s

_H, B, TLEASE.

-

. R S.TURE,

Faitor ez Proprieter. .

~——

TERMS, $1.00A YEAR
IN ADVANCE.

¥ Remittances should be made by check
d aft, postal order, or registered letter.

Staunton Spectator,

Staunton Spectator.

RATES OF ADVERTISING.

12X cents per line, for the first, and 6X%
for each subsequent insertio:

Business &oueeo‘m inserted
15 cents for the first and 8 ‘cents for
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- PROFE:S({ONAL.

_ JAMES BUMGARDNER, JI.
J.L. BUMGARDNER,  RUDOLPH BUMGARDNER.
J.,J. L, & R. BUMGARDNER,
ATTORNEYS AND COUNSELLORS AT LAW.

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

J. M. PERRY.
BLEASE AND PERRY,
ATTORNEYS-AT-LAW,
Skinner Building, Staunton, Va.
Jan1lyr

—

SARTER BRAXTON,
(/ ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,
- ‘No. 23 8, Augusta St.
Special attention given to collections.

M. CUSHING & SON,
. GENERAL AUCTIONEERS.
ian 8-uf STAUNTON, VA.

CHARLES CURRY. HULST GLENN.

CURRY &GLENN,
ATTORNEYS-AT-LAW,
Stout Building, Court Place.
© Notary in otiice.
jan 8-tf

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

B. KENNEDY,
. ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,
No 10 Lawyer’s Row,
STAUNTON, VA.
Special attention given to collections and
cl}ancery practice.
an

DENTIST.
Office in Crowle Building, Room 25, 3rd floor
Office hours from 9 A, M. to 6 P. M.
may 27
- UGH G. EICHELBERGER,
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,
STAUNTON, VA.
¥ Prompt attention to collections.

DB. D. A. BUCHER
)

HENrRY W. HOLT.
TURK & HOLT,

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

| R. 8. TURK.

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

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

WM. A. PRATT, HueH HoLMES KERR.
PRATT & KERR,
> ATTORNEYS-AT-LAW,
No. 17 Court Place, - - Staunton, Va
NOTARY PUBLIC.

0S. A. GLASGOW
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW.
Room 5, No. 23 S. Augusta Street, Skinner

ing. “STAUNTON, VA.
aug 10-tf

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

Offers his professional services to the citi-
gens of Stau‘l)xton. Office No. 121 East Mtain
Street.

J H. CROSIER,
. ATTORNEY-AT-LAW.
Office on Courthouse square,
STAUNTON, VA.
Prompt attention given to all legal business
sntrusted to him, in State or Federal Courts.
Will devote entire time to his profession.
fune 1-tf

E. R. NELSON,

A‘I‘TOBN’EY-AT—LAW AND COMMISSIONER N
CHANCERY. :
* OFFICE No. 10 LAWYERS' ROW,
Jan 4t STAUNTON, VA.

C. BRAXTON
2 ATTORNEY AND COUNSELLOR.
OFFICE.—CROWLE BgILDING OPPOSITE Y. M.
g %

Special attention given to corporation and
real-estate law.
Having closed up all outside business, which
for a year or two interrupted my regular law-
ractice, I am now enabled to, and shall, from
this time, give my undivided time and exclu-
sive attention to the law; and to such persons
as my entrust me with their litigation, I prom-
i8e my best efforts and such ability as I may
nossess. jan 18-tf

PROSPECTUS FOR 1896.
T Q A Magazine
THE PAN bY for Young People
Edited by Isabella M. Alden (‘““Pansy’’) an
G. R. Alden.

B
THR ONLY MAGAZINE PUBLISHED BY THE
LOTHROP HOUSE.

A New Volume beginsbwith the November Num-
er.

The coming year, THE PANSY will appear in
a2 new and improved form. It will present
many fresh and original features, the Editors
and Publishers alike aiming to make the 1896
volume surpass any other in the history of this
popular magazine. Among the many notable
sontributions will be the following:

SERIALS AND SERIES OF ARTICLES.

‘REUBEN FINDING HIS WAY,” Serial Story by
“Pansy,” charmingly illustrated by Hiram
P Barnes.

‘THE GINGHAM BAG,” an old-fashioned New
England story of the District School, by
Margaret Sidney, Illustrated.

TEN PAPERS BY Miss L. H. M. PALMER. Each
pager will be accompanied by a full-page
and other illustrations. ,

“CHILDREN OF HISTORY,” by Evelyn 8. Foster.
Illustrated by photographs of some his-
toric child-faces.

“*THE COOKING SCHOOL," a series of stories con-
cerning the fortunes of a young girl who
R'ent to cooking school, and what came of

ENGLISH LITERATURE PAPERS, by Elizabeth
“ Abbott.
SHORT STORIES AND ARTICLES,
“A SYRIAN NIGHTINGALE'S STORY,” by Mrs. M.
C, M. Foster.
FRONTISPIECE STORY each month, by Pansy;
and many other interesting and timely
g st(;lorles and articles appropriately illustrat-
ed.
DEPARTMENTS.
Yonng People’s Work. Baby’s Corner.
Daily Thoughts. Pansy Society Corner.
$1.00 a year; 10 cents a number.
Boys and girls should send a postal asking
for information about the extraordinary
PRIZE OXFER In connection with THE PANSY
fer 1896.
LOTHROP PUBLISHING COMPANY,
92 PeariSt., Boston

BABYLAND

The Babies’ Own P (E
Magazine. 5[] CENTS A YEAR.

For Baby, up to the Six-(and even Seven-
Year-01d.

‘A magazine for the little ones, which always
charms them,” says The Ladies’ Home Journal.

wneading Features of New Volume:

MArYy ELLEN'S PLAYTIMES. Her adventures
and playmates. By Mrs.
Pratt.

BABY'S BIRTHDAY SoNGS. Charming verses
with pictures, for every baby of every
month. By Grey Burleson.

PINT OF PEANUTS. Entertaining occupations
for the nursery. By Marion Beatty.

CURIOUS DRAWING LESSONS (FOR LITTLE FIN-
GERS). By “Boz.”

MOTHER GOOSE-ISH JINGLES
STORIES in every number.

BEAUTIFUL FULL-PAGE PICTURES that tell their
own stories.

Ella Farman

AND PICTORIAL

New Vol. begins with Nov. number. Sample
copy free.

ALPHA PUBLISHING (0. *osiox. atase.”

. 'The Favorite Magazine

LITTLE MEN AND WOMEN

Is the only Magazine edited especially for
Children from 7 to 11.

1ts Serials, Short Stories, Poems, Art Pa-
pers, Adventures, Travels, Pictures, satisfy
and delight all the children. $1 5 Ve
No other Magazine fills its place.

Leading Features of the New Volume;

BocCkERS. A story of Two City S:hoolboys
By Margaret Compton. (Serial.)

THE KNOTHOLE IN THE FENCE. A Boy’s Story.
By Beth Day, (Serial.)

NELLIE OGG AND HER GOATS. By Frank Pope
Humphrey. A romantic true story of a
litt.c Scotch lassie in the days of “bonnie
Prince Charlie.” (Serial.)

ANIMALS WITH MINDS. True adventure stories
of animal sagacity. By W. Thomson.

PAINTERS AND PAINTINGS OF CHILD LIFE. Art
Papers for Children.

WHERE MAMA USED TO PLAY. True stories of
two little country girls. By Percia V.White.

ALL AROUND A DoLL HoUusE. How to build and
furnish it. By Anne Isabel Willis.

THE WHIRLING GLOBE. Gimpses of all the
children in all the world. By Charles
Stuart Pratt.

TWELVE *“SONGS FOR CHILDREN’S VOICES.”

STORIFS AND POEMS by Mrs. Jessie, Benton
Fremont, Mary E. Wilkins, Edna Dean
Proctor, Olive Risley Seward, Mrs. Kate
Upson Clark, Mrs. Ex-Gov. Wm. Claflin,
Mrs. Abby Morton Diaz, Mrs. Harriet Pres-
cott Spofford, Sophie Swett, Sarah Orne
Jewett, Hezekiah Butterworth and others.

Sample Copy Free. New Vol. begins Nov.
number.

ALPHA PUBLISHING C

Hours for Arrival and Closie of Mails at Staun-
fon Postofice.

ARRIVE.

BY C: AND O. RAILROAD.

. from north, south, east and west.

m. from west.

m. from Richmond and intermediate
points.

m. from north, east and south.

BY B. AND O.

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

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

© 212 Boyiston St.,
1+ Boston, Mass.

WO
5P

K

=3

m.

a.

P-
p.

8

Z

7.
1.
9.

8

day.

10 abm. from Mt. Meridian, dajly except Sun-
ay.

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

day.
5.30 p. m. from Monterey, daily exoept Sunday.
10.30 a. m. frora Sangersville.

CLOSE.
FOR B. AND 0.

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

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

1.10 p. m. for Lexington and intermediate
points.

6.00 p. m. for Lexington and intermediate
roints.

FOR C. AND 0.
and 2,15 p. m. for north, east, south

.15 a. m.
.00 p. m. for east, north, south and west.
15 p. m. t_or Clifton Forge and intermediate

=]
Q.
e

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

a. m. for Monterey.

a. m. for Middlebrook.

p. m. for Mt. Meridian.

p. m. for Plunkettsville.
12.30 p. m. 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.

FALL AND WINTER GOODS.

FOR GENTLEMEN AND YOUTHS

1 would most respectfully invite the atten
tion of my customers and friends, amd the
public generally, to my new fine stock of

FALL AND WINTER GOODS,

which will please ali tastes. In variety and
quality of goods my present stock has never
been excelled by any which I have ever here
tofore had. Now is the time to get tasteful
and useful

SUITS IN THE LATEST STYLES.

Suits or Piece Articles of Clothjng made up
nthe most approved styles, and

WARRANTED TO GIVE SATISFACTION.

Goods also sold to be made elsewhere if de-
sired. AllIask isa call, knowing that anv

taste can be pleased
J. A. HUTCHESON

sept 23 No. 124 West Main Stree

1TY CONSTABLE’S OFFICE.—I have
opened an office at No. 10 North New
Street, and am prepared to give attention to
any business placed in my hands. I can be
found at my office any hour, when not engaged
in outside work pertaining to the duties of the

office.
JOHNA. NOON,
Constable for the Clty of Staunton V&,
July 11-uf

N R

What is
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Castoria is Dr. Samuel Pitcher’s prescription for Infants
and Children. It contains neither Opium, Morphine nor
other Narcotic substance. It is a harmless substitute
for Paregoric, Drops, Soothing Syrups, and Castor Oil.

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

Castoria.

“Castoriaisso well adapted tochildren that

1 recommend it as superior to any prescription
knowntome.” H. A. M. D,

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

* The use of ‘Castoria® is so universal and
its merits 8o well known that it seems a work
of supererogation to endorse it. Few are the
intelligent families who do not keep Castoria
within easy reach.”

Carros MARTYN, D. D.,

New York City.

QL e

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

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 to
do so0 as it has invariably produced beneficial

results.”
Epwix F. PArpkE, M, D.,
125th Street and 7th Ave., New York City.

Tar Cewrave Compaxy, 77 Mumsay Srreer, Nxw Yorg Crry

A QUEER CHARACTER

It was one evening about a fortnight
after I had installed myself in a little
villa at Siena. Ihad just sat down to
dinner and was waiting for Concetta,
my elderly parlor maid, to take the lid
of my tureen of minestra, when she
came into the room a little flurried and
jndignant and announced that an “‘in-
dividuo,”’ evidently a foreigner, was
Waiting in the hall and desired to speak
with me on a matter of the greatest im-

tance. Who could it be? I wondered,
or I knew scarcaly a soul, certainly no
ﬁoreigner, in Siena. I was struck, too,
by Concetta’s emphasized use of "the
word ‘‘individuo,’’ for an Italian serv-
ant is usually ready enough to give the
s‘person’’ the benefit of the doubt and
call him a signore. He must be a toler-
ably low specimen, I reflected, but I
felt bound to go out and interview this
most mystericus visitor.

There stood before me in the dimly
lighted hall a being whom I would have
passed without a thought in a London

-street, but who here in remote Siena

compelled my closest scrutiny and'arous-
ed to the full all my faculties of obser-
vation. He was a small, mean creature,
with small, bald head, small, puckered
features, small, pursed mouth and re-
ceding chin. He had close cropped cler-
jcal whiskers, and his upper lip and
chin were covered with a three days’
stubble. He was wearing a seedy brown
bvercoat and shiny black trousers. In
his hand he held a black billycock hat,
oily and crinkled with age and much
wear, and I noticed that his ill fitting
boots were down at the heel and showed
patches of dirty white stocking at the
toes and sides. Waif, stray, bully, cow-
ard, sneak, cad, mendicant, ontcast—all
were stamped on every lineament of
him, and yet these characteristics seem-
ed almost nullified by the indescribable
insignificance, the hopeless pettiness of
the creature. What was he? What could

e ever have been? I seemed to remem-
ber having seen creatures a little like
him hanging about the platforms of
Hyde park meetings, and he had a cer-
tain resemblance to a shabby, fawning
knave who once served an uncalled for
writ upon me.

‘‘Giood evenin, Mr. 'Utchinson,’’ he
said, in a rich, unadulterated cockney ac-
cent, ‘‘I really must hapologize for dis-
turbin a English gen’l’m’n at this hour
of the evenin.”’ (I noticed that he strug-
gled greatly with his h’s, but more often
put them on than left them out.) ‘‘But
p’raps between one English gen’’m’n
and another in foreign parts there’s a
kind of brother’ood. Eh, Mr. 'Utchin-
gon? The fac’ is’’—

His effrontery began to amuse me a
little.

““May I ask your name?’’ Isaid. ‘‘And
will you tell me what you want with
me?”’

‘‘Certainly—certainly, Mr. *Utchin-
son.’”’ He unbuttoned bis overcoat, fum-
bled in a waistcoat pocket, and produced
a dirty, greasy card, on which was writ-
ten, ‘““The Hon. Patrick Kilfinane
Winch, Castle Winch, Co. Limerick. "’

Of course I had often heard of Castle
Winch ; it is the seat of Lord Kildyke.

‘““You bein a English gen’l’m’n will
know my name, no doubt, Mr. 'Utchin-
son,’’ he pursued with a familiar wave
of the arm. “I'm Lord Kildyke’s only
brother and heir to the barony. His lord-
ship’s lyin desperate ill at Rome, and
can’t recover. In fact, at this very mo-
ment that I'm talkin to you, I may be
Lord Kildyke with a rent roll of £12,-
000. Mine’s a sud story, Mr. 'Utchin-
son. I needn’t trouble you with it. I've
been very much to blame. I’ve come
down in the world through my own
fault. All that ’orrid gamblin, M.
'Utchinson. I ’ope you never touch a
card.’’ (With a confidential leer.) *‘I’ve
tramped it here from Florence. I'm
trampin it to Rome to arsk pardon of my
pore dear brother for ’avin disgraced the
family; all I arsk of you, Mr. 'Utchin-
son, a8 between one English gen’l’m’n
and another, is a frane or two for a
night’s lodgin and a mouthful of food.
In the mornin I'm off again, tramp,
tramp, tramp—’ard fate for a English
gen’l’m’n of noble family, ain’t it, Mr.
"Utchinson?”’

I was looking at him curiously. Nev-

er had I been face to face with such
kmatchless effrontery. But what a clum-
sy scoundrel he was! Could he possibly
Esuppose that any one would believe that
the was a gentleman and heir to an Irish
peerage? The problem of this strange
medley of innocence, ignorance and
Ibrazen self assurance began to fascinate
‘me. I desired to study it at my leisure.
[Too close a habit of studying and ob-
serving human nature leads to rash and
morbid acts. Iwas about to do a su-
'premely foolish thing.
! “Mr. Winch,” I said, ‘I am very
gpleased indeed to have the opportunity
of making your acquaintance. I only
jregret that your bad fortune should be
{the cccasion of it. I assure you I shall
have great pleasure in being of any
service to you. Of course I know your
name very well. I am just sitting down
to dinner. I must insist upon your join-
ing me. I cannot possibly allow you to
sleep at an inn while I have a bed to
“gﬂer you. Nor can I hear of you tramp-
ing it to Rome. You must really allow
me to lend you money for a ticket in
the morning, ”’

The Hon. Patrick Kilfinane Winch’s

face was a curious study at that mo-
ment. Surprise, suspicion, delight,
greed—all flitted .across it, but he did
not for a moment lose his colossal self
,assurance.
i “M_r. ’Utchinson, sir,’”” he ecried,
igrasping me warmly with one of his re-
Fp:;sive. clammy hands, ‘“I could see
from the moment you hentered this ’all
as you was a perfic gen’!’m’n. From no
ione helse but a English gen’I’m’n such
'as you could I accept your hoffer, but
from you, sir—well—and to think, too,
'as I may be worth thousands of pounds
at this very moment that I’'m talkin to
you. ”

‘““No thanks, please, Mr. Winch,”’ I
said. ‘‘Come along; come in to dinner. *’

He divested himself of his damp look-

g overcoat and revealed a threadbare,
musty, black coat now turning green
and very greasy at the collar and cuffs;
a frayed, black, made up scgrf did not
hide much of his red and black checked
flannel shirt; his paper collar had been
soaked by last night’s rain. .

The poor devil was certainly half fam-
ished. He lapped up his soup like a
dog, bolted his food with the most dis-
gusting voracity and swallowed tumbler
after tumbler of my good red Pomino.

I was heartily sick and tired of him be-

fore dinner was over.  The dignified

elderly Concetta herself, the soul of po-’

liteness, visibly shrank from him and
winced under his loud, familiar de-
mands for food and drink.

‘“Well, Mr. 'Utchinson, sir,’”’ he kept
interjecting, with his mouth full, *‘it—

is—a—reel—pleasure to be in company.

of a perfic English gen’l’m’n agaii.”

Concetta bad to ask o for 10 francs

@uring dipner to pav the duiv on A owr-

cel which had arrived by post. Lpfo- ;
duced my pocketbook. It was stuffed '
with 1,600 franes in notes. I noticed
my guest greedily eying its contents
across the leg of a chicken which he was '
gnawing. A

‘‘Plenty of money, Mr. 'Utchinson.
P’raps I’l] bave a book liks that myself
tomorrow. Only reel English notes, sir
—£1,000 notes, sir. Not them bits of
dirty forrin paper.’’

- I have never met & human being more
thoroughly wearisome and wearying
than the Hon. Patrick Kilfinane Winch.
"Gen’l,m,n,” “English genyl!mln'n
‘‘perfic English gen’l’m’n,” ‘““rent roll,”’
‘‘thousands of pounds,’’ ‘‘his lordship,”’
‘‘heir to the barony of Kildyke’’—these
words and phrases, reiterated unto dis-
traction and mingled with fulsome
adulation of myself, seemed to make up
the whole conversation. His talk be-
came a kind of loud, rasping incoherent
buzz. I could not follow him, and, oh,
how gladly I would have dispensed with
any further study of him! The man was
a low cad and a supreme bore, possibly,
tco, a dangerous scoundrel, and surely
a species of lunatic. He was getting
powerfully on my nerves. But what
was he? What had he ever been? I was
tired of studying him, but I had not
made him oat.

““Do you smoke, Mr. Winch?"’ I ask-
ed, after dinner was over.

‘‘Hevery English gen’I’m’n smokes, I’
;(lbpe, Mr. *Utchinson,’’ he replied loft-

y.

‘“Then let usadjourn to iny-study and
have a.cigar.”’

In the study I pulled up two arm-
chairs to the open wood fire and pro-
duced cigars. The same insufferable
droning chatter recommenced in his
thick, soapy, cockney voice—‘‘Gen’l’-
m’n,’’ “‘perfic gen’’m’n, ‘‘ccme into my
thousands,’’ *‘fine stud of ’orses, ’’ ‘‘sure
as I’'m a honorable,”’ ‘“‘all that 'orrid
gamblin,”’ ‘‘never touch a card again.’’
My patience was exhausted, my temper
roused. I could bear it no longer.

‘“Mr. Winch,”’ Isaid coldly, looking
straight into the fire, ‘‘as Lord Kildyke
is so seriously ill I think you had better
take the night train to Rome.’’ I knock-
ed the ash off my cigar and turned to-
ward him to sco the effect of my sug-
gestion.

The Hon. Patrick Kilfinane Winch
was gitting bolt upright in his armchair
not two yards distant from me, point-
ing a revolver full in my face.

I do not deny that a great and agon-
ized fear took- possession ¢f me. It is
curious how madly swift thought travels
in such a situwation, how keenly sharp
every faculty of the mind becomes. I
found myself reflecting with lightning
speed as to what I ought to do. Should
I remain sitting? Should I rise? Should
I fling myself upon him? If I did so,
should I receive a bullet iz the brain,
the breast, the heart, or cnly a flesh
wound in the arm? Could I knock up
the revolver? If I did, what would be
come of the first charge, thoe second, the
third? What would a man ¢f nerve, re-
source, dauntless pluck—a Slceus or a
Lugard—what would they do under the
circumstances? All this and much more
sped through my brain in less than
three seconds.

The Hon. Patrick Kilfinane Winch
rose from his chair, took two steps to-
ward me and held his revolver within
two feet of my face. Now what shall I
do? Shalll rise? Shall I remain sitting?
Shall I fling— Precisely the same
thoughts tore through my brain with
ever maddening swiftness. I noticed ev-
ery trifle too. I noticed that my cigar
was still in my mouth, that my teeth
were tightly clinched npon it, that my
mouth was full of smoke, that the smoke
was lazily oozing out of my mouth, and
that yet it did not choke me.

¢Mr. *Utchinson, sir,’’ he said, keep-
ing the revolver pointed full in my face,
““it’s most repugnant to my feslin’s as
an English gen’l’m’n to another Eng-
lish gen’l’m’n, I’'m sure, but I must
trouble you to ’and over that little pock-
etbook of yours as I saw at dinner. "’

A that moment there was a loud, im-
perious peal at the front door bell. Is it
salvation? Shall Ishout? Shall I— The
Hon. Patrick Winch was pink with ex-
citement.

¢Mr. *Utchinson, sir, I'm sorry to
force the ’and of hany Enlgish gen’l’-
m’n, but I must arsk you to 'urry up
with that little pocketbcok.*’

1 slowly unbuttoned my coat and felt
in my breast pocket. AsI did so there
came a knock at the study door, then a
pause, then another knock. 1 felt that
to cry ““Come in!’’ would be like pul-
ling the trigger of the revolver. Anoth-
er knock, then Concetta opened the door.
She saw the scene, and turning toward
the hall cried quickly, ‘‘Passi, Signor
Guardial”’

An Italian policeman briskly entered
the room. Why only one? I wondered.
Why not three or four when so desperate
a ruffian was in question? The Hon.
Patrick Kilfinane Winch had replaced
the revolver in his pocket and was mop-
ping his forehead with a dirty red ban-
danna. The guardia had evidently seen
nothing.

Never had I felt so kindly toward any
human being. The guardia was a sturdy,
thickset little man, inclining to embon-
point; his reddish face had the mellow
red and brown glow of a health bon

viveur; his black eyes twinkled pleas-
antly. A thick, black mus@ache alone
served to impart to him a little of the
truculent air necessary to his profession.
And then, like every Sienese, every
Tuscan—I might almost say every Ital-
jan—his manners were full of the most
engaging courtesy. He bo'w.ed repeatqd-
ly and began by apologizing for dis-
turbing me at that hour of the evening.
«Don’t mention it,”’ I said heartily.
“You come at a most opportune mqment.
for me. Iam happy to be of service to
you. I am happy to think that my hgus.e
should have served to entrap the ?'rum-
nal whom you are in searcl§ of.” (A
shade of surprise passed over his gogd na-
tured face.) “‘There,”” I egclalm;:i;l
inting angrily to the cowering sC
1;: a notgﬂe h%rnsg, «there is the scoundrel
want !”’
g2 What I”’ cried the guardia, in amaze-
ment. *‘Is it possible thatin yon I_have
not the honor of addressing the Signor
’Ootchisso?’’
¢‘Certainly,”” 1 replied.
Signor Hutchinson.”’
‘“But,’’ he answered, with thesnavest
courtesy, ‘‘it is you, signore, that I
t. ”» 2
wa';“his was too much. I almost roeled.
Here was a man, evidently a notorious
scoundrel, who must surely bo hot.ly de-
gired by all the police of the continent, ¢
a man who had just held a revolver
within a few inches of my head—here
he was in my room, within the easy
gp of the law; and the pohc_e politely
g;orm me that of the two it is 1 they
want. I was about to remonstrate an-
¢
° ; a3
ingly, aid, producing & fprmidable look-
ing schedule, chanted  the !oilovzing 'rig—v
nm ol in B Yanid, Auloet MONGLNE:
" tpxtiols 11008 thie repoiatic s 10 Lhe }l

] am the
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execution of the law of public safety,
No. 6144, of June 80, 1889, approved by
royal decree No. 6517, third-series, dat-
ed Nov. 8, 1889, requires a householder
to report himself and family to the lo-

- cal office of public safety within five

days of taking possession. Vostra sig- '
nora has been in Siena afortnight with- |
out complying with the requirements of
the law. Nor has the English proprietor |
of the villa furnished the report which |
the law requires of him. The affair is |
very grave, and by article 115 of the '
same regulations may entail a fine of 50
lire or imprisonment for ten days.’’

Internally I cursed all the formalities
of Italian law.

‘‘Look here,”’ I said firmly. ‘I will
satisfy your requirements and pay your
fine before I go to bed. But first let me
tell you that that man has tried to rob
and murder me at -this very moment.
Your timely entry probably saved my
life. I thank you, but now I command
you to arrest him.”’

The guardia looked good naturedly
incredulous. I could see what was pass-
ing in ¥isvmind. Evidently a person
who had failed to report himself under
article 110 for the regulation of the law
of June 80, 1889, was a suspect, and his
word counted for nothing.

““See here,’’ I cried, producing it, “‘I
have a passport.’’

The guardia glanced at it as if it had
been some hieroglyphic scroll that there
was no possibility of divining. ‘‘Look!"’
I continued in trinmph as I reversed it.
““It has been vised by the Italian consul
general in London.’’ The guardia’s-eyes
brightened a little. ‘‘I have, moreover,’’
I resumed, throwing as much solemnity
into my voice as the importance of the
fact required, ‘‘a certificate from the
lord mayor. "’

The magic charm of this angust title
had its usual salutary good effect. I
saw that the last remnants of the
guardia’s hesitation had vanished. He
turned to do my bidding.

But a great change had meanwhile
come over the Hon. Patrick Kilfinane
Winch. He had sunk into an armchair,
his head had fallen forward, his teeth
were chattering violently, there was a
streak of slimy foam on his small,
pursed lips.

The guardia bent down kindly and
raised his head.

““The man has gone mad, signore,”’
he said.

It was true enough. Half mad at the
best of times, his brain had evidently
wholly lost balance in the excitement of
his attempt upon me. The guardia pro-
duced the terrible instrument that had |
been so nearly compassing my death.

“It is of ancient make, signore,’’ he
said, ‘‘and covered with rust and mud.
He must have found it in sor e ditch.
And see, signore,’’ he continued with a
polite smile, ‘‘it is not even loaded. *’

Not loaded? Oh, the ignominy! Oh,
the shame! I ground my teeth again
and again.

The Hon. Patrick Kilfinane Winch was
was lodged that night in the Siena man-
icomio.

* * L * * *

I made inquiry about him later on.
His name was Richard Davis. e was
born in Bermondsey.” No trace existed
of his ever having been anything or
done anything, ,For the last 15 years ut
least he had led the life of one of those
curious waifs, more numerous than it
might be supposed, who, possessed of
the devil nomad, wander aimlessly
over the whole continent, picking up
what alms they can from the members
of English and Scotch churches and
from British continental charitable so-
cieties. Dawis had played many parts,
all equally clumsily. He seems to have
had some skill, however, in personating
the rigid evangelical who had found
salvation. At all events it was his most
profitable role. His career of wandering
came to an abrupt end in my study at
Siena. But his restless spirit could not
brook restraint. Under confinement his
body gave way as well as his mind, and
he died three months after his admission
to the madhouse.—Montgomery Car-
michael in Temple Bar.

The Fee.
Willis—What do you lawyers charge
for, your ability or the work you do?
Breeves—It depends. If I win, I
charge for the work, and if I lose I
charge for my great legal ability.—In-
dianapolis Journal.

The Metal Piati=—.

From 1824 to the present time plati-
num working has been carried on among
the Ural mountains, and considerable
quantities are annually produced there.
The grains are found in alluvial depos-
its along with grains of several other
metals—iridinm, osmium, palladium,
gold and silver—and they have also been
discovered in the greenstone rock and
serpentine of that district. The process
by which the crude platinum grains are
purified is long and expensive, so much
so that most of the ‘‘platinum ore,’’ as
it is termed, which is received at St.
Petersburg from the Urals is exported
in its crude state to other European
cities. =

Pure platinum has a white color ap-
proaching to that of silver. It isre-
markable by its great weight, being
heavier than any other metal, gold
itself not excepted. It is no less remark-
able forits infusibility. It doesnot fuse
in any of our ordinary furnaces, which
soon melt copper, iron or gold. Baut at
a white heat it can be welded and fash-
ioned into varions shapes. In the new
electric furnace and by means of the
oxyhydrogen blowpipe it can, however,
be melted and even volatilized. It is ex-
ceedingly malleable- and can be beaten
out into thin plates and drawn into
wires which are only one two-thousandth
of an inch in diameter. - Wires even ten
times thinner than this can be made
by a special process. Air.and moisture
have no effect upon platinum, even
when it is heated to a very high temper-
ature, and it will nc . ..issolve in acids,
with the exception of aqua regia, which
is a mixture of hydrochloric and nitric
acids. —Chambers’ Journal

The King’s Guard.

The most extraordinary precantions
are taken in Spain to provide for the
safety of the sovereign at night. His
slumbers are watched thronghout the
night by the Monterof de Espinosa, a
body of men v.ho for 400 ycars bave en-
joyed the exclusivo privilege of guard-
ing {heir roval ma:tev or mistress from
gnnset to svaris -

—_ &

Giving Credit.
The customs surrounding the giving
of credit differ widely in different coun-
tries. In Italy credit is given only on
undoubted security, in Cuba five months
after delivery. In the Bermudas settie-
ments are annpal. In Austria it is im-,
ible to do business without giving a,
year’s credit; in England settlement hi .
pounted upon every three months; in'
Bain fous 16 o tho busive o done;
on a_cash basis; Tarkish and Russian
fredit is unknown, and 80 days.is th
rolo in Cauada.—Rochester ggm!d.
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"/ - THE OLD FARM HORSE.

#Why don’t you sell him? He must ea$
His value in a month, twicetold;

He's spavined, hidebound, nearly blind,
He’s twenty, if he’s one day old.

You never work him. What on earth
You keep the brute for, I can’t see.

Your other herses, young and sound,
Seem to farc scarce as well as he.””

“I'11 tell you, neighbor, why I keep
This old korse, though he’s lame, half blind;
Once—he don’t look it now, I own—
He was a good horse, sound and kind;
He kadn’t one bad trick, and worked
Right faithfully; day in, day out,
And he could trot; though he toiled hard,
He was as lively as a trout.

$¢When I first took this farm on shares—
I own it now, all free and ¢lear—
"Twag twenty year or more ago,
Then land was cheap enough ’'round here.
It was hard scratching with me then,
For I had little cash or stock,
And though the soil was fairly good,
T was sprinkled pretty thick with rock.

4011 Dan, there, was a little foal;
I 1aised him, fed him, broke him, too,
Put his first harness on, and soon
Otedient to my word he grew.
I ne ver saw a steadier horse
Bcfore the harrow or the plow;
He'd work, yet scarcely turn araair,
. Although he is so feeble now.’

] 1 ought, one year, the land I'd leased}
Tl is sorely crippled me in purse.

The next, my crops failed out and out,
Ard matters went from bad to worse,

My :nilk cow died; at length I had
To give a mortgage on the place;

I sold my team, but still kept Dan,
Ttough ruin stared me in the face.

#But I'd touched bottom, though ’twas deep,
Ar d things at last began to mend.

I worked hard, pinched, crops turned out well;
Where once I owed, I now could lend.

And Dan had proved a friend indeed—
Frn;nds. when you are down, are precious

ew.

No, Dan, old boy, I won’t forget

How hard you toiled to pull me through.

#And 80 you see that Dan and I

Have known the ups and downs of life
Together. I'll not part with him,

Neither will Mary—that’s my wife.
The children, too, love poor old Dan,

Though failing fast in wind and ¥imb;
When he was young he helped me out,

And now he’s old I'll stick to him.”’

—W. R. Barber in New York Ledger.

When We Were Boys.

It happened to us, on glorious occa-
gions, to put up a far wandering cock
pheasant, whose whirring wings made
our little hearts beat at such a rate that
we could scarcely see the wender until it
had risen high above the tree tops. Rab-
bits, even, were so scarce that with all
our searching and digging we never
came upon & nest, thongh we used often
to see them sitting in the field outside
the boundary fence or catch a glimpse
of them as they scudded from us through
the bushes. Our little weapons, cata-
pults and the like, wero not sufficient
for their destruction, and we never be-
came the possessors of any steel trap
larger than those in which we caught
the poor small birds.

Squirrels we used to see and persecute
from tree to tree, until they escaped us
behind a bough or in some dense leafy
obscurity. Fur, in fact, is always too
big game for boys until they reach the
gunning age. The true quarry of boys is
feather, and a sufficing delight to them.
Yet it did happen once that fur fell in
our way—once and once only, and not
in too satisfactory a manner. For, as we

_ wandered in the winter time over the

crackling floer of red, dry leaves, we es-
pied a tiny bundle which looked for a
moment as if it had been got together
for a purpose—looked like an edition,
on a very small scale, of those balls of
leaves and grass which the hedgehogs
manage to roll round themselves, and in
which we often found them, both in our
orchard hedge and in the wood.
We took up this tiny bundle and pull-
ed off a leaf or two; then, thinking if aft-
~er all a mere chance collection, we threw
it to the ground again. On which Joe,
more sagpiently curious, picked it up,
and, unrolling yet more coats of leaves,
revealed at last, within this snug nest,
a coiled up, tiny red thing—a dormouse.
This was its winter home, in which it
had promised itself to Jie asleep all the
cold weather through.—Macmillan’s
Magazine. :
When Kings Are Administraters.

When kings are the actual adminis-
trators, they labor under a special temp- |
tation to hate the press. They seem to
be, or, in some cases, actually are, ad-
dressed by it, and they are so accustom-
ed to deference when addressed and even
to a form of flattery that plain speech
of any kind, and especially sharp criti-
cism, even if respectful in form, creates
in them a strong suspicion of the loyal-
ty of the critic. We have heard of this
emotion being felt because a critic wrote
“‘his Majesty’’. instead of ‘‘His Majes-
ty,’’ and that curious instance of sensi-
tiveness is but an illustration of a far-
reaching truth. We can understand,
therefore, the dislike of the German em-
peror for the press and his readiness
when excited to allow prosecutions for
pure criticism, even respectful criticism,
on the pretext that the writers are guilty
of leze majesty. ‘‘They cannot be loy-
al,’’ thinks his majesty, ‘‘or they would
never criticise me.’’

What we cannot understand is states-
men not seeing that if there is a press
at all it must be critical, and that the
critics who are respectful set an exam-
ple to the populace, who among them-
selves are never respectful unless they
approve, and therefore deserve rather
official favor than condemnation. The
mistake is the more remarkable because
it occurs in Germany, where the gov-
erning idea has always been that while
action must be stricily supervised by
authority thought may be allowed to go
free, even if it chances to be expressed
in print. There is not a country in the
world where respectful criticism would
shake the throne so little or where there
is so little necessity for punishing at-
tacks on institntions with anything more
serious than a social sneer or an official
frown.—London Spectator..

Japanese Journalism.

A Japanese correspondent of the Bal-
timore Sun says: ‘ Considering the fact
that John Black founded Japanese jour-.
nalism in 1872, commendable progress
has been made. Four years ago there
were 658 newspapers, magazines and:
Journals of different kinds published in.;
the empire. Newspapers, like books, are
written in the written language, which,
is quite difforent in grammar and vo-
cabu from the colloquial language.'
The press laws in Japan are very rigor-!
ous. Artiole 19 of the newspaper reg-
ulationsreadsasfollows: ‘When a news-!
paper has printed matter which is con-
sidered prejudicial to public order or

subversive of public morality, the min-g -

ister of state for the interior is empow-,
ered to suspend its publication either,
totally or temporarily.’ During the!
month following the proclamation of the
constitution the brethren of the pre
expressed themselves rather freely,
newspapers were suspended at the rate
of two a week.”’

his duties a juror who stated that he

#aid his lordship, ‘‘since it is

¥
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ADAYDREAMIN Rﬁ@
VISIONS THAT COME TO THE visiToR
IN THE SACRED CITY.

“The Fascination of the Place and the Mem-
ories It Awakens In the Impressionable
Mind—Ghosts of "the ‘Men Who Were
Stars In the Forum.

Marion Crawford in an article for The
Century, entitled ‘‘A Kaleidoscope of
Rome,’’ says:

There is a plan of the place in every
guidebook, with a description written to
be read while running. And yet, withou$
much definite knowledge—with ‘‘little
Latin and less Greek’’ perhaps—many
men and women, the guidebook in theie
hands forgotten for one moment, have
leaned upon a block of marble with half
closed, musing eyes, and breath drawn
so slow that it is almost quiet, held in
day dream wonder, and they have seen
rise a vision of past things and beings,
even in the broad afternoon sunshine,
out of stones that remember Ceaesar’s
footsteps and from walls that have
echoed with Antony’s speech. There
they troop up the sacred way, the shock
headed, wool draped, beak nosed Ro-
mans; there they stand together in
groups at the corner of Saturn’s temple;
there the half naked plebeian children
clamber upon the pedestals of the col-
umns to watch the crowd and double the
men’s deep tones with a treble of child-
ish clatter; there the noble boy, with
his bordered toga, his keen young face
and longing backward look, is hurried
home out of the throng by the tall house-
hold slave who carries his school tablets
and is responsible for his safety.

A consul goes by, 12 lictors marching
with him—blatk browed, square jaw-
ed, relentless men, with their rods and
axes. Then two closed litters are carried
past by big, black, oily fellows, beside
whom walk freedmen and Greek slaves
and three or four becurled and bescented
parasites, the shadows of the great men
in the litters. Under their very feet the
little street boys play their game of
pitching at tiny pyramids of dried lu-

pins—because they have no filberts, and
lupins are almost as good, and as the
dandified hanger on of Mscenas, strain-
ing his ear for the sound of his patron’s
voice from within the litter, heedlessly
crushes the little yellow beans under his
sandal, the particular small boy whose
stake is smashed clenches his fist, and
with flashing eyes curses the dandy’s
.dead to the fourth generation of ascend-
ants, and he and his companions turn
and scatter like mice as one of the big-
gest slaves threateningly raises his hand.

Absurd details rise in the dream. An
old crone is selling roasted chestnuts in
the shadow of the temple of Castor and
Pollux; a tipsy soldier is reeling to his
quarters with his helmet stuck on wrong
side foremost; a knot of Jewish money
changers, with long curls and high caps,
are talking eagerly in Hebrew, and
clutching the little bags they hide in the
sleeves of their yellow eastern gowns; a
bright eyed, skinny woman of the peo-
ple boxes her daughter’s ears for having
smiled at one of the rich men’s parasites,
and the girl, already crying, still looks
after the fashionable good for nothing
under her mother’s upraised arm.

All about stretches the vast humming
city of low built houses covering the
short, steep hills and filling all the hol-
lows between; the seething Subura lies
northeastward; the yellow river is be-
yond the few buildings to the west.
Southward rise the enchanted villas of
the Cmsars; due east is the Esquiline of
evil fame redeemed and planted with
trees and beautified by Msecenas, but
bhaunted even today, say modern Ro-
mans, by the grim ghosts of murderers
and thieves who there died bloody

_ deaths of quivering torture. All around,

as the sun sinks and the cool shadows
quench the hot light on the white pave-
ments, the ever increasing crowds of men
—always more men than women—move
inward, half uncousciously and out of
inborn habit, to the Forum, tke center
of the empire, the middle of the world,
the boiling point of the whole earth’s
riches and strength and life.

Then, as the traveler muses out his
short breathing space, the vision grows
confused, and Rome’s huge ghosts go
stalking,riding,clanging,raving through
the surging dream throng—Ceesar, Bru-
tus, Pompey, Catiline, Cicero, Caligula,
Vitelius, Hadrian—and“close upon them
Gauls and Goths and Huns, and all bar-
barians, till the dream is a kafeidoscope
of school learned names that have sud-
denly taken shadows of great faces out:
of Rome’s shadow storehouse, and
gorgeous arms and streaming draperies,,
and all at once the sightseer shivers as.
the sun goes down, and passes his hand,
over his eyes, and shakes himself, and
goes away rather hastily, lest he should
take the fever and turn ghost himself.

Kingsley’s Opinion of Music.

No one has touched the secret of mu-
sio more closely than Charles Kingsley.
““Music,’’ he says, ‘‘goes on certain laws
and rules. Man did not make the laws
of music. He has only found them out,
and if he be self willed and break them
there is an end of music instantly. Mu-
gic is a pattern and type of heaven and
of the everlasting life of God which per-
fect spirits live in heaven—a life of
melody and order in themselves; a life
in harmony with each other and with
God.”” This goes down to the bottom of
the subject. Music is that obedience to
law which secures order, harmony, one-
ness, and sympathy, the realization "of
which is heaven. Kingsley doesnot here
speak as a preacher so much as a stu-
dent of natural science.

The point at which the harmonies’
the external world touch the cerrespond-
ing moral chords of our inner nature 18
a mystery. Itis a part of the great ques-
tion of the relation of sensation to con-
sciousness. We only know that harmo-
nies of sound touch the mind and sng;
gest a moral harmony. So true is th
that all these masters of thought whom
I am quoting do not hesitate to name
the result as heaven, by which they
not mean any place, nor any fulfillmen
of earthly expectation, nor any here nor
there, but a moral condition which is
the outcome of obedience to lJaws.—Cen-

tury.

Dodged the Debt, as Usual,

I saw a funny thing at one of the
hotels.- A man came into the office, and
seeing a guest whom he knew, greeteé
him with great enthusiasm. The Wash-
fngton man dilated largely upon the suc-
cess he had enjoyed since coming hgre
and insisted upon his friend going with
- bim to see how he lived. The more the
friend declined the harder he urged and
the more graphic the description of
how elegantly the Washington man’s
house was furnished. Finally the friend
said: ‘I am glad you have done so well,
John. Perbaps you can now pay me the
$5 you borrowed three years ago.”
~“‘Certainly, Tom. I forgot it, but I
baven’t a checkbook with me. I-will
mail it to you.”’ And the Washington

s ﬁ'}' said grodby and left. —Washington
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* Who
know et hod
young who are
continntlmllyiptutt;:
.0\ ho always see
L _/ dark side? Who
‘/ have ent fits

of melancholy with-
out any a
cause? But there
isa cause. It is to
be found by the in-
telligent physician in some derangement
of the complicated and delicate feminine
organs of generation. The woman who
 half understands herself, feels that she
cannot always be complaining; she can-
%dwﬂys hn:lex doctor in t:::dhoue.
young gi ers, bodil men-
tally, in silence. The tmn{h usually
comes 8o &Eadua.lly it is attributed to
some outside cause. There is undue
weariness, unexpected pain, unreason-
able tears and fits of temper. All these
:ﬁmptoms are simply protests of the
ent, long-suﬁerin; nerves. The trouble
shows in dark circles below the eyes, a

brownish-yellow neck.
Unregarded, the trouble grows.
few years of tortured invalidism, probabl
Insanity, before merciful death comes,
Dr. Pierce’s Favorite Prescription is th
fruit of years of study. It is the produ
of an investigating mind united with
generous nature. When an intellig
person gives years of stud ]
there must be some good result.
¢ Favorite Prescription” is a com
of extracts of herbs that makes
strengthening, soothing medicine. It
directly upon the distinctly femini
organs. t stops drains gom 1
membranes by
thereby curing also th
that is always present.
I was in a critical condition. Often I was
ae:mir. I experienced a t improvement
one bottle of Dr. Plerce’s Favorite Pre-
lcrlpt%on. I have taken six bottles, and I am
mt it will not only cure ulceration but all

of females.” Yours truly,
i) If At
Neapolis, Viigiria,

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

Second Presbyterian church corner Freder-
ick and Lewis streets. Services at 11 a. m
and 8. Pastor, Rev. Wm. Cumming.
Emmanuel Episcopal Church, worship at Y.
M. C. A. Hall. Services at 11 a. m., and 8 p. m,
Rector, Rev. R. C. Jett.

Trinity Episcopal church, 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 chtcea, Lewis street, be-

tween Main and Johnson streets. Services at

l1a.m and 8 p. m. Pastor, Rev. J. D Don-

ovan.

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

Christ Evangelical Lutheran church, Lew-

is street, between Main and Frederick streets.
Services at 11 a.m. and 8 p. m.

H. F. Shealy.
Baptist church, corner Mailn and Washing

ton streets. Scrvices at 11 a. m. and 8 p. m

Pastor, Rev. W. J. E. Cox.

8t. Francis Roman Catholic, North Auguste
street, Mass at 7Tand 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 . ?

DIRECTORY OF LODCES.
M/ SONIC LODGE.

Staunton Lodge No.13, A. F.and A. M., meets
every second and last Friday night in eack
month, in Masonic Temple, Main street. Jas.
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. Mo-
Gufin, High Priest: A. A. Eskridge, Sec'y.

OoDD FELLOWSﬂ LODGE.;
Staunton Lodge, No. 45, I. O. O. F. meets ev

ery Thursday night in Odd Fellows’ Hall, over

Wayt's drug store, on Main street. John C
Fretwell Noble Grand: C. A. Crafton, Sec’

KNIGHTS OF HONOP LODGE.

Staunton Lodge, No. 756, Kx.ghts of Honor
meets every first &ud third Tuesday in each
month, in Pythian Hall, Main street. W. L.
Olivier, Dictator; W. A. Burnett, Recorder.

MOUNTAIN CITY LODGE.

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

DISTRICT LODGE.

No. 22, I. 0. G. T., meets everythree months

G. C. Shipplett, D. C. T.; S. H. Ba
District Secxl,-etary o

ROYAL ARCANUM.

Augusta Council, No. 480, 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. Cofrelt, Sec’y.

UNIFORMED RANK, KN:GHTS 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.

B ENIGHTS OF PYTHIAS.

Valley Lodge, No. 18, K. of P., meets every
Monday night at Castle Hall, on West Main
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 e¥ery month
in Masonic Temple, on Main street. W. B,
McChesney, Eminent Commander; A. A. E k-
ridge, Recorder.

ONEIDA TRIBE, NO. 8, I. O. 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. 411
visiting brothers welcome.

AMERICAN LEGION OF HONOR.

Valley Council No. 736 meets on the first and
third 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 their
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 Thi
Hall. Mr. J. M.

month at7:300'clock.

"

orchestra, every Wednesday, at 8p. m.,in City
Brereton, or

-
S

J. A. Armentrout, president, and | " Harry
Haines, secretary. 0: g
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