

CATHOLIC HIBERNIAN BENIFICAL
SOCIETY.)

Meets first Sunday in every month in tbeir
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

Halnes, secretary.
CHAMBER OF COMMERCE.

Monthly meetings, Fourth Tuesday in the
month at7:300’clock. Room in City Hai buila

ng Isaac Wits,presid ¢;J,0.Shields, secre
ary.



